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BOOK  VL  — CHAPTEE  VI. 
Tba  poUlc  nuw  iMed*  bst  one  puroa, — BMiiel;,  isa  uroirT 

*  At  lib  hmiM  in  Carlton  Qaideni,  Ony  Dunll,  Esq., 
for  the  Boaaon." 

Simple  inaertlon  in  tbe  pompom  liat  of  Tsuduonable 
Arrivals  I — the  name  of  a  plain  oommoner  imbedded  in 
the  amber  vhioh  glitten  irith  bo  many  eoroiieta  and 
BtanI  Yet  sach  is  England,  with  all  its  Tenention  for 
titles,  that  the  eyes  of  the  pnblio  passed  indifiersntly 
over  the  rest  of  that  chnsiiele  of  illuetrions  "  irhen- 
aboats,"  to  rest  with  interest,  cimosi^,  apecnlation,  en 
the  imembluoned  name  which  but  a  day  before  had 
seemed  slipped  oat  of  date,  —  obsolete  as  that  of  an  , 
actor  who  figures  no  more  in  play-bills.  Unqaestttxi- 
ably  tbe  sensation  excited  was  dne,  in  much,  to  the 
"ambigaonB  Toioes"  which  Colonel  M<nley  had  dis- 
seminated throughout  the  genial  atmoephera  of  elnb- 
looms.  "Arrired  in  London  for  the  seasonl"  —  be, 
the  orator,  once  so  famous,  long  so  forgotten,  who  had 
been  oat  of  the  London  world  for  the  space  ot  more 
than  half  a  generation.  "  Why  now  I  — >  why  for  the  sea- 
son  t "  Qnoth  the  Colonel :  "  He  is  ntill  in  the  prime 
of  life  as  a  public  man,  sod  —  a  oniais  is  at  handl" 
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Bnt  that  which  gave  weight  and  eignificaiioe  to  Albm 
Morley's  hinta,  wu  the  nport  in  the  newspapers  of  Ouy 
Darrall's  visit  to  hit  old  constitjents,  and  of  the  short 
speech! fte  hail  addreteail  tp'^emj  fcy  ^tiic^^e'IuiiS  so 
slightly  lefenod  in  his  ocmTerBstion  with  Alban.  True, 
tho  speech  was  short ;  true  it  touched  bat  little  on  paaa* 
ing  topics  of  political  inteAst,  —  rather  alluding,  with 
modesty  and  teiaeneas,  to  the  conteets  and  victories  of  a 
former  day.  |  But  still,  in  the  fen;  words  there  was  th« 
■well  of  the  old  clarion,  —  the  wind  of  the  Paladin's 
hopt  vbif^  woke  Fontarabian  echoes. 

It  is  astonishing  how  capricious,  how  sudden,  are  the 
changes  in  value  of  a  public  man.  All  depends  upon 
whether  the  puUio  wuit,  or  believe  they  want,  the  man ; 
and  that  Is  a  qoestioii  upon  which  the  public  do  not 
know  Iheit  own  minds  a  weak  befote;  nor  do  they 
always  keep  in  the  same  mind,  when  made  up,  for  a 
week  together.  If  they  do  not  want  a  man,' — if  he 
do  not  hit  the  taste,  nor  respond  to  the  exigency  of  the 
time,  —  whatever  his  eloquence,  his  abilities,  his  vir- 
tues, th^  push  him  aside,  or  cry  him  down.  Is  he 
wanted;  does  the  mirror  of  the  moment  reflect  bis 
image,  —  that  mirrw  is  an  intense  magnifier;  hia  pno* 
portions  swell,  — they  become  gigantic.  At  that  mo- 
ment the  public  wanted  some  nun ;  and  the  instant  the 
hint  was  given , "  Why  not  Ouy  Darrell  1 "  Guy  Barrell 
was  seized  upon  as  the  man  wanted:  It  was  one  of  those 
times  in  oni  pBiUamentaiy  bietoiy  when  the  public  are 
ont  of  temper  with  all  parties;  when  reoogniied  leaders 
have  confarived  to  damage  themselves;  when  a  Cabinet  is 
shaking,  and  the  puUie  neither  care  to  destroy  nor  tg 
keep  it,  -~a  time,  too,  when  the  country  seemed  in  some 
danger,  and  when,  mere  men  of  business  held  unequal 
to  the  emergency,  whatever  jiame  suggested  associations 
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of  Tigttr,  flloqamnse,  getiiila,  torn  to  ft  pnminm  tibtm  Its 
market  prico  in  times  of  tnnqoilli^  sad  tape.  With- 
out eSbit  of  his  own,  —  by  the  men  force  of  the  under- 
cmrent,  — Guy  Darrell  w«8  thtown  up  from  obllTJou 
into  note.  He  could  not  form  ft  cabinet,  —  certainly 
not;  bnt  he  might  help  to  hring  a  cabinet  together; 
reconcile  jarring  elements;  a4just  disputed  questions; 
take  in  such  goyenunent  some  high  plaoe;  infinence  its 
ooancilB;  and  delight  a  public  weaiy  of  &»  onbnr  of 
the  day,  with  &a  eloquence  of  a  former  me.  For  tiie 
paUic  is  erer  a  laudator  tomporw  aeti,  and  whaterer 
the  snthoia  or  the  orators  immediately  b^ore  it,  were 
those  aathon  and  orators  Homers  and  Gtceioa,  would 
still  shake  a  disparaging  head,  and  talk  of  these  degen- 
erate days,  as  Homer  himself  talked  ages  before  Leonidas 
stood  in  the  pass  of  Thermopyln,  or  Hiltiadee  routed 
Asian  armamente  at  Msrathon.  Quy  Darrell  belonged 
to  a  former  race.  The  btheis  of  those  young  members 
risiiig  now  into  fame,  bad  quoted  to  their  sons  his  pithy 
sentences,  his  Tivid  images;  and  added,  as  Tox  added 
iHien  quoting  Bnrke, "  But  jon  should  hare  heard  and 
seen  the  maDl" 

Heard  and  seen  the  man!  But  there  he  was  agaihl  — 
oome  up  as  from  a  giare;  come  up  to  the  public  just 
when  such  a  man  was  wanted.  Wanted  how  t  —  wanted 
where f  Oh,  somehow  and  somewhere!  There  he  isl 
Hake  Uie  most  of  him. 

The  house  in  Carlton  Gardens  is  prepared,  the  estab- 
lishment mounted.  Thither  flock  all  the  Yiponts, — 
nor  they  alone;  all  the  chiefs  of  all  parties,  —  nor  they 
altme ;  all  the  notabilides  of  our  grand  metropolis.  Ouy 
Darrell  might  be  startled  at  his  own  position;  but  he 
eranpvehended  its  nfttnie,  and  it  did  not  discompose  his 
nemm.    He  knew  public  life  well  enough  to  he  aware 
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how  mmli  &e  popolu  &yoi  ib  tbe  cr«atii»  of  an  wxi- 
dant.  B;  ohonoe  he  had  nicked  tihe  time ;  had  he  thiu 
oome  to  town  the  Beaaon  before,  he  might  have  oontmued 
^bscnie,  a  man  like  Gay  Datiell  uot  being  wanted  than. 
Whether  wiUi  or  without  design,  hie  bearing  oonfirraed 
and  extended  the  effect  produced  by  Ma  leappeanno*. 
GraoioUB,  bnt  modeatiy  reserved,  —  he  spok«  little,  liar 
tansd  beautifully.  Many  of  the  questionB  which  agi- 
tated sU  uonnd  him  had  givini  up  into  importance  since 
his  day  c4  aotioa;  not  in  his  retiiemeiit  had  he  traoed 
their  piogresslve  development,  with  their  changeful 
e&cts  upon  men  and  pwrties.  But  a  man  who  has 
once  gone  de^y  into  pnotical  politioa  might  sleep  in 
the  C^ve  of  Tiophonius  for  twenty  yeam,  and  find,  on 
wakii^(,  TOj  little  to  learn.  Darrell  regained  the  level 
of  Uie  day,  and  aeized  upon  all  the  strong  points  on 
which  men  were  divided,  with  the  r^idity  of  a  prompt 
and  comprehensive  intellect ,  —  his  judgment  perhaps  the 
clearer  from  the  freehneea  of  long  repose  and  the  oompoa- 
ure  of  dispassionate  eurvey.  When  partisans  wrangled 
aa  to  what  should  have  been  done,  Darrell  was  silent; 
when  they  asked  what  should  be  done,  out  came  one  of 
his  terse  sentences,  and  a  knot  was  cut.  Meanwhile,  it 
is  true,  this  man,  round  whom  expectations  grouped  and 
rumor  buazad,  was  in  neither  house  of  Farliament;  but 
that  was  ra&er  a  delay  to  his  enar^es  than  a  detriment 
to  his  consequence.  Important  constituanoies,  anUol- 
pating  a  vacancy,  wen  already  aa  the  look-out  for  him; 
ft  smaller  constituency,  in  the  interim,  Can  Vipoat 
undertook  to  procure  him  any  day.  There  was  always 
ft  Vipont  ready  to  accept  something,  —  even  the  GhiltMn 
Hundreds.  But  Darrell,  not  without  reason,  demurred 
at  re-entering  the  House  ot  CoDun<His  after  an  abaenoe  of 
seventeen  yeara.     He  had  left  it  with  one  of  those  rare 
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npntaticHu  whicb  no  wiw  tnan  likaa  mtblj  to  liiqiml. 
Til*  Yipanta  sighftd.  He  would  ontunly  be  mne  OM- 
fal  in  th«  Commoiu  than  the  Jjorda,  bat,  atill,  ia  tint 
Lords  he  iroold  be  of  great  hm.  Thej  would  want  a 
delxtmg  lord,  puHaps  a  lord  aoquainted  with  Uw  in  the 
ooming  obisis; — if  he  pref emd  tlie  peerage  1  Danell 
demurred  still.  The  man's  modesty  was  insnfierable,  — 
his  s^le  of  speaking  might  not  aait  that  aognst  aasem- 
blj;  and  as  to  law, — he  ooold  nerer  now  be  a  law  lord; 
he  shoold  be  but  a  oi-deTant  advocate,  affecting  the  part 
d  a  jndidal  amateur. 

In  short,  withoat  declining  to  re-entor  publie  life, 
seeming,  on  the  oontraiy,  to  resume  all  his  interest  in 
it,  Durell  oontrived  with  admirable  dexterity  to  elude 
for  the  present  all  orerturee  pressed  upon  liim,  and  erea 
to  convince  his  admirers  not  only  of  his  wisdom,  but  <rf 
his  patriotism  in  that  reticence.  For  certainly  he  thus 
managed  to  exercise  a  very  conaideiable  influence,  — his 
advice  was  more  sought,  his  suggestions  more  heeded, 
and  hie  power  in  reconciling  certain  rival  jealousies  was 
perhaps  greater  than  would  have  been  tike  case  if  be  had 
actually  entered  either  house  of  Parliament,  and  thrown 
himself  exclusively  into  the  ranks,  not  only  of  one  party, 
bat  <d  one  section  of  a  par^.  Kevertheleaa,  sDoh  sus- 
pense eould  not  last  very  long;  be  must  decide  at  all 
events  before  the  next  seesion,  Oiioe  he  was  seen  in 
the  arena  of  his  old  triumphs,  on  the  benehes  devoted 
to  strangers  distinguished  by  the  Speaker's  order. 
There,  recognized  1^  the  older  membeis,  eagerly  gaied 
at  hy  the  younger,  Quy  Darrell  listened  calmly,  through- 
oat  a  long  field-night,  to  voices  that  must  have  roused 
from  forgotten  graves  kindling  and  glorious  memories; 
voices  of  thoee — veterans  now  —  by  whose  side  he  had 
owx  struggled  for  some  cause  which  be  had  then,  in  the 
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necemary  ezaggerdtion  of  ftll'IioneBt  enUrasiaBin,  identi- 
fied with  a  nation's  life-blood,  Yoicea,  too,  of  the  old 
antagonists  a-n/t  whose  routed  argnments  he  Had  maiched 
triatuphalit,  amidst  applauses  that  the  next  day  rang 
again  thioi^h  England  from  side  to  side:  HsrV,  the 
Very  mac  with  whom,  in  the  old  hsttle-dftje,  he  had 
bew  the  most  habitually  pitted,  ia  speaking  nowl  His 
tones  are  embsmMed,  —  his  argument  confused.  Does 
he  know  who  listens  yonderl  Old  members  think  bo, 
~  smile,  whisper  each  other,  and  glance  significantly 
where  Darrell  dts. 

Sits,  as  becslme. him,  tranquil,  respectful,  intAit,  seem- 
ingly, perhaps  really  unconscious  of  the  sensation  he  ex- 
cites. 'What  an  eye  for  an  orator!  How  like  Uie  eye 
in  a  portraitj  it  seems  to  fix  on  each  other  eye  that  seeks 
it, -r  steady,  fascinating.  Yon  distent  memben,  behind 
ihe  Speaker's  chfiir',  at  the  far  distance,  f^I  &e  light  of 
that  eye  bravel  towards  them.  How  lofty  and  massive, 
among  all  .those  rows  of  human  heads,  seems  that  fore- 
bead,  bending  sligbtly  down,  with  the  dark  ste)ng  line 
of  the  weighty  eyebrowl  But  what  is  passing  within 
that  secret  mind  1  Is  there  moumfulness  in  the  retro- 
spect t  Is  there  eagetness  to  renew  the  strife!  Is  that 
interest  in  the  hour's  debate  feigned  or  realt  Tm- 
possible  for  him  who  gazed  upon  that  face  to  say,  And 
that  eye  would  have  seemed  to  the  gazer  to  read  himself 
through  and  through  to  the  heart's  core,  long  ere  the 
gazer  could  hazard  a  single  guess  as  to  the  thoughte  be- 
neath that  marble  forebead,  —  as  to  the  emotions  within 
the  heart  over  which,  in  old  '  senatorial  fashion,  the 
arms  were  folded  with  so  conventional  an  ease. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 

Dairell  and  LioneL 

Dabbell  had  teceiTed  Lionel  with  aame  evident  vm- 
barraaameut,  which  soon  "yielded  to  affectionate  warmth. 
He  took  to  the  young  man  whoae  fortunes  he  had  so 
improved;  he  felt  that  with  the  iinproTed  fortunes  the 
joung  man's  whole  being  was  improved.  Assured  posi- 
tion, early  commune  with  the  best  social  circles,  in 
which  the  equality  of  fashion  smooths  away  sll  dispari- 
tiea  in  rank,  had  softened  in  Lionel  much  of  the  way- 
ward and  morbid  irritability  of  his  boyish  pride;  but 
the  high  spirit,  the  generous  love  of  independence,  the 
acorn  pt  mercenary  calculation,  were  strong  as  ever: 
these  were  in  the  grain  of  bis  nature.  In  common  with 
all  who  in  youth  aspire  to  be  one  day  noted  from  "  the 
nndistinguishable  many,"  Lionel  had  formed  to  himself 
a  certain  ideal  standard,  above  the  ordinary  level  of  what 
ttie  world  is  contented  to  call  honest,  or  esteem  clever. 
He  admitted  into  his  estimate  of  life  the  heroic  element, 
not  undeeiiable  even  in  the  most  pntctical  point  of  view ; 
for  the  world  is  so  in  the  habit  of  decrying,  of  disbeliev- 
ing in  high  motives  and  pure  emotions;  of  daguerrotyp- 
ing  itself  with  all  its  ugliest  wrinkles,  stripped  of  the 
true  bloom  that  brightens,  of  the  true  expression  that 
redeems  those  defects  which  it  invites  the  snn  to  limn, 
that  we  shall  never  judge  human  naturo  aright,  if  we 
do  not  set  oiit  in  life  with  our  gaze  on  its  fairest  beauties, 
and  oui  belief  in  its  latent  good.     In  a  word,  we  should 
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begin  wiUi  the  lieraio,  if  we  would  learn  the  hnnun. 
But  though  to  himself  Lionel  thus  secretly  piesoribed  k 
oertuD  snperioii^  of  t^pe,  to  be  seduloiuly  aimed  at, 
even  if  nevei  actually  attained,  he  was  wholly  without 
podanby  and  anogsnoe  towards  hii  own  contemporanea. 
Fiom  this  he  was  saved  not  only  by  good-nature,  animal 
spirits,  frank  haidihood,  but  by  the  very  affluence  of 
ideas  which  animated  his  tongue,  colored  his  language, 
sod,  whetlier  to  yoong  or  old,  wise  or  dull,  made  his 
conversttion  racy  and  original.  He  was  a  delightful 
oompauion;  and  if  he  had  taken  much  inetrnction  from 
those  older  and  wiser  than  himself,  he  so  bathed  that 
instruction  in  the  fresh  foimt«io  of  hie  own  lively  intel- 
ligence, BO  warmed  it  at  his  own  beating  impulsive  heart, 
that  he  could  make  on  old  man's  gleanings  from  experi- 
ence seem  a  young  man's  gueaaee  into  truth.  Faults  he 
had,  of  course,  —  chiefly  the  faults  common  at  his  age; 
amongst  them,  perhaps,  the  most  dangerous  were, — 
firstly,  oaielessness  in  money  matters;  secondly,  a  dis- 
taste for  advice  in  which  prudence  was  visibly  predomi* 
nant  His  tastes  were  not  in  reality  extravagant ;  but 
money  slipped  trough  his  hands,  leaving  little  to  show 
for  it;  and  when  bis  quarterly  allowance  became  due, 
ample  though  it  was, — too  ample,  perhaps,  —  debts 
wholly  forgotten  started  up  to  seise  hold  of  it.  And 
debts  as  yet  being  manageable  were  not  regarded  wi^ 
su£Bcient  horror.  Paid  or  put  aside,  as  the  case  might 
be,  they  wen  merely  looked  upon  as  bores.  Youth  is 
in  danger  till  it  learn  to  look  upon  them  as  furies.  For 
advice,  he  took  it  with  pleasure,  when  clotiied  with 
elegance  and  art, —  when  it  addressed  ambition,  when 
it  exalted  the  loftier  virtues.  But  advice,  practical  and 
prosy,  went  in  at  one  ear  and  out  at  the  other.  In  fact, 
with  many  talents,  he  bad  yet  no  adequate  ballast  of 
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L  Benfie;  and  if  erer  lie  get  enough  to  steady  Mi 
Iwk  through  life's  trying  voyage,  the  neceaei^  of  so 
much  dull  weight  must  be  forcibly  stricken  home,  —  leas 
to  hia  reaeon,  than  his  imagination  or  hie  heart.  But 
if,  Bomehov  or  other,  he  get  it  not,  I  will  not  insure  Ms 
Teasel. 

I  know  not  if  Lionel  Hanghton  had  genius:  he  nerer 
assumed  that  he  hod;  but  he  had  something  more  like 
genius  than  that  prototype  —  kisoltb — of  which  he 
boasted  to  the  artist.  He  had  tooth,  —  real  youth; 
youth  of  mind,  youth  of  heart,  youth  of  soul.  Lithe 
and  supple  as  he  moved  before  you,  with  the  eye  to 
which  light  or  dew  sprung  at  once  from  a  nature 
vibrating  to  eveiy  lofty,  every  tender  thought,  he 
seemed  more  than  young,'  —  the  incarnation  of  yonth. 

Darrell  took  to  him.  at  onoe.  Amidst  all  the  ei^age* 
ments  crowded  on  the  important  man,  he  contrived  to 
aee  Lionel  daily.  And  what  may  seem  strange,  Ony 
Danell  felt  more  at  home  with  Lionel  Haughton  than 
with  any  of  his  own  oontemporaries,  —  than  even  with 
Alfaan  Morley.  To  the  last,  indeed,  he  opened  speech 
witii  less  reserve  of  certain  portions  of  the  pest,  or  of 
certain  projects  in  the  future.  But  still,  even  then,  he 
adopted  a  tone  of  half-playful,  half-moumful  satire, 
which  might  be  in  itself  disguise.  Alban  Morley, 
with  all  his  good  qualities,  was  a  man  of  the  world;  as 
a  man  of  ttie  world,  Ouy  Damll  talked  to  him.  But  it 
was  only  a  very  small  part  of  Guy  Darrell  the  man  of 
irtiich  ika  woVld  could  say  "mine." 

To  Lionel  he  let  out,  as  if  inTolontorily,  the  more 
amiable,  tender,  poetic  attributes  of  his  varying,  complex, 
nnoompiehended  character;  not  professedly  confiding, 
but  not  taking  peine  te  conceal.  Hearing  what  world- 
lings would  call  "sentiment"  in  Lionel,  he  seemed  to 
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glide  aoftly  down  to  Lionel's  a-wa  yean,  and  talk  *  sen- 
timent" in  teturn.  After  all,  this  skilled  lavjer,  this 
noted  politician,  had  a  gteat  dash  of  the  hoy  etitl  in 
him.  Beader,  did  you  evet  meet  a  really  clsTBt  man 
irho  had  nott 
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£aitii  B  nr/ bonwly  proTwb  (pwdon  Ita  viilgiritj),"TDii  cannot 
make  a  silk  purse  ont  of  %  tow**  eai."  Bot  a  bow's  ear  is  a 
much  finer  work  of  ait  than  a  silk  {miim.  And  grand,  indeed, 
Ae  mechanician  who  could  nutkeft  Mv'BsaiovtofBinkpnne, 
ot  conjnie  into  creatimt  of  fleah  and  Uood  the  Mneirat  and 
tallc  erf  %  Loudon  diMring-ioom. 

*  Mamma,"  asked  Honoria  Can  Vipont,  *  what  sort  of 
ft  penon  woa  Mis.  Dairell  t  " 

"  She  was  not  in  our  set,  m;  dear,"  answered  Lady 
Selina.  "The  Vipont  Crookes  aie  juat  one  of  thoae  con- 
neotiona  in  which,  though ,  of  ooone,  one  is  civil  to  aU 
connectioiis,  one  is  mora  or  less  intimate,  according  as 
they  take  after  the  Viponts  or  after  the  Crookes.  Poor 
woman!  she  died  just  hefoie  Mr.  Darrell  entered  Par- 
liament and  appeared  in  Bocietj.  But  t  should  say  sha 
ma  not  an  agreeable  peraon.  Not  nice,"  added  Lady 
Selina,  after  a  pause,  and  conveying  a  world  of  meaning 
in  (hat  conventional  monosyllable. 

*  I  suppose  she  was  veiy  accomplished , —  very  clever  t " 

"Quite  the  reverse,  my  dear.  Mr.  Darrell  was  ez- 
CMdingly  young  when  he  married,  —  scoreely  of  age. 
She  was  cot  tbe  sort  of  woman  to  suit  him." 

"  But  at  least  she  must  have  been  very  much  attached 
to  him,  —  very  proud  of  him ! " 

Lady  Selina  glanced  aside  from  her  work,  and  ob- 
served her  daughter's  face,  which  evinced  an  animation 
not  oBoal  to  a  young  lady  of  a  breeding  so  lofty,  and 
ft  mind  80  well  disciplined. 
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"1  don't  tiling,"  said  Lady  Selina,  "that  ahe  mM 
proud  of  him.  She  would  have  been  prond  of  hu  sta- 
tion, or  rather  of  that  to  vhich  his  bme  and  fortune 
would  have  raised  her,  had  she  lived  to  enjoy  it.  Bnt 
for  a  few  years  after  her  marriage  they  were  very  poor; 
and  though  his  rise  at  the  bar  was  sndden  and  brilliant, 
he  was  long  wholly  absorbed  in  his  profession,  and  lived 
in  Bloomsbory,  Mts.  Dartell  was  not  proud  of  thai. 
The  Crookes  are  generally  fine, — give  themselves  airs, 
marry  into  great  houses  if  they  oan;  but  we  can't  natn- 
raliie  them;  they  always  remain  Orookes,  — useful  oon- 
nectiona,  very  I  Carr  says  we  have  not  a  more  useful,  — 
but  third-rate,  my  dear.  All  the  Crookes  are  bad  wives, 
because  they  are  never  satisfied  with  their  own  homes, 
but  are  always  trying  to  get  into  great  people's  homes. 
Jfot  very  long  before  she  died,  Mrs.  IhTrell  took  her 
friend  and  relation,  Mrs.  Lyndsay,  to  live  with  her. 
I  suspect  it  was  not  from  affection,  or  any  great  oon- 
sidenttion  for  Mrs.  Lyndaey's  citcumatances  (which  were 
indeed  those  of  actual  destitution,  till  —  thanks  to  Mr. 
Darrell  —  she  woo  her  lawsuit),  but  simply  because  she 
looked  to  lbs.  Lyndsay  to  get  her  into  our  set.  Mrs. 
Lyndsay  was  a  grsat  favorite  with  all  of  as:  charming 
manners,  —  perfectly  correct,  too ;  thorough  Yipont, 
thorough  gentlewoman,  —  but  artfull  Oh,  $o  arttoll 
She  humored  poor  Mrs.  Damll's  absurd  vanity;  but 
she  took  can  not  to  iqjure  herself.  Of  course,  Dsnell's 
wife,  and  a  Vipont,  —  though  only  a  Yipont  Grooke,  — ' 
had  free  passport  into  the  outskirts  of  good  society, 
the  great  parties,  and  ao  forth.  But  there  it  stopped; 
even  I  should  have  been  compromised  if  I  had  ad- 
mitted into  our  set  a  woman  who  was  bent  on  oompro- 
mising  herself.  Handsome,  in  a  bad  style, — not  the 
Yipont  toumure;   and  not  only  silly  and  flirting,  bat 
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(m  an  alone,  keep  the  ncrat)  —  decidedly  TOlgar,  n^ 
dear." 

"Ton  amase  mel  Hoir  such  a  man  —  "  Honori* 
■topped,  ooloring  up  to  the  tomplea. 

"  Clever  men,"  said  Lttdy  Belina,  *  a>  a  general  nils, 
do  AbooBe  the  oddest  wiraal  The  cieveret  a  man  ia,  tha 
more  euily,  I  do  believe,  a  woman  can  take  him  in. 
Hovrever,  to  do  Mr.  Durell  Jnatice,  he  has  been  taken 
in  only  once.  After  Hra.  rharell's  death,  Mn.  Lynd- 
■ay,  I  suspect,  tried  her  chance,  but  failed.  Of  ooorae, 
ahe  oonld  not  actually  stay  in  the  same  house  with  a 
widower  who  wu  then  yonng,  and  who  had  only  to  get 
rid  of  a  wife  to  whom  one  was  forced  to  be  ahy,  in  order 
to  be  received  into  our  set  with  open  arms;  and,  in 
abort,  to  be  of  the  very  best  monds.  Mr.  Darrell  came 
into  Parliament  immensely  rich  (a  legacy  from  aa  old 
East  Indian,  besides  his  own  professioDid  savings) ;  to(A 
the  hooae  he  has  now,  dose  by  us.  Mrs.  Lyndsay  was 
obliged  to  retire  to  a  cottage  at  Folham,  But  as  she 
professed  to  be  a  second  mother  to  poor  Matilda  Danell, 
she  contrived  to  be  very  much  at  Carlton  Oaidens;  her 
daughter  Caroline  was  nearly  always  then,  fwofiting  by 
Matilda's  masten;  and  I  did  think  that  Mjs.  Lyndsay 
would  have  caught  Pamll,  —  but  your  papa  said  'No,' 
and  he  was  right,  as  he  always  is.  Xevertiieless,  Mn. 
Lyndsay  would  have  been  an  ezeellent  wife  to  a  public 
man, — so  popular;  knew  the  world  so  well ;  never  made 
enemies  till  ahe  made  an  enemy  of  poor,  dear  Montfort : 
but  that  was  natural.  By  the  hy,  I  must  write  to  Caro- 
line. Sweet  oreatural  but  how  absord,  shntting  herself 
np  as  if  she  were  fretting  for  Montfort  I  That's  so  tike 
her  mother,  —  heutless,  but  full  of  propriety." 

Hen  Carr  Tipont  and  Colonel  Moiley  entered  the 
loom.    "We  have  just  left  Darrell,"  said  Carr;  'hi* 
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giriU,jdIpe,  here  to-day,  to  meet  oui  emoji  Alban.     I 

hare  asked  hia  cousin,  jonng  Haughton,  and ,  and 

. — r-r,jfour  cDuaiiu,   Seliua  (a  gamall  party  of  coi^siiu) 
—  so  lucby  to  find  D^nell  disengaged." 
.   "  I  Tentured  to  pronuBei"  said  the  Oohmel,  addreseing 
'Honoria  in  aa.  under  TiHce,  "  that  Dairell  ahoold  heai 
you  plajB^eethoTep."  . 

JSoHOBiA.  ~-  "  Is  Mr.  Dairell  so  fond  of  music,  then  1 " 

GoLOiTBL  UoBLEY.  — '  One  would  not  have  thought 
it.  Hekeepe  a  secretary  at  Fawley  who  plays  the  flute. 
Then  'a  eonethiBg  reiy  interesting  about  Sarrell.  I 
wiah  yo«  could  hear  his  ideae  on  marriage  and  domeetic 
life, — more  freshneas  (rf  heart  than  in  the  young  man 
one  meete  nowadays.  It  may  b«  prejudice;  but  It  seems 
to  me  that  the  young  fellaws  of  the  pKsent  laoe,  if  more 
sober  and  staid  than  we  were,  are  sadly  wanting  in  chw- 
acter  and  epirit, — no  warm  Uood  in  tiieir  veins.  But 
I  should  sot  talk  thus  to  a  demoiselle  who  has  all  those 
young  felloWB  at  her  feet. " 

*0h,"  faid  Lady  Selina,  overhearing,  and  with  a 
half  laugh,  "  Honoria  thinks  much  as  you  do ;  she  finds 
the  young  men  so  insipid;  all  like  one  another,  — the 
same  set.  phrases." 

*  The  same  stereotyped  ideas,"  added  Honoria,  mov- 
ing- away  with  a  gesture  of  calm  disdidn. 

"  A  very  superior  mijid  heia,"  whispered  the  Colonel 
to  Can  Yipont ;  "tAe'U  never  marry  a  fool." 

G-uy  I>arrell  was  very  pleasant  at "  the  small  family 
dinner-party."  Carr  was  always  popular  in  his  man- 
ners,—  the  true  old  House  of  Commons  manner,  which 
was  very  like  that  of  a  gentlemanlike  public  school. 
Lady  Selina,  as  has  been  said  befom,  in  her  own  family 
circle  was  natural  and  genial.  Young  ,Garr,  there,  with- 
out hia  wife,  more  pretentious  than  his  father, — being 
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ft  Lord  of  tiie  Admiial^,  —  felt  a  caitoiQ  awe  of  Dftrrell, 
and  spoke  little,  which  was  much  to  Mb  own  credit,  «ad 
to  the  general  convirialify.  The  other  members  «^  tiie 
eympoeium,  besides  Lady  Selina,  Honoiia,  and  a  younger 
meter,  were  but  Danell,  Lionel,  and  Lady  Selioa'e  two 
cousinsj  elderly  peen,  — one  with  the  garter,  the  other 
in  the  cabinet, — jovial  men  who  had  been  wild  fellows 
onoe  in  the  same  mesa-room,  and  still  joked  at  each 
other  whenever  they  met  as  they  met  now.  Lionel, 
who  remembered  Yaoce's  description  of  Lady  Setina, 
and  wbo  had  since  heard  her  spoken  of  in  society  as  a 
female  despot  who  carried  to  perfection  the  arts  by  which 
dei^ta  flourish,  with  majesty  to  impose,  and  careases  to 
deceive, — an  Auruogzebe  in  petticoats,  —  was  sadly  at 
a  loss  to  reconcile  such  portraiture  with  the  good- 
humored,  motherly  woman  who  talked  to  him  of  her 
home,  her  busbond,  ber  children,  with  open  fondness 
and  becoming  pride;  and  wbo,  far  fiom  being  bo  for- 
midably clever  as  the  world  omelly  gave  out,  seemed  to 
Lionel  rather  below  par  in  her  understanding:  strike 
from  her  talk  its  kindlineas,  and  the  residue  was  very 
like  twaddle.  After  dinner,  various  members  of  the 
Vipont  family  dropped  in,  —  asked  impromptu  hj  Carr 
or  by  Lady  9elina,  in  hasty  thiee-comered  notes,  to  take 
that  occasion  of  renewing  their  acquaintance  with  their 
distinguished  connection.  By  some  accident,  amongst 
those  invited  there  were  but  few  young  single  ladies; 
and  l^  some  other  accident,  those  few  were  all  plain. 
Honoria  Tipout  was  unequivocally  the  belle  of  the 
room.  It  could  not  but  be  observed  that  Danell  seemed 
struck  with  ber,  —  talked  with  her  more  than  with  any 
other  lady;  and  when  ^e  went  to  the  piano,  and  played 
that  great  air  of  Beethoven's,  in  which  music  seems  to 
have  got  Into  a  knot  that  only  fingers  the  most  artful 
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cut  QDTJtTel,  Darrell  ramaioed  in  bin  eeat  aloof  and 
^one,  listening,  no  doubt,  with  tarlBbed  attention. 
But  just  as  the  air  «nded,  and  Hpnoria  turned  round  to 
look  for  him,  he  was  gone, 

Lionel  did  not  linger  long  after  him.  The  gay  young 
man  went,  thence,  to  one  of  those  Tast  crowds  which 
seemed  convened  for  a  pntctical  paiodj  of  Mr.  Beutbam's 
famous  propoeition,  — contriring  the  smallest  happiuen 
for  the  greateat  number.  , 

It  was  a  very  great  honee,  heloi^ng  to  a  very  great 
peison.  Colonel  Afoile;  had  procured  an  invitation  for 
Lionel,  and  said,  "Oo;  you  should  be  seen  there." 
Colonel  Morley  had  passed  the  age  of  growing  into 
aociety, — no  Buch  cares  for  the  morrow  could  add  a 
cubit  to  his  conventional  stature.  One  amongst  a 
group  of  other  yonng  men  by  the  doorway,  Lionel  be- 
held Darrell,  who  had  anivad  before  him,  listening  to 
a  very  handsome  young  lady,  with  an  attention  quite  aa 
earnest  as  that  which  had  gratified  the  Buperior  mind  of 
the  well-educated  Honaria.  A  very  handsome  young 
lady  certainly,  but  not  with  a  saperioT  mind,  nor  sup- 
posed hitherto  to  have  found  youi^  gentlemen  "  in- 
sipid." Doubtless  she  would  henceforth  do  so.  A  few 
minutes  after,  Danell  was  listenii^  agtiin>  —  this  time 
to  another  yonng  lady,  generally  called  "fast."  If  his 
attentions  to  her  were  not  marked,  hers  to  him  were. 
She  rattled  on  to  him  volubly;  laughed,  pret^  hoiden, 
at  her  own  sallies;  and  seemed  at  last  so  to  fasdnate 
him  h^  her  gay  spirits  that  he  sat  down  by  her  side;  and 
the  playful  smile  on  his  lips — lips  that  had  learned  to 
be  so  gravely  firm  —  showed  that  he  could  enter  still 
into  the  mirth  of  childhood;  tor  surely  to  the  time-worn 
man  the  fast  young  lady  must  have  seemed'bnt  a  giddy 
child.     Lionel  was  amuaed.     Could  this  be  the  austere 
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fedtue  whom  he  had  left  in  the  ebadee  of  Fftvl^t' 
Guy  Darrell,  at  his  years,  irith  his  dignified  repute,  Uw 
object  of  ao  many  nods,  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smilea, 
—  could  he  descend  to  be  that  most  hivolouB  of  bharao- 
tera,  a  male  coqnetf  Was  he  in  earnest, — <waB  his 
vanity  doped T  Looking  again,  Lionel  saw  in  his  kins- 
man's lace  a  andden  return  of  the  aad,  despondent  ex- 
pression which  had  mored  his  own  yonng  pity  in  the 
eoIitndeB  of  Fawley;  but  in  a  moment  the  man  roused 
himself,  — the  sad  expression  was  gone.  Had  tbe  girl's 
meny  laogh  again  chased  it  awayT  But  Lionel's  atten- 
tion waa  now  drawn  front  Darrell  himself  to  the  obeerva- 
tions  mnnnored  roond  him,  of  which  Darrell  was  the 
theme. 

*  Yes,  he  is  bent  on  marrying  again  I  I  hare  it  from 
Alban  Morley;  immense  fortune, — and  so  young-look- 
ing, any  girl  might  fall  in  lore  with  such  eyes  and  fore- 
head; besides,  what  a  jointure  he  could  settle)  .  .  . 
Do  look  at  that  girl,  Flora  Vyvyan,  trying  to  make  a 
fool  of  him.  She  can't  appreciat«  that  kind  of  man, 
and  she  would  not  be  caught  by  his  money,  —  does  not 
want  it.  ...  I  wonder  she  is  not  afraid  of  him.  He 
is  certainly  quizzing  her.  .  .  .  The  men  think  her 
pretty,  —  I  don't.  ,  .  .  They  say  he  is  to  return  to 
Parliament,  and  have  a  place  in  the  Cabinet.  .  .  .  Ifol 
be  has  no  children  liring,  —  very  natural  he  should 
marry  again.  ...  A  nephewl  — yon  are  quite  mistaken. 
Young  Hai^hton  is  do  nephew;  a  very  distant  connec- 
tion, —  could  not  expect  to  be  the  heir.  ...  It  was 
given  out  though,  at  Paris.  The  Duchess  thought  so, 
and  BO  did  Lsdy  Jane.  They  '11  not  he  so  civil  to  young 
Haughtcm  now.  .  .  .  Hush  —  ' 

Lionel,  wishiug  to  heat  no  more, glided  by,  and  pene- 
trated farther  into  the  throng.     And  then,  as  he  pro- 
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oeeded,  with  those  Iset  woida  on  his  ear,  the  conBciouBneaa 
came  upon  him  that  his  position  had  undergone  a  change. 
Difficult  to  define  it;  to  an  oidinary  bystander,  people 
would  have  seemed  to  welcome  him  cordially  as  ever.  The 
gradations  of  respect  in  polite  society  an  bo  exquisitely 
delicate,  that  it  seems  only  by  a  sort  of  magnetism  that 
one  knows  from  day  to  day  whether  one  has  risen  or 
declined.  A  man  has  lost  high  office,  patron^^,  power, 
jMver,  perhaps,  to  regain  them.  People  don't  turn  their 
haoks  on  him;  Uieii  smiles  are  as  gracious,  their  bands 
as  flatteringly  extended.  But  that  man  would  be  dull 
as  a  rhinoceros  if  he  did  not  feel  —  as  eveiy  one  who 
accosts  him  feels— that  he  has  descended  in  the  ladder. 
So  with  all  else.  Lose  even  your  fortune,  it  is  not  the 
next  day  in  a  London  drawing-toom  that  your  friends 
look  as  if  you  were  going  to  ask  them  for  five  pounds. 
Wait  a  year  or  so  for  that.  But  if  they  have  just  beaid 
yon  are  rained,  you  will  feel  that  they  have  beard  it, 
let  &em  bow  ever  so  courteously,  smile  ever  so  kindly. 
Lionel  at  Paris,  in  the  last  year  or  so,  bad  been  more 
than  foshionable:  he  had  been  the  fashion,  —  courted, 
ran  after,  petted,  quoted,  imitated.  That  evening.be 
felt  as  an  author  may  feel  who  has  been  the  rage,  and 
without  fault  of  his  own  is  so  no  more.  The  rays  ^at 
bad  gilt  him  had  gone  back  to  the  orb  that  lent.  And 
they  who  were  most  genial  still  to  Lionel  Haughton, 
were  tiioee  who  still  most  respected  thirty-five  thousand 
pounds  a  year  —  in  Guy  Darrell ! 

Lionel  was  angry,  with  himself  that  he  felt  galled. 
But  in  his  wounded  pride  there  was  no  mercenary  re- 
gret,—  only  that  sort  of  sickness  which  comes  to  youth 
when  the  hoUowneas  of  worldly  life  is  first  made  clear 
to  it.  From  Qte  faces  round  him  there  fell  that  glamor 
by  which  the  amour  propre  is  held  captive  in  laige 
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usemblieBf  wbera  the  omouTfropn  is  flattered.  "  Mag- 
nificent, intelligent  audieooe,"  thinks  the  applauded 
actoi.  "  Delightful  party,"  nmrmura  the  worshipped 
besD^^  Glamor!  glamorl  Let  the  andience  yawn 
while  the  actor  montiu;  let  the  party  neglect  the  beaa^ 
to  adore  another,  and  straightway  the  *  magnificent  andi- 
ence" is  an  "ignorant  public,"  and  the  "delightfnl 
paz^*  a  "  heartleeB  world." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

JEmped  from  »  I-ondon  Bmnng-room,  fleah  once  mon  tinglea 
Mtd  blood  Bawt.  — Gq/  Dan«U.  expiainB  to  Lionel  Haughton 
wh]r  he  hddt  it  a  dnt;  to  be — an  old  fool. 

Lionel  Hauohioii  glided  tiitough  the  disenchanted 
looms,  and  breathed  a  loi^  breath  of  relief  when  he 
found  himself  in  the  friendless  streeto. 

As  he  walked  slow  and  Uionghtful  on,  he  suddenly 
felt  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  tamed,  and  saw  Danell. 

"  Give  me  your  arm,  my  deai  Lionel ;  I  am  tired  out. 
What  a  lovely  night!  What  sweet  ecom  in  the  eyes 
of  those  stais  that  we  have  neglected  for  yon  flaring 
lights. " 

Lionel. — "Is  it  sooml  —  is  it  pity  t  Is  it  bat  serene 
indifference  1 " 

Darbell.  —  "  As  we  ourselvea  interpret ;  if  scorn  be 
present  in  our  own  hearts,  it  will  be  seen  in  the  disk  of 
Jupiter.  Man,  egotist  thot^h  he  be,  ezacte  sympathy 
from  all  the  universe.  Joyous,  he  says  to  the  aun, 
'Life-giver,  rejoice  with  me.'  Grieving,  he  says  to  the 
moon,  'Pensive  one,  thou  sharest  my  sorrow.'  Hope 
for  fame;  a  star  is  ita  promise  I  Mourn  for  the  dead; 
a  star  is  the  land  of  reunion!  Say  to  earth,  'I  have 
done  with  thee ; '  to  Time,  '  Thou  hast  nought  to  be- 
stow ; '  and  all  Space  cries  aloud,  '  The  earth  is  a  speck ; 
thine  inheritance  infinity.  Time  melte  while  thou  sigh- 
est.  The  discontent  of  a  mortal  is  the  instinct  that 
proves  thee  immortal.'  Thus  construing  Nature,  Nature 
is  ouf  companion,  our  consoler.  Benign  as  the  play- 
mate, she  lends  herself  to  our  shifting  humors.     Serious 
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aa  the  biacher,  the  respondB  to  the  Bteadior'  inqniriea 
of  leason.  Myetio  and  hallowed  as  the  priesteBB,  aha 
keeps  alive  by  dim  omclee  that  ^iiitual  yeanung  iritiiin 
lu,  in  vhich,  from  earage  to  sage  —  tbrcn^b  all  dieams, 
throngli  all  creeds — thrills  the  sense  (^  s  link  with 
divimty.  Never,  therefore,  while  conferring  with  Nature, 
jg  loan  wholly  alone,  nor  is  she  a  single  companion  with 
uniform  shape.  Ever  new,  ever  various,  she  can  pass 
frcon  gay  to  severe,  — from  fancy  to  science,  —  quick  as 
thought  passes  from  the  dance  of  a  leaf,  from  the  tint 
of  a  nunbow,  to  the  theory  of  motion,  the  problem  of 
light.  Bat  lose  Nature,  —  forget  or  disouseher;  make 
companions,  by  hundreds,  d  men  who  ^ore  her,  and 
I  will  not  say  with  the  poet,  'This  is  solitude.'  But 
in  the   commune,   what  stale    monotony,    what  weary 


Thus  Danell  ctmtinued  to  weave  together  sentenoe 
with  sentence,  the  intermediate  connection  qf  meaning 
often  so  subtle,  that  when  put  down  on  paper  it  requires 
effort  to  discern  it.  But  it  was  Ma  peculiar  gift  to  make 
clear  when  spoken,  what  in  writing  would  seem^  obscure. 
Look,  manner,  each  delicate  accent  in  a  voice  wonder- 
fully distinct  in  its  unrivalled  melody,  all  so  aided  the 
sense  of  mere  words,  that  it  ie  scarcely  extravagant  to 
say  he  might  have  talked  an  unknown  language,  and  a 
listener  would  have  understood.  But,  understood  or  not, 
those  sweet  inbrnatione  it  was  such  delight  to  hear,  that 
any  one  with  nerves  alive  to  music  would  have  mur- 
mured, "Talk  on  forever."  And  in  this  gift  lay  one 
main  secret  of  the  man's  strange  influence  over  all  who 
came  familiarly  into  his  intercourse;  so  that  if  Darrell 
had  ever  bestowed  confidential  intimacy  on  any  one  not 
by  Home  antagonistic  idiosyncrasy  steeled  against  ita 
eharm,  and  that  intimacy  had  been  withdrawn,  a  void 
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nevei  to  be  leflUed  must  ham  been  left  in  the  life  tiau 
robbed. 

Stopping  at  his  door,  aa  Lionel,  tspt  hy  Uie  miudc^ 
had  forgotten  tba  pain  of  the  reTerie  so  bewitcbingl; 
broken,  Darrell  detained  the  hand  held  out  to  him,  and 
said,  "No,  not  yet,  — I  have  eometliing  to  say  to  you: 
come  in;  let  me  eay  it  now." 

Lionel  bowed  his'  head,  and  in  sarprieed  oonjecture 
followed  his  kinsman  np  the  loft^  stairs,  into  the  same 
comfortless,  stately  room  that  has  been  already  described. 
When  Uie  eerrant  closed  the  door,  Darrell  sank  into  a 
chair.  Fixing  hie  eyes  upon  Lionel  with  almoet  parental 
kindness,  and  motioning  bis  young  cousin  to  sit  by  hif 
side,  close,  he  thus  began:  — 

"  Lionel,  before  I  was  your  age  I  was  married,  —  I 
WBB  a  father,  I  am  lonely  and  childless  now.  My  life 
has  been  moulded  by  a  solenm  oUigaticn  which  so  few 
could  comprehend,  that  I  ecaroe  know  a  man  living 
beeide  yooteelf  to  whom  I  wonld  frankly  confide  it. 
Pride  of  funily  is  a  common  infirmity,  —  often  petolant 
with  the  poor;  often  insolent  with  the  rich:  bat  rarely, 
peThaps,  out  of  that  pride  do  men  cmistruot  a  positive 
Innding  duty,  which  at  all  self-sacrifice  ehoold  infiuence 
the  practical  choice  of  life.  As  a  child,  before  my  judg- 
ment coald  discern  how  much  of  vain  saperstition  may 
lurk  in  our  reverence  for  the  dead,  my  whole  heart  was 
engaged  in  a  passionate  dream,  which  my  waking  exis- 
tence became  vowed  to  lealiia.  My  father!  —  my  lip 
quivers,  my  eyes  moisten  as  I  recall  liim,  even  now,  — 
my  father  I  I  loved  him  bo  intensely  I  —  the  love  of  child- 
hood how  fearfully  strong  it  is  I  All  in  him  was  so  gende, 
yet  so  sensitive,  —  chivalry  without  its  annor.  I  was 
his  constant  companion;  he  spoke  to  me  unreservedly, 
as  a  poet  to  his  muse.     I  wept  at  hia  sorrows,  —  I  chafed 
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tt  his  humiliations.  He  talked  of  anceston  oa  he  thought 
of  them;  to  him  they  were  beioga  like  the  old  Lares,  — 
Dot  dead  in  graTes,  bat  imi^ea  evei  present  on  honaehold 
heartha.  Doubtleae  he  exaggerated  their  vorth,  — aa 
thur  old  importance.  Obscure,  indeed,  in  the  annala  of 
empire,  their  deeds  and  their  power,  their  decline  and 
fall.  Not  so  thought  he ;  the;  were  to  his  eyea  the  mooD- 
tiack  in  the  ocean  of  history,  —  light  on  the  waves  over 
which  they  had  gleamed,  all  the  ocean  elaevhsre  daricl 
'With  him  thought  I;  as  my  father  spoke,  hie  child 
believed.  But  what  to  the  eyes  of  the  world  was  this 
inheritor  of  a  vaunted  name  t  —  a  threadbare,  alighted, 
rostic  pedant,  —  no  station  in  the  very  province  in  which 
mouldered  away  the  last  lowly  dwelling-place  of  his  line. 
By  lineage  high  above  most  nobles;  in  position  below 
most  yeomen.  He  had  learning,  he  had  genius;  but 
the  studies  to  which  they  were  devoted  only  served  yet 
more  to  impoverish  his  scanty  means,  and  led  rather  to 
ridicule  tiian  to  honor.  Not  a  day  but  what  I  saw  on 
hia  soft  featotee  the  smart  of  a  fresh  sting,  the  gnawing 
of  a  new  care.  Thus,  as  a  boy,  feeling  in  myself  a 
strength  inspired  by  affection,  I  came  to  him,  one  day  as 
he  sat  grieving,  and  kneding  to  him,  said,  ■  Father,  cour- 
age yet  a  little  while ;  I  shall  soon  be  man,  and  I  swear 
to  devote  myself  ae  man  to  revive  Hie  old  fading  race  so 
prized  by  you;  to  rebuild  the  House  that,  I7  yen  so 
loved,  is  loftier  in  my  eyes  than  all  the  heraldry  of  kings. ' 
And  my  father's  face  brightened,  and  his  voice  Ue»ed 
me;  and  I  rose  up  ambitiousl  "  Dsrrell  paused,  heaved 
a  short,  qui(^  sigh,  and  then  rapidly  continued :  — 

"  I  was  fortunate  at  the  universify,  'Diat  was  a  day 
when  chiefs  of  party  looked  for  lecruits  amongst  young 
men  who  had  given  the  proofs  and  won  the  flist-fruits 
of  emulation  and  assiduity.      For  atatasmanship  tiien 
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wu  deemed  an  art  which,  like  that  of  war,  needs  early 
diacipline.  I  had  scarcely  left  coU^e  when  I  was  of- 
fered a  eeat  in  Parliament,  by  the  head  of  the  Yiponta, 
an  old  IiOid  Montfoit.  I  was  dazzled  bat  for  one 
moment,  —I  declined  the  next.  The  fallen  Hoiue  of 
Darrell  needed  wealth,  and  parliamentary  euccees,  in 
its  highei  honors,  often  requires  wealth,  —  never  givee 
it.  It  chanced  that  I  had  a  colle^  acquaintance  with 
a  young  man  named  Vipont  Croolce.  His  grandfather, 
one  of  the  nomberleaa  Viponts,  had  been  compelled  to 
add  the  name  of  Grooke  to  his  own,  on  sncceeding  to 
the  property  of  some  rich  uncle,  who  was  one  of  the 
numberless  Crookes.  I  went  with  this  college  acquaint- 
ance to  visit  the  old  Lcrrd  Montfort^  at  his  villa  near 
London,  and  thence  to  Uie  countTj-house  of  the  Yipont 
Crookes.  I  stayed  at  the  last  two  or  three  weeks.  While 
there,  I  received  a  letter  from  the  elder  Fsirtbom,  my 
father's  baili^  mitreatii^  me  to  come  immediately  to 
Fawley,  hinting  at  some  great  calamity.  On  taking 
leave  of  my  friend  and  his  family,  something  in  the 
manner  of  hia  siater  atArtled  and  pained  me:  an  evident 
confusion,  a  borst  of  tears,  —  I  know  not  what.  I  had 
never  sought  to  win  her  affections.  I  bad  an  ideal  of 
the  woman  I  conld  love.  It  did  not  resemtde  her.  On 
reaching  Fawley,  conceive  the  shock  that  await«d  me. 
My  father  was  like  one  heart-stricken.  The  principal 
mortgagee  was  about  to  foreclose,  — Fawley  about  to 
pass  forever  from  the  race  of  the  Darrells.  I  saw  that 
the  day  my  father  was  driven  from  the  old  house  would 
be  his  last  on  earth.  What  means  to  save  him!  How 
raise  the  pitiful  sum  —  but  a  few  thousands — by  which 
to  releaae  from  the  spoiler's  gripe  those  barren  acres 
which  all  the  lands  of  the  Seymour  or  the  Oower  could 
never  replace  in  my  poor  father's  eyest     My  sole  in- 
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come  was  a  ooUe^  feDoirship,  adequate  to  all  my  wants, 
but  naelesa  for  sale  oi  loan.  I  spent  tbe  night  in  vain 
oommltation  with  Fairthom.  There  seemed  not  a  hope. 
Next  morning  came  a  letter  from  yonng  Yipont  Grooke. 
It  wae  manljr  and  fisnk,  though  somewhat  coarse. 
With  the  consent  of  hia  parents  he  offered  me  his 
sister'a  hand,  and  a  dowry  of  £10,000.  He  hinted, 
in  excose  for  his  hluntneas,  th&t,  perhaps  from  motives 
4^  delicacy,  if  I  felt  a  preference  for  bis  gister,  I  might 
not  deem  myself  rich  coiongh  to  propoBe,  and  —  but  it 
matten  not  what  else  he  said.  You  foresee  the  rest. 
My  father's  life  coold  be  saved  fiom  despair,  —  hi* 
beloved  home  be  bis  shelter  to  the  last.  That  dowry 
would  nune  titan  cover  the  palby  debt  upon  the  lands. 
I  gave  myself  not  an  hour  to  pause.  I  hastened  bode 
to  tbe  house  to  which  fate  had  led  me.  But,"  said 
Dsrrell,  proudly,  "do  not  think  I  vras  base  enough, 
even  with  such  excueee,  to  deceive  tbe  young  lady,  I 
told  her  what  was  true ;  that  I  could  not  profess  to  her 
the  love  painted  by  romanoe-writers  and  poete ;  bat  that 
I  loved  no  other,  and  that  if  she  deigned  to  accept  my 
hand,  I  should  studiously  consult  her  happiness,  and 
gratefully  oonilde  to  her  my  own.  I  said  also,  what 
was  true,  that  if  she  married  me,  ours  must  be  for  some 
jeaie  a  life  of  privation  and  struggle;  that  even  tbe 
interest  of  her  fortune  must  be  devoted  to  my  father 
while  he  lived,  though  every  shilling  of  its  capital  would 
be  settled  on  beraelf  and  her  children.  How  I  blessed 
her  when  she  accepted  me,  despite  my  candor!  —  how 
earnestly  I  prayed  that  I  might  love  and  cherish,  and 
requite  her!"  Barrell  paused,  in  evident  BufTering. 
"And  thank  Heaven!  I  have  nothing  on  that  score 
wherewittk  to  reproach  myself.  And  the  strength  of 
that  memory  enabled  me  to  bear  and  forbear  more  than 
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otlierviM  would  have  been  poesible  to  mj  quiok  spmt^ 
and  my  man'a  heart.  My  dear  father!  his  death  vaa 
happy;  hie  home  was  saved;  he  never  knew  at  what 
Baoifice  to  his  eon  I  He  was  gladdened  by  the  first 
honors  my  yoath  achieved.  He  was  resigned  to  my 
choice  of  a  profession,  which,  though  contrary  to  his 
antique  prejudices,  that  allowed  to  the  rapneentative 
of  the  Dorrells  no  profession  but  the  sword,  still  prom- 
ised the  wealth  which  would  secure  his  name  from 
perishing.  He  was  credulous  of  my  fatnie,  as  if  I  had 
uttered  not  a  vow,  but  a  prediction.  He  had  blessed 
my  union,  without  foreseeing  its  sorrows.  He  had  em- 
t^u^  my  first-born,  —  true,  it  was  a  girl,  but  it  was 
one  link  onward  from  ancestors  to  posterity.  And 
almost  his  last  words  were  these:  'You  will  lestore 
the  race,  —  you  will  revive  the  name  I  And  my  son's 
chikbren  will  visit  the  antiquary's  giave,  and  leom 
gratitude  to  him  for  all  that  his  idle  lesscms  taught  to 
your  healthier  vigor.'  And  I  answered,  'Father,  your 
line  shall  not  perish  from  the  land;  and  when  I  am 
rich  and  great,  and  lordships  spread  far  round  the  lowly 
hall  that  your  life  ennobled,  I  will  say  to  your  grand- 
children, "  Honor  ye  and  your  son's  sons,  while  a  Dar- 
rell  yet  treads  the  earth,  — honor  him  to  whom  I  owe 
every  tiiought  which  nerved  me  to  toil  for  what  you  who 
come  after  me  may  enjoy. " ' 

"  And  so  the  old  man,  whose  life  had  been  so  smile- 
less,  died  smiling. " 

By  this  time  Lionel  had  stolen  Darrell's  hand  into  his 
own,  —  his  heart  swellii^  with  childlike  tenderness,  and 
the  teaiB  rolling  down  his  cheeks. 

Danvll  genUy  kissed  his  young  kinsman's  forehead, 
and,  extricating  himself  from  Lionel's  clasp,  paced  the 
room,  and  spoke  on  while  pacing  it. 
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"  I  nnds,  tb«ii, —  a  proiniee ;  it  is  not  kept.  No  child 
of  mine  mrvives  to  be  taught  reveience  to  my  faAier'a 
gi&Te.  My  wedded  life  vaa  not  happy:  ite  lecoid 
needs  no  wotds.  Of  two  ohildren  bom  to  me,  botii  a» 
gone.  Afy  Bon  went  fiiat.  I  had  thrown  my  life's  life 
into  him,  —  a  boy  of  eneigy,  of  noble  promise.  T  was 
for  him  I  began  to  build  that  baffled  ^bric,  —  '  Sepul- 
'  «Ari  immmnor.*  For  him  I  bought,  aero  on  acre,  all 
the  land  within  nach  of  Fawley,  —  lands  twelre  miles 
distant.  I  bad  meant  to  fill  up  tha  intervening  space, 
— to  bny  out  a  muBhioom  Eail  whoee  woods  and  corn- 
fields lie  between.  I  waa  echeming  the  purchase  — 
scrawling  on  the  county  map  —  when  they  brought  tiie 
news  that  the  boy  I  bad  just  token  back  to  school  was 
dead,  — drowned  bathing  on  a  calm  eummei  ere.  No, 
LioneL  I  must  go  on.  That  grief  I  h&re  wieaUed 
witii,  —  conquered.  I  was  widowed  then.  A  daughter 
still  left, — the  firat-bom,  whom  my  father  had  blessed 
on  his  deatiibed.  I  transferred  all  my  lore,  all  my 
hopes,  to  her.  I  had  no  vain  preference  for  male  heirs. 
Is  a  race  less  pure  that  rune  on  throu^  the  female  linet 
Well,  my  son's  death  was  merciful  compared  to — " 
Again  Darrell  stopped,  —  again  hurried  on.  "  Enoughl 
all  is  forglTen.  in  the  gravel  I  was  then  still  in  the 
noon  of  man's  life,  free  to  form  new  ties.  Another ' 
grief  that  I  cannot  tell  you ;  it  is  not  all  conquered  yet. 
And  by  that  grief  the  last  verdure  of  exietence  was  so 
blighted,  that — that  —  in  short,  I  had  no  heart  for 
nuptial  altars,  for  the  social  world.  Tears  went  1^. 
Each  year  I  said,  '  Next  year  the  wound  will  be  healed ; 
I  have  time  yet.'  Now  age  is  near,  the  grave  not  tu; 
now,  if  ever,  I  must  fulfil  the  promise  that  cheered  my 
father's  deathbed.  Nor  does  that  duty  comprise  all  my 
motives.     If  I  would  r^ain  healthful   thought,   manly 
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action,  for  my  lemaining  years,  I  must  feel  that  one 
hauntiiig  memoiy  is  exoTcised,  and  forever  laid  at  net. 
It  can  be  so  only — vbatover  my  riek  of  new  cares  — 
vhatever  tlie  folly  of  the  hazard  at  my  age  —  be  so 
rally  by— by  —  "  Once  mote  Darrell  pauaed,  fixed  his 
eyes  steadily  (m  Lionel,  and  opening  his  arms,  cried 
out:  "Fotgive  me,  my  noble  Lionel,  that  I  am  not 
contented  with  an  heir  like  you ;  and  do  not  you  raock 
at  the  old  man  who  dreams  that  woman  may  lore  him 
yet,  and  that  his  own  children  may  inherit  hia  father's 
home." 

Lionel  Bprang  to  the  breast  that  opened  to  him;  and 
if  Darrell  had  planned  how  best  to  remove  from  the 
young  man's  mind  forever  the  poesibility  of  one  selfish 
pong,  no  croft  coold  have  attained  his  object  like  that 
touching  confidence  before  which  the  disparities  between 
youth  and  age  literally  vanished.  And,  both  made 
equal,  both  elevated  alihe,  verily  I  know  not  which  at 
the  moment  felt  the  elder  or  the  younger!  Two  nobis 
hearts,  intermingled  in  one  emotion,  are  set  free  from 
all  time  save  the  present;  par  each  with  each,  tiiey  meet 
u  brothers  twiD-bom. 
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"  I  QUITE  agree  with  you,  Alban;  Honom  Vipont  is  a 
Twy  Bnperior  young  lady. " 

"I  knew  you  would  think  bo  I"  cried  the  Colonel, 
with  moK  warmth  than  usoal  to  him. 

"  Many  yeara  since,"  resnined  DaireU,  with  Teflective 
air,  "I  read  Uias  Udgeworth's  novels;  and  in  convers- 
ing with  Miss  Honoris  Vipont,  methinks  I  confer  with 
one  of  Miss  Edgeworth's  heroines,  —  so  lational,  so 
prudent,  so  well-behaved;  so  free  from  silly,  romantic 
notions;  so  replete  with  solid  information,  moral  phil- 
osophy and  natnral  history ;  so  sure  to  regulate  her  watch 
and  her  heart  to  the  precise  moment,  for  the  one  to 
strike,  and  the  other  to  thiob,  —  and  to  marry  at  last 
a  respectable  steady  husband,  whom  she  will  win  with 
dignity,  and  would  lose  with  —  decorum!  A  very  supe- 
rior girl  indeed. " ' 

1  Danell  ^waks,  —  not  the  aatbor,  Dairell  ii  tmjiut  to  ttie 
mote  exqnkite  female  chaiactwe  of  >  norelut,  mdmu»ble  (or 
strength  of  wnse,  correcttMee  of  dellnetttioa,  teneneea  of  uam- 
.  tire,  and  laciditj  of  Blvle,  —  nor  lesi  admirable  fot  tbe  nnexagger- 
*ted  Dobleneae  of  MU^ment,  hj  irbkh  eonie  vt  bet  heioinea  an 
tMitsUj  diatingnkheil 
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"Though  youi  description  of  Miss  Vipont  is  satiri- 
cal," said  Alban  Morlej,  smiling,  in  spite  of  some  irri- 
tation, "  yet  I  will  aocept  it  as  panegyric;  for  itconveys, 
unintentionally,  a  Just  idea  of  the  qualities  that  make 
an  intelligent  companion  and  a  safe  wife.  And  those 
are  the  qualities  we  must  look  to,  if  we  marry  at  our 
age.  We  are  no  longer  boys,"  added  the  Colonel, 
sententioQsly. 

Dabbbll.  — "  Alas,  not  I  wish  we  were.  But  the 
tenth  of  your  remark  is  indisputable.  Ah,  look  I  Is 
not  that  a  face  4rhich  might  make  an  ocb^narian  for- 
get tiiathe  is  not  a  boy  1  What  regular  featuiesi — and 
what  a  Hash !  " 

The  friends  were  riding  in  the  park;  and  as  Dartell 
spoke,  he  bowed  to  a  young  lady,  who,  with  one  or  two 
others,  passed  rapidly  by  in  a  barouche.  It  waa  that 
rery  handsome  young  lady  to  whom  Lionel  hod  seen 
him  listening  so  attentively  in  the  great  crowd  for 
which  Can  Vipont's  family  party  had  been  deserted. 

"Yes;  Lady  Adela  is  one  of  the  loveliest  girls  in 
London,"  said  the  Colonel,  who  had  also  lifted  his  hat 
as  the  barouche  whirled  by ,  —  "  and  amiable  too :  I  hare 
known  her  ever  since  she  was  bom.  Her  father  and  I 
Bie  great  friends,  —  an  excellent  man,  but  stingy.  I  had 
much  difficulty  in  ananging  the  eldest  girl's  marriage 
with  Lord  Bolton,  and  am  a  trustee  in  the  settlements. 
If  you  feel  a  preference  for  Lady  Adela,  though  I  don't 
think  she  would  suit  you  so  well  as  Miss  Yipont,  I  will 
answer  for  her  father's  encouragement  and  her  consent. 
'T  is  no  diswbock  to  you,  though  it  is  to  most  of  her 
admirers,  when  I  add,  '  There  's  nothing  with  herl '  " 

"And  nothing  in  her!  which  is  worse,"  said  Darrell. 
"  Still,  it  is  pleasant  to  gaze  on  a  beautiful  landscape, 
even  tiiough  the  soil  be  barren." 
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Colonel  Moblxt. — "That  depends  apon  whether 
you  are  merely  the  artistic  spectator  of  the  landscape,  or 
the  disappointed  proprietor  of  the  soil. " 

*  Admirable  I "  said  ]>arr«ll;  "you  have  dispoeed  of 
LadyAdela.  SoholBohot"  Damll's  hone  (hia  old, 
high-mettled  horee,  freehlf  sent  to  him  from  Fawley, 
and  in  spite  of  the  five  years  that  had  added  to  lie  age, 
of  spirit  made  friskier  hy  long  repose)  here  put  down  its 
ears,  lashed  out,  and  indulged  in  a  bound  which  would 
bare  unseated  many  a  London  rider.  A  young  Ama- 
zon, followed  haid  by  some  two  or  three  young  gentle- 
men and  their  grooms,  shot  hy,  awift  and  reckless  as  a 
hero  at  Balaclava.  But  with  equal  suddenness,  as  she 
cauf^t  right  of  Darrell, — whose  hand  and  voice  had 
already  soothed  the  excited  nerves  of  his  steed,  — the 
Amazon  wheeled  round  and  gained  his  side.  Throwing 
up  her  veil,  she  revealed  a  face  so  prettily  arch,  so  per- 
versely gay,  with  eye  of  radiant  hazel,  and  fair  locks 
half  loosened  from  their  formal  biaid, — that  it  would 
have  beguiled  resentment  from  the  most  insenrible, — 
reconciled  to  danger  the  most  timid.  And  yet  there 
was  really  a  grace  of  humility  in  the  apologies  she 
tendered  for  her  discoortesy  and  thoughtlessness.  As 
the  girl  reined  her  light  palfrey  by  DarreH'e  ride, — 
turning  from  the  youi^  companions  who  had  now  joined 
her,  their  hackneys  in  a  foam,  and  devoting  to  his  ear 
all  her  lively  overflow  of  happy  spirits,  not  untempered 
by  a  oertaia  deference,  but  still  apparently  free  from  dis- 
rimulation,  Darrelt'e  grand  face  lighted  np;  his  mellow 
langh,  unrestrained,  though  low,  echoed  her  sportive 
tones,  —  her  youth,  bei  joyousness,  were  irresistibly  con- 
tagious. Alban  Morley  watched  observant,  While  inter- 
changing talk  with  her  attendant  comrades,  young  men 
at  high  ton,  but  who  belonged  to  that  jeuneue  durie, 
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wi&  which  ttie  auifooo  of  life  patrician  ib  frittond  over, 
—  jroniig  .men  with  few  ideas,  fewer  duties  j  but  witli 
plenty  of  leienre,  plenty  of  health,  plenty  of  money 
in  their  pocketa,  plenty  of  debts  to  their  tradesmen: 
daring  at  Melton,  scheming  at  Tattenall's;  pride  to 
maiden  aunts,  plague  to  thrifty  fathen;  fickle  loven, 
but  solid  matches  —  in  brief,  fast  liveEs,  who  got 
through  theii  youth  betimes  j  and  who,  fot  the  most 
part,  are  middle-aged  before  they  are  thirty,  —  tamed 
hy  wedlock;  sobered  by  the  responsibilities  that  come 
with  the  cans  of  property  and  the  dignities  of  rank; 
undergo  abrupt  metamorphoeia  into  chairmen  of  quar- 
ter aeesions,  —  county  members ,  or  deoorous  peers ;  their 
ideas  enriched  as  their  duties  grow ;  their  opinions,  onoe 
loose  ae  willows  to  the  wind,  stiffening  into  the  pali- 
sadea  of  fenced  propriety, — valuable,  buey  men,  changed 
as  Henry  V. ,  when,  coming  into  the  cares  of  Btat«,  be 
•aid  to  the  Chief  Justice,  "  There  is  my  hand; "  and  to 
Sir  John  Falslaff,  — 

"  I  know  thee  not,  old  man ; 
Fall  to  thy  praycn ! " 

Bat,  meanwhile,  Hie  ilita  of  Haa  jmtHe$t«  dorie  glit- 
tered round  Fhns  Vyvyan:  not  a  tegular  beauty  like 
Lady  Adela, — not  a  fine  girl  like  Hiss  Vipont;  but 
such  a  light,  faultless  figure;  soch  a  pretty,  ndiant 
laoe:  more  womanly  for  afibcting  to  he  man-like, — 
Hebe  aping  Thaleetois.  Flora,  too,  was  an  heiress; 
an  only  child,  —  spoiled,  wilful,  not  at  all  accomplished 
(my  belief  is  that  accomplishments  are  thought  great 
hoies  hj  tiie  jeuneaee  d&ri^ ,  no  accomplishment  except 
bonemanship,  with  a  slight  knack  at  billiards,  and  the 
capoci^  to  take  three  whifls  from  a  Spanish  eigantte. 
That  last  was  odotttble,  —  four  ofien  had  bera  wtrancMl 
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to  her  hand  on  th&t  merit  slone.  —  (N.B.  Yocng  l*dl«i 
do  thenuelves  no  good  with  the  jtmnene  dorie,  vhioh, 
in  oxa  time,  ia  a  lover  that  lather  smokes  tlum  "  sigha 
like  furnace,"  hj  adveitieing  their  hoiroi  of  cigan.) 
YoQ  wouhl  Btippose  tlutt  Flora  VyvTan  must  be  ooane, 
—  valgai  perhaps;  not  at  all;  she  was  piquanto,— 
original;  and  did  the  oddest  things  with  the  air  and 
look  of  the  highest  breeding.  Fairies  cannot  be  vulgar, 
no  matter  what  they  do;  ihey  may  take  the  strangest 
liberties, — pinch  the  maids,  torn  the  bouse  iopay- 
torrj;  bat  they  are  ever  the  darlii^  of  grace  and 
poetry.  Flora  Vyvyan  was  a  fiuiy.  Not  peculiarly 
intellectual  herself,  she  had  a  veneiatitu  for  intellect; 
those  fast  yonng  men  were  the  last  persona  likely  to 
fascinate  that  fast  young  lady.  Women  are  so  pervaise; 
they  always  prefer  the  veiy  people  yoo  would  Iwst  siiB- 
pect, — the  antithesis  to  themselves.  Yet  is  it  possible 
t^t  Flora  Vyvyan  can  have  carried  her  crotchets  to  so 
extravagant  a  degree  as  to  have  designed  the  conquest 
of  Quy  Darrell,  —  ten  yeare  older  than  her  own  father  t 
She,  too,  an  heiress, -~ certainly  not  meroenary;  she 
who  bad  already  refused  better  wnldly  matchee  than 
Darrell  himself  was,  —  young  men,  handsome  men,  wilQi 
coronets  on  tha  maigin  of  their  note-paper  and  the  panels 
of  their  broughams  I  The  idea  seemed  [oeposterous; 
nevertheless,  Alban  Morlsy,  a  shrewd  observer,  con- 
ceived that  idea,  and  trembled  for  bia  friend. 

At  last  the  young  lady  and  her  satellites  abot  off,  and 
theColonelsaidcantioasly,''  MiasVyvyanis — alarming." 

Darbbll.  — "  Alanning  I  the  epithet  requires  con- 
struing." 

CoLONxL  U0B1.KT.  — "  The  sort  d  girl  who  might 
make  a  man  of  our  yean  really  and  literally  —  ao  old 
fooll" 
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■  DAhSMLi..  — "  Old  fool  audi  a  num  moet  be,  if  girls 
of  any  sort  u«  permitted  to  maka  him  a  greater  fool 
tb»a  he  was  before.  But  I  think  that,  with  those  pretty 
handa  restii^  oq  one's  aim-chair,  or  that  sunny  faoe 
shining  into  one's  study  windows,  one  might  be  a 
Toiy  happy  old  fool, — and  that  is  the  most  one  can 
expeetl" 

CoLOiTBL  K ORLBT  (checldtig  an  anxioaB  groan),  — 
"  I  am  afndd,  my  poor  friend,  yon  an  far  gone  already, 
^o  wonder  Honoria  Vipont  fails  to  be  appreciated.  But 
Lady  Selina  has  a  maxim,  —  the  truth  of  which  my  ex- 
perience attests,  — '  The  moment  it  comes  to  women,  the 
most  sensible  men  are  the  —  * " 

"Oldest  fools  I"  pntinDanell.  "  If  Mark  Anthony 
made  such  a  goose  of  Mmaelf  for  that  painted  ham- 
dan,  Cleopatra,  what  would  he  have  done  for  a  bloom- 
ing Jolietl  Youth  and  high  spirits!  Alas!  why  are 
these  to  be  unsuitable  companiona  for  us,  as  we  reach 
that  climax  in  time  and  sorrow,  —  wh«i  to  the  one  we 
are  grown  the  most  indulgent,  and  of  the  other  hare  t^ 
roo«t  needl  Allnn,  that  girl,  if  her  heart  were  leally 
won,  her  wild  nature  wisely  mastered,  gently  guided, 
would  make  a  true,  prudent,  loving,  admirable  wife  —  " 

"  Heavens  t "  cried  Albon  Morloy. 

"  To  such  a  husband, "  pursued  Dairell ,  unheeding  the 
ejaoulatioa , "  as  —  Lionel  Haughton.    What  say  yon  t " 

"Lionel,  — oh,  I  have  no  objection  at  all  to  that;  but 
he 's  too  young  yet  to  think  of  marriage,  — 'a  mere  boy. 
Beaidea,  if  you  yooreelf  marry,  Liond  could  soaicely 
aspire  to  a  girl  of  Miss  Vyrysn's  birth  and  fortune." 

*  Ho,  not  aspire  I  That  boy  at  least  shall  not  have  to 
woo  in  vain  from  the  want  of  fortune.  The  day  I  many, 
—  if  ever  tlut  day  come,  —  I  settle  on  Lionel  Haugbtoa 
and  his  heirs  five  thousand  a  year;  and  if,  with  gentla 
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blood,  youth,  good  loi^,  and  a  hmrt  <rf  gold,  thst  for- 
tune does  not  allow  him  to  upire  to  any  girl  whoee  hand 
he  ooveti,  I  oan  double  it,  and  still  be  rich  enou^  to 
buy  a  superior  oompanion  in  Honoria  VipontL" 

MoBiiBl.  —  "  Don't  say  buy  ~" 

Dabbsll.  — "Ay,  and  still  be  young  enough  to  catch 
a  butterfly  in  Lady  Adels,  —  still  be  bold  enough  to 
chain  a  panther  in  Flora  Vyvyan.  Let  the  world 
know  —  your  world  in  each  nook  of  its  gaudy  anctitxi 
inait — that  Lionel  Haughton  is  no  pauper-cousin;  no 
penniless  fortune-hunter.  I  wish  that  world  to  be  kind 
to  bini  while  he  is  yet  young,  and  can  enjoy  it.  Ah, 
Uorley,  pleasnre,  like  punishment,  hobbles  after  ue,  pede 
elaudo.  What  would  have  delighted  us  yesterday  does 
not  catch  us-  up  till  to-morrow,  and  yesterday's  pleas- 
ure is  not  Qm  morrow's.  A  pennyworth  of  mgar-plams 
would  have  made  our  eyes  sparkle  when  we  were  scrawl- 
ing pot-hooks  at  a  preparatory  school,  but  no  one  gave 
us  sugar-plums  then.  Kow,  evety  day  at  desaert  Franoe 
heaps  before  us  bar  daintiest  sugar-plums  in  gilt  bonixm- 
nUrtt.  Do  you  ever  oovet  them  I  I  never  do.  Let 
Lionel  have  his  sugar-plume  in  time.  And  as  we  talk, 
tiiere  he  oomee.     Lionel,  how  are  you  I " 

"  I  resign  you  to  Lionel's  ehaige  now,"  said  Uie 
Colonel,  glancing  at  his  watch.  "I  have  an  engage- 
ment, — (zoublesome.  Twp  silly,  friends  ot  mine  have 
bean  quaRelling  —  high  words — in  an  age  when  duels 
are  out  of  the  question.  I  have  promised  to  meet  an- 
otber  man,  and  draw  up  the  form  for  a  mutual  apolc^. 
High  words  are  so  stupid  nowadays.  No  option  but  to 
swallow  them  up  again  if  they  were  as  high  as  steeples. 
Adieu  for  the  present.  We  meet  to-night  at  Lady  Dnl- 
cett's  oonceitl " 

"  Tea,"  said  Dairell.     "  I  promised  Miss  Vyvyan-  to 
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be  tbeie,  and  keep  her  from  distnrlung  the  congt^ation. 
You,  Lionel,  will  come  with  me." 

LiovKb  (embanaBsed) .  — "  TSo;  yon  muet'exoaM  me. 
I  have  Icmg  been  engaged  elsewhere. " 

"  That's  a  pity,"  said  the  Colonel,  gravely.  "Lady 
Dolcett's  concert  is  just  one  of  the  places  where  a  young 
man  ahauld— be  seea."  Colonel  Morley  waved  hit 
hand  with  hia  usual  languid  elegance,  and  hia  hack 
caotered  off  with  him,  —  atately  oa  a  charger,  easy  as  a 
rocking-hone. 

"  Uaalterable  man,"  said  Darrell,  as  his  eye  followed 
the  horseman's  receding  figure.  "  Through  oil  the  muta- 
tions on  Time's  dusty  high-road,  —  stable  as  a  milestone. 
Just  what  Albetn  Uorley  was  as  a  schoolboy,  he  is  now; 
and  if  mortal  span  were  ertended  to  the  age  of  the  patri- 
archs, just  what  Alban  Uorley  is  now,  Albon  Horley 
would  be  a  thousand  years  henoe.  I  don't  mean  exter- 
nally, of  conne;  wrinkles  will  come,  — cheeks  will 
fade.  But  these  are  trifles:  man's  body  is  a  ganncut, 
as  Socrates  said  before  me,  and  every  eeven  years, 
according  to  the  physiologists,  num  has  a  new  suit, 
fibra  and  cuticle,  from  top  to  toe.  The  interior  being 
that  wears  the  clothes  is  the  same  in  Alban  Xorley. 
Has  he  loved,  hated,  rejoiced,  sufferedT  Where  is  the 
aignf  Not  one.  At  school,  as  in  life,  doing  nothing, 
but  decidedly  somebody ;  respected  by  small  boys,  patted 
by  big  boys,  —  an  authority  with  all.  IfevBr  getting 
honors;  aim  and  arm  with  those  who  did;  never  in 
scrapes,  — advising  those  who  were;  impettuibable,  im- 
movable, calm  above  mortal  cares  as  an  Epicurean  dei^. 
What  can  wealth  give  that  he  has  not  gotf  In  ttie 
houses  of  Uie  ridheet  he  chooses  his  room.  Talk  of 
ambition,  talk  of  power, — >he  baa  their  rewards  with* 
out  an  effort.    True  prime-minister  of  all  the  realm  he 
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osrea  for;  good  society  has  not  a  vote  against  him, — 
h«  tranaacta  ita  afikira;  he  knows  ito  secreta;  he  wields 
ita  patronags.  Ever  reqneated  to  do  a  ta.yot,  —  no  man 
great  enoimh  to  do  him  one.  Incorruptible,  yet  vsTsed 
to  a  fraction  in  each  man's  price;  impeccable,  jet  confi- 
dent in  each  man's  foibles;  smooth  as  silk,  haid  ae  ada- 
mant; impossible  to  womid,  vex,  annoy  him,  —  bat  not 
inaenaible ;  thoroughly  kind.  Dear,  dear  Alban  I  Nature 
never  polished  a  finer  gentleman  out  of  a  aoldier  block 
of  man!  "  Darrell's  voice  quivered  a  little  as  he  com- 
pleted in  earnest  affection  the  sketch  begnn  in  playfol 
inmy,  and  then,  with  a  sudden  change  of  Uiooght,  he 
resomed  lightly,  — 

"But  I  wish  you  to  do  me  a  favor,  Lionel.  Aid 
me  to  repair  a  fanlt  in  good  breeding,  of  which  Alban 
Horley  woxdd  never  have  been  guilty.  I  have  been 
aevenl  daya  in  London,  and  not  yet  called  on  yonr 
mother.  Will  yon  accompany  mc  now  to  her  house 
and  preaent  me  I " 

"  Thank  yon,  thank  you;  you  will  make  her  so  proud 
and  happy;  hnt  may  I  ride  on  and  prepare  her  for  your 
visitl " 

"  Certainly ;  her  address  is  —  " 

"  Olouceater  Place,  No,  — ," 

"  I  will  meet  you  there  in  half  an  hour." 
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CHAPTER  n. 

"Let  ObMTTation,  with  expwietTe  *Isw, 

Snmj  mankind  bom  China  to  Pera," 

■— and  Ohaemtion  ¥riD  sTetywhera  find,  Indispeiiwhle  to  the  hMp- 

plueM  of  WODMB,  A  VURUIO  AaqUABfTANCK. 

Ltonzl  knew  that  Mrs.  Haughton  would  that  day  Deed 
more  than  luuol  forewamiag  of  a  vUit  from  Mr.  Danell ; 
for  the  QTcming  of  that  day  Mrs.  Haughton  proposed  "  to 
give  a  party."  When  Mis.  Haughton  gave  a  party,  it 
was  a  serious  aflair.  A  notable  and  bustling  hoosawife, 
she  attended  herself  to  each  preparatory  detail.  It  was 
to  assist  at  this  party  that  Lionel  had  resigned  Lady 
Ihilcett's  concert.  The  young  man,  reluctantly  acqui- 
escing in  the  arrangements  by  which  AlbeD  Morley  bad 
engaged  him  a  lodging  of  his  own,  seldom  or  never  let 
a  day  pass  without  gratifying  his  mother's  proud  heart 
by  an  hour  or  two  spent  in  Olouceeter  Place,  often  to 
the  forfeiture  of  a  pleasant  ride,  or  other  tempting  excur- 
sion, with  gay  comrades.  Difficult  in  London  life,  and 
at  the  full  of  its  seanon,  to  devote  an  hour  or  two  to 
visits,  apart  from  the  track  chalked  out  by  one's  very 
mode  of  existence ;  difficult  to  cut  off  an  hour  so  as  not 
to  cut  up  a  day.  And  Mrs.  Haughton  was  exacting,  — 
nice  in  her  choice  as  to  the  exact  slice  in  the  day.  She 
took  the  prime  of  the  joint.  She  liked  hex  neighbors 
to  see  the  handsome,  elegant  young  man  dismount  from 
his  charger  or  descend  from  his  cabriolet,  just  at  the 
witobing  hour  when  Gloucester  Place  was  fullest.  Did 
he  F^  to  a  levee,  be  must  be  sure  to  come  to  her  before 
he  changed  his  diees,  that  she  and  Gloucester  Place 
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night  Bdmire  bim  in  uniform.  Was  he  going  to  dine 
ftt  some  very  great  house,  he  must  take  her  in  his  way 
(though  no  street  could  be  more  out  of  hia  way),  that 
ehe  might  be  enabled  to  saj  in  the  parties  to  which  ahe 
herwif  repaired:  '  There  is  a  great  dinner  at  Lord  80- 
and-fio'a  to-day;  my  son  called  on  me  before  he  wcmt 
there.  It  he  had  been  disengaged,  I  should  have  asked 
permission  to  bring  him  hen." 

Not  that  Mtb.  Haoghton  honestly  designed,  nor  eyen 
vished  to  draw  the  young  man  from  the  dazzling  vortex 
of  high  life  into  her  own  little  currents  of  dissipation. 
She  was  much  too  proud  of  Lionel  to  think  that  her 
friends  were  grand  enough  for  him  to  honor  their  houses 
hy  his  presence.  She  had  in  this,  too,  a  lively  recollec- 
titm  of  her  lost  Captain's  doctrinal  views  of  the  great 
world's  cieed.  The  Captain  had  flonrished  in  the  time 
when  impertinence,  installed  by  Binmmell,  thoi^h  her 
influence  was  waning,  etill  schooled  her  oligarchs,  and 
maintained  the  etiquette  of  her  court;  and  even  when 
his  metaltianee  and  his  debts  had  cast  him  out  of  hia 
native  sphere,  he  lost  not  all  the  original  brightness 
of  an  exclusive.  In  moments  of  eonnubial  confidence, 
when  owning  his  past  errors,  and  tracing  to  his  sympa- 
tidxing  Jesaie  the  causes  of  his  decline,  he  would  say : 
"  'T  is  not  a  man's  birth,  nor  his  fortune,  that  gives  him 
his  place  in  society,  —  it  depends  on  his  conduct,  Jesaie. 
He  must  not  be  seen  bowing  to  snobs,  nor  should  his 
enemies  track  him  to  the  haunte  of  vulgarians.  I  date 
my  fall  in  life  to  dining  with  a  horrid  man  who  lent  nw 
£100,  and  lived  in  Upper  Baker  Street.  His  wife  took 
my  arm  from  a  place  they  called  a  drawing-room  [tl>e 
Captain  as  he  spoke  was  on  a  fourtii  floor],  to  share  some 
unknown  food  which  they  called  a  dinner  [the  Captain 
at  that  moment  would  have  welcomed  a  rasher].     The 
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woman  w«nt  about  blabbing,  Uta  thing  got  wind,  —  for 
the  fint  time  m;  chancier  recBired  a  soil.  What  is  a 
man  without  character  I  And  character  once  BuUipd, 
Jearie,  a  man  becomes  lecklees.  Teach  my  hoj  to 
beware  of  the  flist  false  step, — no  association  with 
parvemtt.  Don't  cry,  Jeaaie,  —  I  don't  mean  that  hn 
IB  to  cut  you;  relations  are  quite  different  from  other 
people, — nothing  so  low  ae  cutting  nlations.  I  oon- 
tinued,  for  instance,  to  visit  On;  Dan«ll,  though  he 
lived  at  the  back  of  Holbom,  and  I  actually  saw  him 
once  in  brown  beaver  gloves.  But  he  was  a  relation. 
I  have  even  dined  at  hie  houee,  and  met  odd  people 
there,  people  who  lived  also  at  the  back  of  Holbom, 
But  ha  did  not  ask  me  to  go  to  their  houses;  and  if  hs 
had,  I  must  have  out  him." 

By  reminiscences  of  this  kind  of  talk,  Lionel  was 
saved  from  any  design  of  Mrs.  Haughton's  to  attract  his 
orbit  into  the  circle  witiiin  which  she  herself  moved. 
He  must  oome  to  the  parties  she  gave,  —  illumine  or 
awe  odd  people  there.  That  was  a  proper  tribute 
to  matemal  pride.  But  had  they  asked  him  to  their 
paitiee,  she  would  have  been  the  first  to  roaent  soch  a 
liberty. 

Lionel  found  Mis.  Haughton  in  great  bustle.  A. 
gardener's  cart  was  before  the  street-door.  Men  were 
bringing  in  a  grove  of  evergreens,  intended  to  border 
the  staircase,  and  make  its  exiguous  sscent  still  more 
difficult  The  refreshments  were  slready  laid  out  in 
the  dining-room.  Mn.  Haughton,  with  acisson  in 
hand,  was  cutting  flowers  to  fill  the  epergne,  but 
darting  to  and  fro,  like  a  dragon-fly,  from  the  dining- 
room  to  the  hall,  from  the  flowers  to  the  evergreens. 

'  Dear  me,  Lionel,  is  that  yout  Just  tell  me,  yon 
who  go  to  all  those  grandees,  whether  the  ratafia*ci^UB 


.y  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HE  DO   WITH   IT?  41 

■honld  be  opposite  to  the  eponge-cakea,  or  whether  they 
would  not  go  better  —  thua  —  at  croes-comera  t " 

"  My  dear  mother,  I  never  observed,  —  I  don't  know. 
Bat  make  haste,  take  off  that  apvon,  have  these  dorni 
ahnt,  come  ap-staira.  Hr.  Darrell  will  be  here  veiy 
ahortlj.     I  have  ridden  on  to  prepare  yon." 

"Mr.  Darrell, — to-dat!  How  could  you  let  him 
comet  Oh,  Lionel,  how  thoughtless  you  are  I  Tou 
should  have  some  respect  for  your  mother, —  I  am 
your  mother,  sir." 

"Tee,  my  own  dear  mother;  don't  ecold,  —  I  could 
not  help  it.  He  is  ao  engaged,  so  sought  after;  if  t 
had  put  him  off  to-day,  he  might  never  have  come, 
and  —  " 

'Kever  have  cornel  Who  is  Mr.  Darrell,  to  give 
himself  snch  airat  Only  &  lawyer,  after  all,"  said  Mrs. 
Hanghton,  with  majesty. 

"  Oh,  mother,  that  speech  is  not  like  you.  He  is  onr 
benefactor,  our  —  " 

■  Don't,  don't  say  more;  I  was  very  wroi^,  —  quite 
wicked;  only  my  temper,  Lionel  dear.  Good  Mr.  Dar- 
rein I  shall  be  BO  happy  to  see  him;  see  him,  too,  in 
this  house  that  I  owe  to  him ;  see  him  by  your  side!  I 
think  I  ahall  fall  down  on  my  knees  to  him. " 

And  her  eyes  began  to  stream. 

Lionel  kissed  the  t«are  away  fondly.  "That's  my 
own  mother  now  indeed,  —  now  T  am  proud  of  you, 
mother;  and  how  well  you  lookf  I  am  proud  of  thai 
too." 

"  Look  well!  I  am  not  fit  to  be  seen,  this  fignie, — 
though  perhaps  an  elderly,  quiet  gentleman  like  good 
Mr.  Darrell  does  not  notice  ladiea  much.  John,  John, 
make  haste  with  those  plants.  Gracious  me!  you've 
got  jour  coat  offi    Pnt  it  on,  —  I  expeot  a  gentleman; 
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I'm  at  home,  in  the  front  dnwing-room  —  do,  that's 
all  set  out,  —  the  back  drawing-room,  John.  Send 
Susan  to  me,  Lionel,  do  juat  look  at  the  aiqiper- 
table;  and  what  is  to  be  done  with  the  flowers, 
and —  " 

The  rest  of  Hra.  Haugbton'a  voice,  owing  to  the 
niiiditj  of  her  ascent,  whioh  affected  tiie  distinctiieBS 
of  her  utteranoe,  was  lost  in  air.  She  vanished  at  col- 
iBJnating  point,  — within  her  chamber. 
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CHAFTEB   TTT. 

Un.  HM^hton  at  home  (o  On;  DandL 

Thanks  to  Lionel's  activity,  the  hall  was  diaaoeou- 
beied ;  the  planta  hastily  stowed  away ;  the  pailor  doeed 
on  the  festive  prepaiations  j  and  the  footman  in  his 
lively  waiting  ai  the  dooi,  when  Mr.  Dartell  arrived, 
Lionel  himself  came  out  and  welcomed  his  beoefcictor'a 
footstep  acroaa  the  tiiieahold  of  the  home  which  Uie 
generous  man  had  provided  for  the  widow. 

If  Lionel  had  some  secret  mi^vinge  as  to  the  result 
of  this  intarvievr,  tiiey  were  soon  and  moet  happily  dis- 
pelled. For,  at  the  sight  of  Guy  Darrell  leaning  bo 
affectionately  on  her  son's  ann,  Mrs.  Havighton  mechani- 
cally gave  herself  up  to  the  impulse  of  her  own  warm, 
gratefnl,  true  woman's  heart.  And  her  bound  forward, 
her  seiiure  of  Darrell's  hand,  her  fimt  fervent  blesaiag, 
her  after  words,  simple  but  eloquent  with  feeling,  — 
made  that  heart  so  transparent,  that  Danell  looked  it 
thtoogh  with  respectful  eyea. 

MiB.  Haughton  was  still  a  pretty  woman,  and  with 
much  of  that  delicacy  of  form  and  outline  which  con- 
stitutes the  gentility  of  person.  She  had  a  sweet  voice, 
bx),  except  when  angry.  Her  defects  of  education,  of 
temper,  or  vt  conventional  polish,  were  not  discernible 
in  die'  overflow  of  natonl  emotion.  X)arrell  had  come 
resolved  to  be  pleased  if  poaaible.  Pleased  he  was, 
much  more  than  he  had  expected.  He  even  inly  ac- 
cepted for  the  deceased  Gapt^n  excuses  which  he  bad 
never  before  admitted  to  himself.     The  linen-draper's 
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danghter  wu  no  ooftrae  pTwuming  dowdy;  and  in  bar 
candid  rush  of  gnttitad«  there  was  not  that  underbred 
serrili^  which  Danell  had  thought  perceptible  in  her 
epiatolaiy  compositions.  Then  was  eleganoe  too,  void 
both  of  gaudy  ostentation  and  penurious  thrift,  in  the 
furniture  and  amuigeineiits  of  the  room.  The  income 
he  gave  to  her  was  not  spent  with  slatternly  waste  or  on 
tawdry  gewgaws.  To  ladies  in  general,  Danell's  man- 
ner was  extremely  attractive,  —  not  the  leaa  winning 
becanae  of  a  certain  gentle  shyness  which,  implying 
raapect  for  those  he  addressed,  oud  a  modest  undervalu- 
ing of  his  own  merit,  conveyed  compliment  and  soothed 
self-love.  And  to  that  lady  in  especial  such  gentle 
shyness  was  the  happiest  good-breeding. 

In  short,  all  went  off  without  a  hitch,  till,  as  Darrell 
was  taking  leave,  Mrs.  Haughton  was  reminded  by  some 
evil  genius  of  her  evening  party,  and  her  very  grati- 
tude, longing  for  some  opportunity  to  requite  obligaticMi, 
prompted  hei  to  invite  the  kind  man  to  whom  ttie 
facing  of  giving  parties  was  justly  due.  She  had  never 
nslized  to  herself,  despite  all  that  Lionel  could  say,  &e 
idea  of  Darrell's  station  in  the  world,  — a  lawyer  who 
hsd  spent  his  youth  at  the  back  of  Holbom,  whom  the 
stylish  Captain  had  deemed  it  a  condeeoension  not  to  cut, 
might  indeed  become  very  rich;  but  he  oould  never  be 
the  fashion.  "Poor  man,"  she  thought,  "he  must  he 
very  lonely.  He  is  not,  like  Lionel,  a  young  dancing 
man.  A  quiet  little  party,  with  people  of  his  own  early 
rank  and  habits,  would  be  more  in  his  way  than  those 
grand  places  to  which  Lionel  goes.  I  can  but  ask  him, 
— I  ought  to  ask  him.  What  would  he  say  if  I  did  not 
ask  himt  Black  ingratitude  indeed,  if  he  were  not 
asked  1"  All  these  ideas  rushed  through  her  mind  in 
K  breath,  and  as  she  clasped  Darrell's  extended  hand  in 
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both  h«r  own,  Bhe  said,  "  I  have  a  little  pa>^  to-nig^tl  * 

—  nod  paiued.  Danell  mnaining  mute,  and  Lionel  not 
stupecting  what  waa  to  ensue,  ahe  continued:  "Then 
may  be  aome  good  music,— )'oang  frieadaof  mine;  aing 
ehanmngly, — Italian  I  " 

Danell  bowed.     Lionel  began  to  shadder. 

*  And  if  I  might  i«eanme  to  think  it  would  amuse 
yoQ,  Hi.  Darrell,  oh,  I  should  be  ao  happy  to  aee  youl 

—  ao  happy  I" 

"  Would  you  t  "  said  Danell,  briefly.  "  Then  I  ahould 
be  a  churl  if  I  did  not  ctmie.  Lionel  will  eacort  me. 
Of  coatee,  you  expect  him  toot " 

*  Tea,  indeed.  Though  he  has  so  many  fine  places  to 
go  to,  —  and  it  can't  be  exactly  what  he  is  uaed  to,— 
yet  he  is  such  a  dear,  gocxl  boy  that  he  givea  up  all  to 
gratify  hie  mother. " 

Lionel,  in  agonies,  turned  an  unfilial  bock,  and  looked 
steadily  out  of  the  window;  but  Darrell,  far  too  august 
to  take  offence  where  none  was  meant,  only  smiled  at 
the  implied  reference  to  Lionel's  superior  demand  ia  the 
fashionable  world,  and  replied,  without  even  a  touch  of 
his  accustomed  irony,  "  And  to  gratify  his  mother  is  a 
pleasure  I  thank  you  for  inviting  me  to  share  with 
him." 

More  and  more  at  her  ease,  and  charmed  with  having 
obeyed  her  hospitable  impulse,  Mrs.  Hanghton,  follow- 
ing Darrell  to  the  landing-plaoe,  added,  — 

*  And  if  you  like  to  play  a  quiet  rubber  —  " 

"  I  never  touch  cards,  —  I  abhor  the  very  name  of 
them,  ma'am,"  interrupted  Danell,  somewhat  leas 
gracious  in  his  tones. 

He  mounted  bis  horse;  and  Lionel,  tsmaking  from 
Mrs.  Hanghton,  who  was  assuring  him  that  Mr.  Darrell 
was  not  at  all  what  she  expected,  but  really  quite  the 
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gendamaii,  my,  a  mach  gnutdei  gentlenuD  than  erai 
Golouel  Morlay,  —  legaioed  his  kinamap'e  side,  looking 
abashed  and  i^Bcoinfitod.  Darrell,  with  the  kindness 
which  Mb  fine,  4]iiiok '  intellect  enabled  him  so  felici* 
toiuly  to  apply,  hastened  to  nliere  the  young  gua«l«< 
man's  mind. 

"  I  like  your  mother  much,  ~  very  much,"  said  he,  in 
his  moat  melodious  aceenta.  "  Good  boy !  I  see  now 
why  yoa  gave  up  Lady  Dulcett.  Go  and  take  a  canter 
by  yourself,  Oi  with  younger  friends,  and  be  sure  that 
you  call  on  me  bo  that  we  may  be  both  at  Mis.  Haugh- 
ton's  by  ten  o'clock.  I  can  go  later  to  the  concert  if  I 
feel  inclined." 

He  waved  his  hand,  wheeled  his  home,  and  trotted 
off  towards  the  fair  suburban  lanes  that  still  proffer  to  the 
denizens  of  London  glimpses  of  rural  fields,  and  shadows 
from  quiet  hedgerows.  He  wished  to  bs  alone;  the 
sight  of  Mrs.  Hanghton  had  rerived  recolIeotionB  of 
bygone  days, — memory  linking  memory  in  painful  chain; 
gay  talk  with  hia  younger  schoolfellow,  —  that  wild 
Charlie,  now  in  hia  grave;  hia  own  laborious  yontli, 
resolute  aspirings,  secret  sorrows,  — aad  the  strong  man 
felt  the  wajit  of  that  solibuy  self-commune,  wi^ut 
which  self-conqneBt  is  unattainable. 
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CHAFTBB  IV. 

Un.  Hangtrton  al  homa  miMd]«M(«a)j. — litdt  partlw  K»  omAiI 
In  bringing  paople  togethar.  —  Onenew  knom  whom  one  maj 


Gbsat  kingdoma  grow  oat  of  emsM  beginnings.  Mie. 
Haoghton's  social  circle  was  deBcribed  from  a  humble 
centre.  On  coming  into  possession  of  het  easy  income 
and  her  house  in  Qlouceater  Place,  she  was  naturaUy 
seized  with  the  desire  of  an  appropriate  "  visiting  ac- 
quaintance." The  accomplishment  of  that  desire  had 
been  deferred  awhile  1^  the  excitement  of  Lionel's 
departure  for  Paris,  and  the  imhbeisb  tkhftatioit  to 
which  the  attentions  of  the  spurious  Mr.  Goortenay 
Smith  had  exposed  her  widowed  solitude:  but  no  sooner 
had  she  recovered  from  the  shame  and  anger  with  which 
she  had  discarded  that  showy  impostor,  happily  in  time, 
than  ttie  desire  became  the  more  keen;  because  the  good 
lady  felt  thst  with  a  mind  so  active  and  restless  as  hers, 
a  visiting  acquaintance  might  be  het  beet  preservative 
from  that  sense  of  loneliness  which  disposes  widows  to 
lend  the  incautious  ear  to  adventurous  wooers.  After 
her  expeiience  of  het  own  weakness  in  listening  to  a 
sharper,  and  with  a  shudder  at  her  escape,  Mrs.  Hangh- 
ton  made  a  firm  resolve  never  to  give  her  beloved  son  a 
&ther-in-law.  No,  she  would  distract  her  thoughts,  — 
she  would  have  a  nBiTma  AcquAniTAircE.  .  She  com- 
menced by  singling  out  such  families  as  at  various  times 
had  been  her  geuteelest  lodgers, — now  lodging  else- 
where.    She  inloimed  them  hy  polite  notes  of  her  ao- 
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oeaBioQ  of  oonseqnenoe  and  fortune,  which  she  was  son 
th«7  would  be  happy  to  hear;  and  these  notes,  left  with 
the  card  of  "  Mrs.  Haughton,  Gloucester  Flac«,"  neces- 
sarily produced  respondent  notes  and  conespondent  cards. 
Gloucester  Place  then  prepared  itself  for  a  party.  The 
oi-dMiant  lodgers  urbanetj  attended  the  summons.  la 
their  turn  thsy  gave  parties.  Mis.  Haughton  was  in- 
vited.  f^m  each  such  party  she  bore  bock  a  new 
draught  into  her  "  social  circle."  Thus,  long  before  the 
end  of  fire  years,  Mrs.  Haughton  had  attained  her  ob- 
ject. She  had  a  "tibiiinq  AO<iUAixTAXcsl "  It  is 
true  that  she  was  not  particular;  so  that  there  was  a 
new  somebody  at  whose  house  a  card  could  be  left,  or  a 
morning  call  achiered, —  who  could  help  to  fill  her  rooms, 
01  whose  rooms  she  could  contribute  to  fill  in  turn,  she 
was  contented.  She  was  no  tuft-hunter.  She  did  not 
caia  for  titles.  She  had  no  visions  of  a  column  in  the 
"  Morning  Post."  She  wanted,  kind  lady,  only  a  vent 
for  the  exubeisnce  of  her  social  instincts;  and  being 
proud,  she  rather  liked  acquaintances  who  looked  up  to, 
instead  of  looking  down  on  her.  Thus  Gloucester  Place 
was  invaded  by  tribes  not  congenial  to  its  natural  civi- 
lized atmosphere.  Hengiste  and  Horsas,  from  remote 
Anglo-Saxon  districts,  crossed  the  intervening  channel, 
and  insulted  the  Britieh  nationality  of  that  ealubrioua 
district.  To  most  of  such  immigrators,  Mrs.  Haughton, 
of  Gloucester  Place,  was  a  personage  of  the  highest 
distinction.  A  few  others  of  prondei  status  in  the 
world,  though  they  owned  to  themselves  that  there  was 
a  ead  mixture  at  Mrs.  Hanghton's  house,  still,  onoe  se- 
duced there,  came  again,  being  persons  who,  however 
independent  in  fortune,  or  gentle  by  blood,  had  but  a 
small  "visiting  acquaintance"  in  town,  —  fresh  from 
economical  colonization  on  the  Continent,  or  from  die- 
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tant  pToviDoea  in  tJiesQ  three  kingdijnu.  Kn.  Htngh- 
ton's  roomfi  were  well  lighted.  Them  was  music  for 
some,  whist  for  others;  tea,  ices,  cakes,  and  a  crowd 
for  all. 

At  ten  o'clock  —  the  roonu  already  nearly  filled,  and 
Uts.  HaughtoQ,  as  she  stood  at  the  door,  anticipating 
with  joy  that  happy  hour  when  the  staircase  would  he- 
come  inaccessible  —  the  head  attendant,  sent  with  the 
ices  from  the  aeighhoring  confectioner,  announced  in 
a  loud  voice,  "  Mr.  Haugbtcm  —  Mr,  Dartell." 

At  that  latter  name  a  sensation  thrilled  the  assembly ; 
the  name  so  much  in  every  one's  mouth  at  that  period  — 
nor  least  in  the  mouths  of  the  great  middle  class,  on 
whom,  though  the  polite  may  call  them  "  a  sad  mixture," 
cabinets  depend  —  could  not  fail  to  be  familiar  to  the 
ears  of  Mrs.  Haughtoa's  "  visiting  acquaintance."  The 
interval  between  his  aimouncement  and  his  ascent  from 
the  hall  to  tiie  drawing-room  was  busily  filled  up  by 
murmured  questions  to  the  smiling  hostMB:  "Danelll 
WhatI  th6  Darrein  Guy  Darielll  greatest  man  of  the 
dsyl  A  connection  of  yoursi  Bless  me,  you  don't  say 
aot"  Mis.  Hanghton  b^an  te  feel  nervous.  Was 
Licmel  right  1  Could  the  man  who  had  only  been  a 
lawyer  at  the  bock  of  Holbom  really  be  now  such  a 
verj,  very  great  man,  — greatest  man  of  the  dayf 
NonBcnse  I 

"  Ma'am,"  said  one  pale,  poff-cheeked,  flat-nosed 
gentleman,  in  a  very  large,  white  waistcoat,  who  woe 
waitii^  by  her  side  till  a  vacancy  in  one  of  the  two 
whist-tAbles  should  occur,  — "  ma'am,  I  'm  an  entiiusi- 
astic  admiier  of  Mr.  Dorrell.  You  sa;  he  ia  a  connec- 
tion of  yoursi    Present  me  to  him." 

Mrs.  Haughton  nodded  flutteringly;  for,  as  the  gen- 
tleman closed  ilia  request,  and  tapped  a  large,  gold  anufT- 
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box,  Dsmll  stood  before  her,  —  Lionel  cloae  at  his  side, 
looking  podtiTely  slieepish.  The  great  num  raid  a  few 
ciril  wofda,  uid  vna  glidiug  into  tha  room  to  make  wa; 
for  the  piesa  behind  him,  vhen  he  of  the  white  waist- 
coat, touching  Mn.  Hanghton'B  arm,  and  abaring  Dartell 
full  in  the  bee,  said,  very  load:  "In  these  anxions 
timea,  pablio  men  dispense  with  oeremoDj.  I  orare  an 
introdnction  to  Hi.  DanelL"  Thus  pressed  poor  His. 
Haughton,  without  looking  up,  mattered  out,  "Mr. 
Adolphus  Poole,  —  Hr.  Danell,"and  turned  to  welcome 
freah  comers. 

"  Mr.  DBTTelI,"Baid  Mr.  Poole,  bowing  to  the  gronnd, 
"  this  i»  an  honor." 

Danell  gave  the  speaker  oob  glance  of  his  keen  eye, 
and  thought  to  himself,  "  If  I  were  atill  at  the  bar,  I 
should  be  sorry  to  hold  a  brief  for  that  fellow."  How- 
ever,  he  returned  the  bow  formally,  and,  bowing  again 
at  the  close  of  a  highly  complimentary  addreea  with 
which  Mr.  Poole  followed  up  Mb  opening  sentence, 
expressed  himself  "  much  flattered,"  and  thought  he  had 
escaped;  but  whereTer  he  went  through  the  crowd,  Mr. 
Poole  contrived  to  follow  him,  and  claim  his  notice  by 
remarks  on  the  affairs  of  the  day,  the  weather,  the  funds, 
the  crops.  At  length  Darrell  perceived,  sitting  aloof  in 
a  comer,  an  excellent  man,  whom  indeed  it  surprised 
him  to  see  in  a  London  drawing-room,  but  who,  many 
years  ago,  when  Danell  was  canvasaing  the  enlightened 
constituency  of  Ouzelford,  had  been  on  a  visit  to  the 
chairman  of  his  committee, — an  influwitial  traderj  and 
having  connections  in  the  town,  —  and,  being  a  very 
high  character,  had  done  him  good  service  in  the  can- 
vass. Darrell  rarely  forgot  a  face,  and  never  a  service. 
At  any  time  he  would  have  been  glad  to  see  the  worthy 
man  once  mora,  but  at  that  time  he  was  grateful  indeed. 
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*  ExcuM  me,"  he  atid  bluntly  to  Hr.  Poole,  "  liut  I 
aee  an  old  friend."  He  moved  on,  and  thick  as  the 
crowd  had  become,  it  made  my  with  respect  as  to  roy- 
alty, for  the  diatinguiehed  orator.  The  bius  of  admira- 
tion aa  he  passed  —  louder  than  in  diawing-iooms  mom 
refined  —  vould  have  had  sweeter  music  than  Grisi's 
moet  artful  quaver  fo  a  vainer  man,  — nay,  onoe  on  a 
time  to  him.  Bat  —  sogar-plums  come  too  late!  He 
gained  the  comer,  and  Toosed  the  eolitaij  sitter. 

"  Hy  dear  lir.  Hortopp,  do  you  not  lemembw  me, 
Ony  Daxrelll" 

"Vb.  OtmlW  cried  the  ex-mayor  of  Qalesboro', 
risiBg,  —  "who  ooold  think  that  yon  wonld  remember 
me?" 

"Whatl  not  remediber  those  tea  stubborn  voters,  on 
whom,  all  and  ain^y,  I  had  lavished  my  powers  of 
aignmentin  vaint  Youoai]ie,Bnd  with  the  brief  words, 
'John,  Ned,  Dick,  —  oblige  me;  vote  for  Danelll'  the 
men  were  convinced,  —  the  votes  won.  That's  what  I 
call  eloquence"  (totto  twee,  "Confound  that  fellow  I 
still  after  me  I "  —  Aside  to  Hartopp)  —  "  oh !  may  i  ask 
who  is  that  Hr.  —  what 's  his  name  —  there  —  in  the 
white  waistcoat  1 " 

"Poole,"  answered  Hartopp.  "Who  is  he,  sirl  A 
specnlative  man.     He  is  connected  with  a  new  company, 

—  I  am  told  it  answecB.     Williams  (that 's  my  foreman, 

—  a  very  long  head  he  has  too)  has  taken  sharea  in  the 
company,  and  wanted  me  to  do  the  same,  bat 't  is  not  in 
my  way.  And  Mr.  Poole  may  be  a  veiy  honest  man, 
but  be  does  not  impress  me  with  that  idea.  I  have 
grown  oarelessj  I  know  I  am  liable  to  be  token  in, —  I 
was  so  once;  and  therefore  I  avoid  'Companies'  upon 
principle,  especially  when  they  piomise  Uiirty  per  cent, 
and  work  copper  mines,  —  Ur.  Poole  has  a  copper  mine. " 
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*  And  de&li  in  brass,  —  yon  ma;  see  it  in  his  faeel 
Bat  yon  ue  not  in  tovn  foi  good,  Mi.  Hartopp?  If  I 
nmember  right,  70U  were  settled  st  Oatesboio'  when  we 
last  met." 

"  And  so  I  am  still,  —  or  rather  in  the  neighborhood. 
I  am  gradoally  ratiiing  from  busineae,  and  grown  mora 
and  more  fond  of  farming.  But  I  have  a  fomil;,  and 
we  live  in  enlightened  times,  when  children  lequira  a 
finer  education  than  their  parents  had.  Mis.  Hartopp 
thought  my  daughter  Anna  Maria  was  in  need  of  some 
'finishing  lessons,'  —  very  fond  of  the  harp  is  Anna 
Maria, — and  so  we  have  taken  a  house  in  London  for 
six  weeks.  That 's  Mn.  Hutopp  yonder,  with  the  bird 
on  her  head;  Intdof  paradise,  I  believe, — Williams  says 
birds  of  that  kind  never  rest.  That  bird  is  an  exoep- 
tion,  —  it  has  rested  on  Mia.  Hartopp's  head  for  honra 
together,  every  evening  since  we  have  bean  in  town. " 

"  Significant  of  yoni  connubial  felicity,  Mr.  Hartopp." 

"  May  it  be  BO  of  Anna  Maria's.  She  is  to  be  married 
when  her  education  is  finished, —married,  by  the  by,  to 
a  son  of  your  old  friend  Jesaop,  of  Ouzelford ;  and  be- 
tween yon  and  me,  Mr.  Darrell,  that  is  the  reason  why  ' 
I  consented  to  come  to  town.  Do  not  suppose  that  I 
would  have  a  daughter  finished  unless  there  waa  a  hus- 
band at  hand  who  undertook  to  be  rasponsible  for  the 
results." 

"You  retain  yonr  wisdom,  Mr.  Hartopp;  and  I  feel 
sure  that  not  even  your  fair  partner  could  have  brought 
you  up  to  London,  unless  you  had  decided  on  the  ex- 
pediency of  coming.  Do  yon  remember  that  I  told  you 
th»  day  yon  eo  adminUy  settled  a  dispute  in  our  com- 
mittee-ioom, '  it  was  well  you  were  not  bom  a  kii^,  for 
you  would  have  been  an  irresistible  tyrantt  *  " 

"Hush!  buah!  "  whispered  Hartopp,  in  great  alarm. 
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"if  MiB.  H.  BhoTild  hear  you!  What  an  obaervei  yon 
are,  sir.  I  thought  7  was  a  judge  of  chanctei,  —  tint  I 
was  once  deceived.     I  dare  say  you  never  were." 

"You  mistake,"  answered  Darrell,  wincing,  "yon 
deceived!    Howt" 

"Oh,  a  long  story ,  sir.  Itvafi  an  elderly  man,  — the 
most  agreeable ,  interesting  companion ;  a  vagabond  never- 
thelesa,  —  and  such  a  pretty,  bewitching  little  girl  witli 
him,  Mb  grandchild.  I  thought  he  might  hare  been  a. 
wild  hanim-ecarum  chap  in  his  day,  but  that  he  had  a 
true  sense  of  honor."  (Darrell,  wholly  oninterested  in 
this  narrative,  suppressed  a  yawn,  and  wondered  when 
it  would  end.)  "  Only  think,  sir,  just  as  I  was  saying 
to  myself,  'I  know  character,  —  I  never  was  taken  in,' 
down  cornea  a  smart  fellow,  the  man's  own  son,  and  tells 
me  —  or  rather  he  Buffers  a  lady  who  comes  with  him  to 
tell  me  —  that  this  charming  old  gentleman  of  high 
sense  of  honor  was  a  returned  convict,  —  been  trans- 
ported for  robbing  his  employer." 

Pale,  breathless,  Darrell  listened,  not  muheeding  now. 
"  What  was  the  name  of  —  of  —  " 

"The  convict  t  He  called  himself  Chapman,  but  the 
son's  name  was  Losely,  —  Jasper." 

"  Ah! "  faltered  Darrell,  recoiling,  "  and  you  spoke  of 
a  little  girl!" 

'  Jasper  Loeely's  daughter;  he  came  after  her  with  a 
magistrate's  warrant.  The  old  miscreant  had  carried 
her  off,  —  to  teach  her  his  own  swindling  ways,  I  sup- 
pose. Luckily  she  was  then  in  my  charge.  I  gave  her 
back  to  her  father,  and  the  very  respectable-looking  ladj 
he  brought  with  him.     Some  relation,  I  presume." 

*  What  was  her  name,  do  you  rememberl " 

■  Crane." 

"Crane I — Crane!"  muttered  Damll,  as  if  trying iB 
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TSinlo  tax  his  memory  with  that  name.  "So  h«  eud 
the  child  waa  hia  daughter,  —  aie  you  sure )  " 

"  Oh,  of  course  he  eaid  so,  and  tiie  lady  too.  But  can 
you  be  acquainted  with  them,  sir  1 " 

"11  —  not  Strangers  to  me,  except  by  repnte.  Liars, 
— infamous  liarsl  But  have  the  accomplices  quarrelled 
—  I  mean  the  sod  and  father  —  ^t  the  father  should  be 
exposed  and  denounced  by  the  son  I " 

"  I  conclude  so.  I  never  saw  them  again.  But  yon 
believe  the  fatiier  really  waa,  then,  a  felon,  a  convict, 
— no  exoose  for  him;  no  extenuating  circumstances  1 
There  was  something  in  that  man,  Mr.  Darrell,  that 
made  one  love  him,  —  positively  love  him;  and  when 
I  bad  to  tell  him  that  I  bad  given  up  the  child  he 
trusted  to  my  charge,  and  saw  bis  grief,  I  felt  a  criminal 
myself. " 

Darrell  said  nothing,  bat  tbe  ohantder  of  bis  foce  waa 
entirely  altered;  stem,  hard,  relentless,  —  the  face  of 
an  inexorable  judge.  Hartopp,  lifting  hia  eyes  snd- 
denly  to  that  countenance,  recoiled  in  awe. 

"  You  think  I  was  a  criminal  I  "  he  said  piteoosly. 

"  I  tMnk  we  are  both  talking  too  much,  Mr.  Har- 
topp, of  a  gang  of  miserable  swindlers,  and  I  advise  you 
to  diamiSB  the  whole  remembrance  of  intercourse  with 
any  of  them  from  your  honest  breast,  and  never  to  repeat 
to  other  ears  tbe  tale  you  have  poured  into  mine.  Men 
of  hcmor  should  crueb  down  the  very  thought  that 
approaches  them  to  knaves  t " 

Thus  Baying,  Darrell  moved  off  yrHh  abrupt  rudeness, 
and  passing  quickly  back  through  the  crowd,  scarcely 
noticed  Mrs.  Haugbton  by  a  retreating  nod,  nor  heeded 
Lionel  at  all,  but  hurried  down  the  staira.  He  wes 
impatiently  searching  for  his  cloak  in  the  back  parlor, 
when  a  voice  behind  said,  "  I^et  me  assist  you,  ur,— 
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do;*  and  tnnung  nmnd  with  pstolaat  qiiicktuu,  be 
beheld  agun  Mr.  Adolphua  Poole.  It  leqaiiei  aa 
hRbitoal  intercoone  with  eqo&le  to  giye  perfect  end 
inTuiable  oontrol  of  tempet  to  a  man  of  iiritable  nerrea 
and  bank  chaiaoter;  and  though,  whexe  Banell  leallj 
liked,  he  had  mnch  sweet  forbearance,  and  where  he 
wu  indi&eient  mnch  stately  ootutesjr,  jet,  when  he  was 
offended,  he  could  be  eztieinelf  uncivil.  "  Sir,"  he 
cried,  almost  atamping  his  foot,  *  yooi  importunitiea 
annoy  me;  I  request  you  to  cease  them." 

"Oh,  I  ask  your  pardon,"  aaid  Mr.  Poole,  with  an 
angty  growl.  "  I  have  no  need  to  force  myaeU  on  any 
man.  But  Z  beg  you  to  believe  that  if  I  presumed  to 
seek  yoDT  acquaintance,  it  was  to  do  you  a  service,  sir, 
— ^yes,  a  private  service,  sir."  He  lowered  his  voice 
into  a  whisper,  and  laid  his  finger  on  his  nose : 
"There's  one  Jasper  Losely,  sir  —  ehl  Oh,  sir,  I'm 
no  mischief-maker.  I  respect  family  secrete.  Perhaps 
I  might  be  of  use,  perhaps  not." 

■  Certainly  not  to  me,  sir,"  said  Darrell,  flinging  the 
cloak  he  had  now  found  across  his  shoulders,  and  strid- 
ing from  the  hooee.  When  he  entered  his  carriage,  the 
footman  stood  waiting  for  orders.  Danell  was  long  in 
giving  them.  "Anywhere  for  half  an  horn,  —  to  St. 
Paul's,  then  home." 

But  on  returning  from  this  objectless  plunge  into  the 
city,  Danell  pulled  the  check-string:  'To  Belgrave 
Sqnare,  —  Lady  Dulcatt's," 

The  concert  was  half  over;  but  Flora  Vyvyan  had 
still  guarded,  as  she  had  promised,  a  seat  beside  herself 
for  Danell,  by  lending  it  for  the  present  to  one  of  her 
obedient  vaBsols.  Her  face  brightened  as  she  saw  Dar- 
rell enter  and  approach.  The  Tassal  surrendered  the 
choir,     Pamll  appeared  to  be  in  the  highest  spirits; 
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and  I  firml;  beliere  that  he  was  striving  to  the  ntmost 
in  his  power — whfltt — to  m&ke  himralf  agreeaUe  to 
PloiB  Vyryanl  No;  to  make  Flora  Vyvyan,  agreeable 
to  himjMlf.  The  roan  did  not  presume  that  a  bit  young 
ladf  could  be  in  love  with  him;  perhaps  he  believed 
that,  at  his  years,  to  be  impossible.  But  he  asked  what 
seemed  much  easieF,  and  was  mnch  harder,  — he  asked 
to  be  himself  in  lore. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

U  ii  ansttod  b;^  thote  lsani«d  iQ«n  who  bxn  dented  Umit  Htm  to 
the  Btnd]'  of  Che  nwimen  and  habiti  of  iiuect  sodatj,  that  whan 
a  spider  hM  Io«t  tti  laat  web,  haTing  exhtuutod  all  the  glntinoiu 
matter  whenwith  to  epin  another,  it  etOI  protiacti  ita  innocant 
exlatence,  b;  obtruding  ita  nippers  on  Mme  Icae  warlike  hnt  mom 
napeetabl*  •{ddn,  poMowad  of  a  couveiueiit  home  asd  an  aiij 
laidar.  ObaerTBiit  monliata  haTs  noticed  the  Mine  pecnliari^ 
in  the  Uan-Eater  or  Focket-CannibaL 

Eletek  o'clock,  A.  H.,  Samuel  Adolphus  Poole,  Esq., 
ia  in  his  parlor,  —  the  house,  one  of  thoee  new  dwell- 
inge  which  yearly  apring  up  north  of  the  Regent's  Park: 
dwellings  that,  attesting  the  eccentricity  of  the  national 
chaiact«r,  task  the  fancy  of  tite  architect  and  the  gravity 
of  the  beholder,  —  each  tenement  so  tortured  into  con- 
troet  with  the  other,  that,  on  one  little  rood  of  gronud, 
all  ages  seemed  blended,  and  all  iscee  encamped.  No.  1 
is  an  Egyptian  tomb  I  —  Pharaohs  may  repose  there! 
Ko.  2  is  a  Sviss  ehdUt,  —William  Tell  may  be  shoot- 
ing in  its  gaideni  Lol  the  severity  of  Doric  columns, 
—  Sparta  is  before  yonl  Behold  that  Gothic  porch, — 
yon  are  rapt  to  the  Nonnan  daysl  Hal  those  Bliiabe- 
than  mullione,  — Sidney  and  Baleigh,  rise  again!  Hoi 
the  trellises  of  China, — come  forth,  Confucius,  and 
Commiasioner  Yehl  Passing  a  few  paces,  we  are  in 
the  land  of  the  Zegri  and  Abuncenage,  — 

"  Land  of  the  dark-eyed  Uaid  and  daaky  Hoor." 
Mr.  Poole's  house  is  called  Alhambra  Villa!     Moor- 
ish Terandas;   plate-glass  windows,  with  cusped  beads 
and  mahogany  sashes  j  a  garden  behind,  a  smaller  one  in 
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boot;  stun  aacending  to  the  doorway  under  a  Suacenie 
portico,  between  two  pedestalled  lions  that  leeemble 
poodles,  —  the  whole  new  and  lustrous,  in  Bemblance 
stone,  in  subetance  stucco,  —  cnoks  in  the  etncoo  denot- 
ii^  "  Bettlements. "  But  the  house  being  let  for  oinety- 
nine  yean, — relet  ^ain  on  a  rotming  lease  of  seven, 
fourteen,  and  twen^-one,; — the  builder  is  not  answer- 
able for  duration,  nor  the  original  lessee  for  Tcpairs. 
Take  it  altogether,  than  Albambra  Villa,  masonry  oould 
daviee  no  better  type  of  modern  taste  and  metropolitan 
speculation. 

Mr.  Poole,  since  we  saw  him  between  four  and  five 
years  ago,  has  entered  the  matrimonial  state.  He  has 
married  a  lady  of  some  money,  and  become  a  reformed 
man.  He  has  eschewed  the  turf,  relinquished  belcher 
neckcloths  and  Kewmarket  coats,  —  dropped  his  old- 
bachelot  acquaintances.  When  a  man  marries  and 
reforms,  especially  when  marriage  and  refonn  are  ac- 
companied with  increased  income,  and  settled  respect- 
ably inAlhambra  Villa, — relations,  before  estranged, 
tender  kindly  oTertures:  the  world,  before  austere,  be- 
comes indulgent.  It  was  so  with  Poole,  —  no  longer 
Dolly.  Grant  that  in  earlier  life  he  had  fallen  into  had 
ways,  and,  among  equiTocal  associates,  he  had  been  led 
on  by  that  taste  for  sporting  which  is  a  manly,  though 
a  perilous  characteristic  of  the  true-hom  Englishman. 
He  who  loves  horses  is  liable  to  come  in  contact  with 
blacklegs.  The  racer  is  a  noble  animal;  but  it  is  his 
misfortune  that  t^  better  bis  breeding,  the  worse  his 
company.  Grant  tiiat  in  the  stables  Adolphus  Samuel 
Poole  had  picked  up  some  wild  oats, — he  bad  sowu 
them  now.  Bygones  were  bygones.  He  had  made  a 
very  prudent  marriage.  Mrs.  Poole  was  a  sensible 
woman, — <bad  rendered  him  domestic,  and  would  keep 
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him  Htraiglitl  His  nnole  SomaBl,  a  moat  worthy  man, 
had  found  him  that  sensible  woman;  and,  having  found 
her,  had  paid  hit  nephew's  dehts,  and  adding  a  lotmd 
Bom  to  the  lady's  fgrtima,  had  seen  that  the  whole  was 
BO  tightly  settled  on  wife  and  children,  that  Foole  had 
the  tender  satisfaction  of  knowing  that,  h^)pen  what 
might  to  himself,  those  dear  ones  were  safe;  nay,  that 
if,  in  the  reTerses  of  fbrtone,  he  ahoold  be  compelled  by 
persecuting  crediton  to  fly  hia  vatira  shores,  law  could 
not  imp^  the  competence  it  had  settled  upon  Urs. 
Foole,  nor  destroy  her  blessed  fffiril^e  to  dun  that 
cconpetence  with  a  beloved  spouse.  InaolTency  itself, 
thus  protected  hj  a  marriage  settlement,  realizes  the  sub- 
lime securi^  of  vtbtdx  inunortaliied  by  the  Boman 
Huse:  — 

"Banian  nesda  scndidn, 

Intaminatis  fdlget  haooinnii; 

Has  nrndt  sat  ponit  saonres 

Aibitrio  popolaris  anne." 

Hr.  Poole  waa  an  active  mac  in  the  parish  vestry  t  he 
was  a  sound  politician;  he  subscribed  to  public  chari- 
ties; he  attended  public  dinners;  he  had  votes  in  half-a- 
dozen  public  institutions;  he  talked  of  the  pnblic  inter- 
ests, and  called  himself  a  public  man.  He  chose  hia 
associates  amongst  gentlemen  in  business,  — speculative, 
it  is  true,  but  steady.  A  joint-stock  oompany  was  set 
np ;  he  obtained  on  official  station  at  its  board,  coupled 
with  a  salary,  — not  large,  indeed,  bat  still  a  salary. 

*  The  money,"  said  Adolphns  Samuel  Poole, "  is  not 
my  object;  but  I  like  to  have  something  to  do."  I 
cannot  say  how  he  did  something,  bat  no  doubt  some- 
body  was  dona. 

Mr.  Poole  was  in  his  pailoi,  leading  letters  and  sort- 
ing papers,  before  he  departed  to  his  office  ir  the  West 
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End.  Mn.  Foole  entered,  leading  an  inloat  who  bad 
not  jet  leuned  to  walk  alone,  and  denoting,  1^  an  in- 
teieating  enlaigement  of  shape,  a  kindly  design  to  bleae 
thai  in&nt,  at  no  diataat  period,  with  a  brother  or  sJetAT, 
as  the  ease  might  be. 

*  Come  and  kiss  Fa,  Johnny,"  said  she  to  tin  iniant. 
'  MiB.  Foole,  I  am  busy,"  growled  Pa. 
"Pa'sbtuy, — working  hard  for  little  Johnny.  Johnny 

will  be  the  better  for  it  some  day,"  said  Ura.  Pools,  toas- 
ing  the  infant  half  up  to  the  ceiling,  in  compensation  for 
the  loss  of  the  paternal  kiss. 

"  Mrs.  Poole,  what  do  yon  want! " 

"  May  I  hire  Jones's  tnougham  for  two  honn  to-day, 
to  pay  visite  1  There  are  a  great  many  cards  we  ought 
to  leave;  is  there  any  place  where  I  should  leave  a  cord 
fpr  you,  lovey,  —  any  person  of  consequence  yon  were 
introdnced  to  at  Mis.  Hanghton's  laat  night  f  That 
great  man  they  were  all  talking  about,  to  whom  you 
seemed  to  take  such  a  fancy,  Samuel, duck  —  " 

*  Do  get  out!  that  man  insulted  me,  I  tell  yoo." 
"  Insulted  you  1     No;  you  never  told  me." 

*  I  did  tell  you  last  night,  coming  home." 

*  Dear  me,  I  thought  you  meant  that  Mr.  Hartopp." 
"Well,  hs  almost  insulted  me,  too.     Mrs.  Poole,  yon 

are  stupid  and  disagreeable.     Is  that  all  you  have  to 

"Pa's  cross,  Johnny  dearl  poor  Pal — people  have 
vexed  Pa,  Johnny, — naughty  people.  We  must  go  or 
we  shall  vex  him  too. " 

Such  heavenly  sweetness  on  the  part  of  a  forbearing 
wife  would  have  softened  Tambuilane.  Poole's  sullen 
brow  relaxed.  If  women  knew  how  to  treat  men,  aot 
a  husband,  unhenpecked,  would  be  found  from  Indos 
to  the  Pole.     And  Poole,  for  all  hia  surly  demeanor, 
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ms  as  <x>mplet«ly  governed  by  that  angel  as  a  bear  hf 
bis  keeper. 

"Well,  Mre.  Poole,  excuse  me,  I  own  I  am  out  ol 
aorta  to-day;  give  me  little  Johnny, — there  [kissing 
the  infant,  who  in  Tetum  makes  a  dig  at  Pa's  left  eye, 
and  begins  to  cry  on  finding  that  he  has  not  auceeeded 
in  digging  it  out]  teke  the  brougham.  Hush,  Johnny, 
hush,  — and  you  may  leave  a  caid  foe  me  at  Mr.  Feck- 
ham's,  Hailey  Street.  My  eye  smarts  horribly;  that 
baby  will  gouge  me  one  of  these  days. " 

Mrs.  Foole  had  Boceeeded  in  stilling  the  infant,  and 
oonlesaing  that  Johnny's  fingers  are  extremely  strong 
for  his  age,  ^  but,  adding  that  babies*  will  catch  at 
whatever  is  very  brif^t  and  beautiful,  such  as  gold  and 
jewels  and  Mr.  Poole's  eyes,  administers  to  the  wounded 
orb  so  soothing  a  lotion  of  pity  and  admiratiou  tb&t 
Poole  growls  out  quite  mildly,  "Nonaonae,  blarney, — 
hy  tiie  by,  I  did  not  say  this  morning  that  you  should 
not  have  ih»  roeewood  cMfibnniert" 

"No,  you  said  you  could  not  affbid  it,  duck;  and 
when  Pa  says  he  can't  a&brd  it.  Pa  must  be  the  judge, 
— must  not  he,  Johnny  dearT" 

*  But  perhaps  I  can  afford  it.  Fes,  you  may  have  it, 
—  yes,  I  say,  you  tfutU  have  it.  Don't  fo^t  to  leave 
that  card  on  Peckham,  —  he  'a  a  moneyed  man.  There  '■ 
a  rii^  at  the  bell.     Who  is  it?  run  and  see." 

Mrs.  Poole  obeyed  with  great  activity,  considering 
her  interestii^  condition.  She  came  back  in  half  a 
minute. 

"Oh,  my  Adolpbnsl  oh,  my  Samuel!  itis  that  dread- 
ful-looking man  who  was  here  the  other  evening,— 
Btoyed  with  you  so  long.  I  don't  like  his  looks  at  aU. 
Pray  don't  be  at  home." 

"  I  must,"  said  Pools,  turning  a  shade  paler,  if  that 
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vere  poaaiUe.  "  Stop,  don't  let  that  girl  go  to  tlt«  door, 
and  you  leave  me."  He  snatched  hie  hat  and  gloves, 
and,  putting  aside  the  parhir-maid,  who  had  emerged 
from  the  shades  below  in  order  to  answer  Uie  "  ring," 
walked  hastily  down  the  small  garden. 

Jasper  Loeely  was  stationed  at  the  little  gate.  Jasper 
was  no  longer  in  rags,  but  he  was  coarsely  dad,  — clad 
as  if  he  bad  resigned  all  pretence  to  please  a  lady's  eye, 
or  to  impose  upon  aWest-End  tradesman:  acheci  shirt, 
a  rough  pea-jacket,  his  hands  buried  in  its  pockets. 

Poole  started  with  well-simulated  surprise.  "  Wbat, 
yout  I  am  just  going  to  my  office,  —  in  a  great  hunj 
at  present." 

*  Hurry  or  not,  I  most  and  will  speak  to  you,"  said 


"What  nowT  Then  step  in, — <mly  remember  I  can't 
give  yon  more  than  fire  minutes. " 

Tlw  rude  visitor  followed  Poole  intothe  back  parior, 
and  closed  the  door  after  him. 

Leaning  his  arms  over  a  chair,  his  hat  still  on  his 
head,  Losely  fixed  his  fierce  eyes  on  his  old  friend,  and 
said  in  a  low,  set,  determined  voice,  "Xow,  mark  me, 
Dolly  Poole,  if  you  think  to  shirk  my  business,  or  throw 
ue  over,  yon  'II  find  yourself  in  Queer  Street.  Have 
yon  called  on  Guy  Darrell,  and  put  my  case  to  him,  or 
have  you  nott " 

"  I  met  Mr.  Durell  only  last  night,  at  a  very  genteel 
party."  (Poole  deemed  it  pmdent  not  to  say  by  whom 
that  genteel  party  was  given,  for  it  will  be  remembered 
that  Poole  had  been  Jasper's  confidant  is  that  adven- 
turer's former  designs  upcm  Hrs,  Haughton;  and  if 
Jasper  knew  that  Poole  had  made  her  acquaintance, 
might  he  not  insist  upon  Poole's  reintroducing  him  as 
a  visiting  acquaintance  1)      "A  very  genteel  parfy," 


.y  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  JT?  '6S 

tepeated  Poole.  "  I  nude  a  point  of  being  preawted  to 
Mi.  Danell,  and  vei;  polite  he  was  at  fiist." 

"Ctuse  his  politeness,  —  g«t  to  the  point." 

"I  sounded  my  way  very  carefully,  as  you  may  snp- 
pose ;  and  when  I  had  got  him  into  friendly  ctiat,  yoa 
undeiatond,  I  began.  Ah,  my  poor  Losely,  nothing  to 
be  done  there.  He  flew  off  in  a  tangent,  —  as  much  as 
^ired  me  to  mind  my  own  bosineas,  and  hold  my 
tongue;  and  upon  my  life,  t  don't  think  then  is  a 
chance  for  you  in  that  quarter." 

"Very  well,  —  we  shall  see.  Next,  have  you  taken 
any  steps  to  find  out  the  girl,  my  daughter!" 

"I  have,  I  assure  you.  But  you  give  me  so  slight  b 
clew.  Are  yoa  quite  sure  she  is  not  in  America  after 
alll" 

"1  have  told  yon  before  that  that  stoiy  about  America 
was  all  boah!  A  stiat^em  of  the  old  gentleman's  to 
deceive  me.  Poor  old  man,"  continued  Jasper,  in  a  tone 
that  positively  betrayed  feeling,  —  "I  don't  wonder  that 
he  dreads  and  flies  me ;  yet  I  would  not  hurt  him  more 
than  I  have  done,  even  to  be  as  well  off  as  you  are,  — 
Uinking  at  me  from  your  mahogany  perch  like  a  pet 
owl  with  its  crop  fall  of  mice.  And  if  I  would  take 
the  girl  from  him,  it  is  for  her  own  good.  For  if  Dar- 
rell  eould  be  got  to  make  a  provision  on  her,  and, 
through  her,  on  myself,  why,  of  course  the  old  man 
should  share  the  benefit  of  it.  And. now  that  these  ja- 
femal  pains  often  keep  me  awake  half  the  night,  I  can't 
always  shut  ont  the  idea  of  that  old  man  wandering 
about  the  world,  and  dying  in  a  ditoh.  And  that  run- 
away girl  —  to  whom,  I  dare  sweai,  he  would  give  away 
his  last  crumb  of  bread  —  ought  to  be  an  annuity  to  us 
both:  Sasta,  hastal  As  to  the  American  story, — I 
had  a  friend  at  Paris,  who  went  to  America  on  a  speca- 
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UtjiOB,;  I  aaked  him  to  icquire  about  this  William  Waib 
and  his  gnnddaogliter  Sophy,  vrho  weie  said  to  have 
■ailed  for  TUsw  Yoik  nearly  five  jreais  ago ,  and  he  saw  the 
very  penons,  settled  in  !Kev  Yoifc , — no  longer  under  the 
name  of  Waife,  bat  their  true  name  of  Simpeon,  —  and 
got  pat  from  the  man  that  they  had  been  induced  to  take 
their  paaaage  from  England  in  the  name  of  Waife,  at 
the  request  of  a  person  whom  the  man  vould  not  give 
np,  bat  to  whom  he  said  he  was  under  obligationa. 
Ferhape  the  old  gentleman  had  done  the  fellow  a  kind 
turn  in  early  life.  The  deecription  at  this  loi-ditant 
Waife  and  hie  grandchild  settles  the  matter,  —  wholly 
unlike  those  I  seek;  so  that  there  is  every  reason  to 
su{^K>ae  they  must  still  be  in  Sngland,  and  it  is  youz 
business  to  find  them.  Continue  your  search;  quicken 
your  wite;  let  me  be  better  pleased  with  your  success 
when  I  call  again  this  day  week;  and  meanwhile  four 
ponnds,  if  you  please,  — as  much  more  as  you  like." 

'  Why,  I  gave  you  four  pounds  the  other  day,  beaidaa 
nx  pounds  for  clothes;  it  can't  be  gone." 

"Every  penny." 

*  Dear,  dearl  can't  yoa  maintain  yourself  anyhowt 
Can't  you  get  any  one  to  play  at  cardsl  Four  poundsl 
Why,  with  your  talent  for  whiat,  four  pounds  are  a 
capilAlI " 

'  Whom  can  I  play  with  t  Whom  can  I  herd  with  I 
— ctackamen  and  pickpockets.  Tit  me  out;  ask  me  to 
your  own  house;  invite  your  own  friends;  make  up  a 
rubber,  and  you  will  then  see  what  I  can  do  with  four 
pounds;  and  may  go  ahares  if  yon  like,  as  we  used 
to  do." 

*  Don't  talk  so  loud.  Loeely,  you  know  very  well 
that  what  you  ask  is  impossible.  I've  turned  over  a 
new  leaf." 
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"  But  I  'tb  etiU  got  joiu  haDdirritmg  on  the  old  1m1" 

"What  is  the  good  of  these  stopid  threatat  If  yon 
leally  wanted  to  do  me  a  mischief,  when  oonld  yoa  go 
to,  and  who  'd  helieve  jont " 

"  I  faney  yonr  wife  would.     I  '11  bj.     Hillo — " 

"Stop,  stop,  atop.  No  low  ben,  eii.  Ko  ■w"'l»l. 
Hold  your  tongue,  or  I  '11  aend  for  the  polioe." 

"  Do  I  Nothing  I  ahonld  like  hettei.  I  'm  tiied  out. 
I  want  to  tell  my  own  story  at  the  Old  Bailey,  and  have 
my  nrenge  upon  yon,  — upon  Damll,  upon  all.  Send 
for  the  police." 

Loeely  threw  himself  at  length  on  the  sofa— &«w 
moiocco,  with  spring  oUBhions  —  and  folded  hia  anna. 

"  You  conld  only  give  me  five  minutes,— tbey  am 
gone,  I  fear.  I  am  more  liberal.  I  give  you  your  own 
time  to  consider.  I  don't  can  if  I  stay  to  dine;  I  dare- 
say Mn.  Poole  wilt  ezense  my  dreaa." 

"Loeely,  you  aie  such  a  —  fellowl  If  I  do  give  yoa 
the  four  pounds  you  ask,  will  yoa  promise  to  shift  for 
younelf  somehow,  and  moleet  me  no  mture  I " 

"Certainly  not.  I  shall  come  once  every  week  for 
the  same  sum.     I  can't  live  upon  leas,  until  — " 

"Until  what!" 

"  TTntil  either  you  get  Vi.  Darrell  to  settle  on  me  a 
Boltahle  provision ;  or  until  yon  place  me  in  poeaaasiim 
of  my  daughter,  and  I  can  then  be  in  a  better  condition 
to  treat  with  him  myself:  for  it  I  would  make  a  claim 
on  account  of  the  girl,  I  must  produce  the  girl,  or  he 
may  say  she  is  dead.  Besides,  if  she  be  aa  pretty  aa  she 
was  when  a  child,  &e  very  aight  of  her  mig^t  move  him 
more  than  all  my  talk. " 

"  And  if  I  snoceed  in  doii^  anything  witt  Mr.  Damll, 
01  discovering  your  daughter,  yon  will  give  up  all  such 
letters  and  documents  of  mine  ae  yon  say  you  possess  t " 
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"  '  'Sa^:  I  poaeeesi '  I  hard  ahown  them  to  you  in  thiB 
pocketbook.  Dolly  Fools,  —  your  ovn  proposition  to 
rob  old  LathMn'a  mfo." 

Poole  eyed  the  book,  which  the  ruffian  took  oat  and 
tapped.  Had  the  ruffian  beea  a  slighter  man,  Poole 
voold  have  boeo  a  toaver  one.  As  it  was  he  eyed  and 
groaned.  "  Turn  againat  one's  old  oronyl  So  unhand- 
Bome }  BO  unlike  what  I  titought  yon  wen. " 

"  It  is  yon  who  would  tnin  against  me.  But  stick  to 
Darrelt,  or  find  me  my  daughter,  and  help  hei  and  me  to 
get  justice  out  of  him ;  and  you  shall  not  only  have  hack 
these  letters,  but  I'll  pay  you  handsomely,  —  hand- 
somely, Dolly  Poole.  Zoalcs,  sir;  I  am  {alien,  but  X 
am  always  a  gentleman." 

Thefewith  Losely  g&ve  a  rehement  slap  to  his  hat, 
wbiehi  craahed  by  the  stroke,  improved  hia  geneTal 
appearance  into  an  aspect  bo  ontngeously  laffish,  that, 
but  for  the  eKpression  of  his  countenance,  the  contrast 
between  the  boast  and  the  man  would  have  been  ludi- 
crouB  even  to  Mr.  Poole.  The  oounteqanoe  was  too  dark 
to  permit  laughter.  In  the  diees,  but  the  ruin  of  for- 
tune; in  the'faoe,  the  ruin  of  man. 

Poole  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  extended  four  sot- 
eroigna.  Loaely  roae  and  took  them  caieleealy.  "  This 
day  week,"  he  said, — shook  himself,  and  went  hia  way. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

Fnrii  toochM  to  the  Thres  VIgDattM  for  (ha  Book  of  BcHty. 

Weeks  poaaed,  — the  London  eeuon  ma  begmning. 
Darrell  had  decided  mthiugi  the  prestige  of  lus  poeition 
waa  imdiminiBhed,  —  in  politics,  perhaps  higher.  He 
hod  succeeded  in  leconciling  some  great  men;  he  had 
strengthened,  it  mi^t  be  saved,  a  jarring  cabinet.  In 
all  this  he  had  shown  admirable  knowledge  of  manldnd, 
and  proved  that  time  and  disoae  had  not  lessened  hia 
powers  of  perception.  In  his  matrimonial  designa, 
Darrell  seemed  more  bent  than  ever  apon  the  haloid; 
irresolute  as  ever  on  the  choice  of  a  partner.  Still  the 
choice  appeared  to  be  circumscribed  to  the  fair  three 
who  had  been  subjected  to  Colonel  Morley'a  speculative 
criticism,  —  Lady  Adelo,  Uiss  Vipont,  Flora  Vf  vyan. 
Huch  pro  and  am  might  be  said  in  respect  to  each. 
Lady  Adela  was  so  handsome  that  it  was  a  pleasure  to 
look  at  her;  and  that  is  much  when  one  sees  the  hand- 
some  bee  every  day,  —  provided  the  pleasure  does  not 
wear  off.  She  had  the  reputation  of  a  very  good  temper ; 
and  ^e  expression  of  her  countenance  confirmed  it. 
There,  panegyric  stopped;  but  detraction  did  not  com- 
mence. .  What  remained  was  ipoffensive  commonplace. 
She  had  no  salient  attribute,  and  no  ruling  passion. 
Certainly  she  would  never  have  wasted  a  thought  on 
Mr.  Darrell,  nor  have  discovered  a  single  merit  in  him. 
if  he  had  pot  been  quoted  as  a  very  rich  man  of  high 
character  in  search  of  a  wife,  and  if  her  father  hod  not 
said  to  her:  "Adela,  Ux.  Oanell  has  been  greatly  struck 
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with  your  Rppeaiance,  —  1ib  told  me  ao.  He  la  not 
young,  bat  he  is  still  a  vary  fine-looking  man,  and  yon 
are  twen^-Bereit.  T  is  a  greater  distinction  to  be  no- 
ticed hj  a  person  of  his  years  asd  position,  than  hy  a 
pack  of  sUly  young  fellows,  who  think  more  of  their  own 
pretty  faces  than  they  would  ever  do  of  yours.  If  you 
did  not  mind  a  little  disparity  of  years,  he  would  make 
you  a  happy  wife ;  and,  in  the  course  of  nature,  a  widow, 
not  too  old  to  enjoy  liberty,  and  with  a  jointure  that 
m^t  entitle  you  to  a  still  better  match." 

Darrell,  thus  put  into  Lady  Adela's  head,  he  remained 
there,  and  became  an  idie  fixe.  Viewed  in  the  light  of 
a  probable  husband,  he  was  elevated  ibto  an  "  interesting 
man."  She  wotdd  have  received  his  addresses  with 
gentle  complacency;  and  being  more  the  creature  of 
habit  than  impulse,  would,  no  donbt,  in  Uie  intimacy  of 
connubial  life,  have  blessed  him,  or  any  other  admiring 
husband,  with  a  reasonable  modicum  of  languid  affection. 
Nevertheless,  Lady  Adela  was  an  unconscious  impostor; 
for,  owing  to  a  mild  softness  of  eye  and  a  sasoeptibility 
to  Uuahes,  a  victim  ensnared  by  her  beauty  would  be 
apt  to  give  her  credit  for  a  nature  far  more  acceeeible  to 
the  romance  of  ^e  tender  passion,  than,  happily  perhaps 
for  her  own  peace  of  mind,  she  possessed;  and  might 
flatter  himself  that  be  had  produced  a  sensation  which 
gave  that  softness  to  the  eye,  and  that  damask  to  the 
blush. 

Honoria  Tipont  would  have  been  a  choice  far  more 
creditable  to  the  good  sense  of  so  mature  a  wooer.  Few 
better  specimens  of  a  yonng  lady  brongM  up  to  become 
an  accomplished  woman  of  the  world.  She  had  suffi- 
cient instmction  to  be  the  companion  of  an  amlntious 
man,  —  solid  judgment  to  ftt  her  for  his  occasional  ad- 
viser.    She  could  preside  with  dignity  over  a  stately 
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hoosebolcl;  Teceire  with  grace  diatingaished  gaests. 
Pitted  to  admimeter  an  ample  foitnnfr,  ample  fortnne 
waa  neceeeaiy  to  the  deTelopment  of  her  excellent  qxiali- 
ties.  If  a  man  of  Darrell's  age  were  bold  enough  to  ' 
many  a  f oui^  vife,  a  safer  wife  amongst  the  yonng 
ladiea  of  London  he  could  scarcely  find ;  for,  though 
Honoria  was  only  three-and-twenty,  she  was  as  staid,  as 
sensible,  and  as  remote  from  all  girliah  frivolities,  as  if 
she  bad  been  eight-and-thirty.  Certainly,  had  Guy 
Darrell  been  of  her  own  years,  bis  fortune  nnirtade,  bis 
fame  to  win,  a  lawyer  residing  at  the  back  of  Holbom, 
or  a  petty  eqtiire  in  the  petty  demesnes  of  Fawley,  he 
would  have  had  no  cbarm  in  the  eyes  of  Honoria  Vi- 
pont.  Disparity  of  yean  was  in  this  case  not  hia  draw- 
back but  his  advanb^  unce  to  that  disparity  Darrell 
owed  the  established  name  and  tLe  eminent  station 
which  made  Honoria  think  she  elevated  her  own  self 
in  preferring  him.  It  is  but  justice  to  her  to  dlstin* 
guidi  here  between  a  woman's  veneration  for  the  attri- 
butes of  respect  which  a  man  gathers  round  him,  and 
&6  more  vulgar  sentiment  which  sinks  the  man  alto- 
gether, except  as  the  necessary  fixture  to  be  taken  in  with 
the  general  valoation.  It  is  not  bir  to  ask  if  a  girl  who 
entertains  a  preference  for  one  of  our  toiling  stirring, 
amlntious  sex,  who  may  be  donUe  her  age  or  have  a 
snub  nose,  but  who  looks  dignified  and  imposing  on  a 
pedestal  of  state,  whether  she  would  like  him  as  much 
if  stripped  of  all  his  accesaories,  and  left  unredeemed  to 
his  baptismal  register  or  unbecoming  nose.  Just  as  well 
ask  a  girl  in  love  with  a  young  Lothario  if  she  would 
like  bjm  as  much  if  he  had  been  ugly  and  crooked.  The 
high  name  of  the  one  man  is  as  much  a  part  of  him  as 
good  looks  are  to  the  other.  Thus,  thoi^h  it  was  said 
of  Madame  de  la  Vallidre  that  she  loved  Louis  XTV. 
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for  himseU  and  not  for  his  regal  giandenr,  ie  tiiere  a 
voman  in  &b  world,  however  disinterested,  who  be- 
lieves that  Madame  de  la  Yalli&re  would  have  liked 
Louis  XIV.  as  musli  if  Lonia  XIV.  had  been  Mr.  John 
Joneel  Honoria  would  not  have  bestowed  her  hand 
on  a  brainless,  worthless  nobleman,  whatever  his  rank 
or  wealth.  She  was  above  that  sort  of  ambition;  bat 
neither  would  she  have  married  the  beat-looking  and 
wt^hiest  John  Jooea  who  ever  bore  that  British  ap- 
pellation, if  he  had  not  occupied  the  social  position 
which  biou^t  the  merits  of  a  J<mee  wittiin  range  of  the 
ejeglasB  of  a  Vipont. 

Many  girls  in  tta  nurseiy  say  to  their  juvenile  confi- 
dants, "I  will  only  many  the  man  I  love."  Honoria 
had  ever  said,  "  I  will  only  marry  the  man  I  respect. " 
Thus  it  was  her  respeot  for  Guy  Darrell  that  made  her 
htmor  him  by  her  preference.  She  appreciated  his  in- 
tellect, —  she  fell  in  love  with  the  reputation  which  the 
intellect  had  acquired.  And  Darrell  might  certainly 
choose  worse.  His  cool  reason  inclined  him  much  to 
Honoria.  When  Alban  Morley  argued  in  her  favor,  he 
had  no  escape  from  acquiescence,  except  in  the  tuns 
and  doubles  of  hie  ironical  humor.  But  his  heart  was  a 
rebel  to  his  reason;  and,  between  you  and  me,  Honoria 
was  exactly  one  of  those  young  women  by  whom  a  man 
of  grave  yeais  ought  to  be  attracted,  and  by  whom,  some- 
how or  other,  be  never  is ;  —  I  suspect,  because  the  older 
we  grow  the  more  we  love  yonthfulness  of  character. 
When  Alcidee,  having  gone  tiuough  all  the  fatigues  of 
life,  took  a  bride  in  Olympus,  he  ought  to  have  selected 
Minerva,  hut  he  chose  Hebe. 

Will  Darrell  find  his  Hebe  in  Flora  Vyvyant  Alban 
Morley  became  more  and  more  alanaed  by  that  appre- 
hension.    He  was  shrewd  enough  to  recognize  in  her 
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the  ^1  of  all  othBTB  formed  to  gUd  the  eye  and  plagw 
the  heart  of  a  giave  and  reTerend  aei^naut.  And  it 
might  well  not  on^  flatter  the  vaoi^,  but  beguile  the 
judgment  of  a  man  who  feared  his  hand  would  be  ac- 
cepted only  for  the  sake  of  his  money)  that  Flora  juat 
at  Uiia  moment  refused  the  greatest  match  in  the  kiag- 
dom,  young  Lord  Yipont^  eon  of  Uie  new  'Etxl  of  Mont- 
fort^  —  a  young  man  of  good  sense,  high  character,  well- 
looking  aa  men  go,  heir  to  estates  almost  royali — a 
young  man  whom  no  girl  on  eartb  is  justified  in  refuaingv 
But  would  the  whimsical  cieatuT«  accept  Darrelll  Was 
she  not  merely  making  sport  of  him,  and  if,  caught  by 
her  arts,  he,  sage  and  elder,  solemnly  offomd  homage 
and  hand  to  that  beUe  dddaignauae  who  had  just  dqomed 
to  despair  a  comely  young  magnate  with  fire  times  his 
fortime,  would  she  not  haoten  to  make  him  the  ridicule 
(£  London. 

Darrell  had  perhaps  his  secret  reasons  for  thinking 
otherwise,  but  he  did  not  confide  them  even  to  Alban 
Horley.  This  much  only  will  the  narrator,  mare  can- 
did, say  to  the  reader,  —  if  out  of  the  three  whom  his 
thoughts  fluttered  round,  Guy  Darrell  wished  to  select 
the  one  who  would  love  him  beet,  —  bve  him  with  the 
whole,  &eah  unreasoning  heart  of  a  girl  whose  childish 
frowardness  sprai^  from  childlike  innocence,  let  him 
daie  the  hazard  of  refusal  and  of  ridicule ;  let  bim  my 
to  Flora  Vyvyon,  in  the  pathos  of  his  sweet,  deep  voice, 
"  Come,  and  be  the  spoiled  darling  of  my  gladdened  age ; 
let  my  life,  ere  it  sink  into  night,  be  rejoiced  by  the 
bloom  and  fresh  breeee  of  the  morning. " 

But  to  say  it  he  must  wish  it ;  he  himself  must  love, 
—  love  with  all  the  lavish  indulgence ;  all  the  knightiy 
tmdemeas;  all  the  grat«ful  sympathizing  joy  in  the  youth 
of  the  beloved,  when  youth  for  the  lover  is  no  more, 
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which.  al<me  ess  lealiie  vhat  we  sometmies  see,  though 
loth  to  own  it^  —  congenial  unions  with  uneqn&l  years. 
If  Darrell  feel  not  that  loTe,  woe  to  him,  —  woe  and 
thrice  Bhame  if  he  allure  to  his  hearth  one  who  might  in- 
deed be  a  Hebe  to  the  spouse  who  gave  up  to  her  his 
whole  heart  in  return  for  here;  hut  to  the  Bpoiise  who 
had  no  heart  to  give,  or  gave  but  the  ohips  of  it,  tiie 
Hebe  indignant  would  be  wone  than  Erinnys  I 

All  things  considered,  then,  thej  who  wish  well  to 
Gny  Danell  must  rai^e  with  Alban  Morley  in  faror 
of  Miss  Honoria  Yipont.  She,  proflerit^  affectionate 
respect, — Darrell  responding  by  rational  esteem.  So, 
perhaps,  Darrell  himself  thought;  for  whenever  Miss 
Vipont  was  named,  he  became  more  taciturn,  more  ab- 
sorbed in  reflection,  and  sighed  heavily,  like  a  man  who 
slowly  mokes  up  his  mind  to  a  decisiou,  wise,  but  not 
tempting. 
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CHAPTEB  Vn. 

rinHliihm  madi  erf  that  ialomaHoa  which  th«  wiiHt  mm  in  tha 
woiU  cooU  not  give,  but  which  tbe  Author  can. 

"  Dabrbll,"  said  Colonel  Morley ,  "  you  remeinber  my 
nepbew  George  u  a  boy  I  He  is  now  the  rectoi  of 
HumbeTBton;  married, — a  veiy  nice  aort  of  woman; 
suite  him,  Humberston  is  a  fine  living;  but  his  tol- 
ente  aie  wasted  there.  He  preached  for  the  first  time 
in  London  last  year,  and  made  a  considerable  sensation. 
This  year  he  has  been  much  oat  of  town.  He  has  no 
church  here  as  yet.  I  hope  to  get  him  one.  Garr  is 
determined  that  he  shall  be  a  bishop.     Meanwhile  he 

preaches  at Chapel  to-morrow ;  oome  and  hear  him 

with  me,  and  then  tell  me  fmnkly,  —  is  he  eloquent  or 
not  T " 

Darrell  had  a  prejudice  against  fashionable  preachers; 
hut  to  please  Colonel  Morley  he  went  to  hear  Geoi^. 
He  was  ^reeably  surprised  by  the  pulpit  oratory  of  tbe 
young  divine.  It  had  that  rare  combination  of  impas- 
sioned earnestness,  with  subdaed  tones,  and  decorous 
gesture,  which  suite  tbe  ideal  of  ecclesiastical  eloquence 
conceived  by  an  educated  English  Churchman,  — 

"  StHog  without  iag«,  without  o'erflowing  fnll." 

Occasionally  the  old  defect  in  utterance  was  discernible : 
there  was  a  gasp  aa  for  breath,  or  a  prolonged  dwelling 
upon  certain  syllables,  which,  occurring  in  the  most  ani- 
mated passages,  and  apparently  evincing  the  preacher's 
struggle  with  emotion,  rather  served  to  heighten  the 
^mpathy  of  the  audience.     But,  for  the  most  part, 
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the  original  stanuaei  was  replaced  by  a  felicitous  pause, 
the  pause  as  of  a  thoughtful  reaaoaei  oi  a  solemn  moni- 
tor knitting  ideas,  that  came  too  quick,  into  method,  or 
chastenit^[  impulse  into  disciplined  zeal.  The  mind 
of  the  preacher,  thus  not  only  freed  from  tntmmel,  but 
armed  for  victory,  oame  fortii  with  that  power  which  it 
peculiar  to  an  original  intellect,  —  the  power  which  sng- 
geete  more  than  it  demonetrates.  He  did  not  so  much 
preach  to  his  audience  as  wind  himself  through  unex- 
pected ways  into  the  hearts  of  the  audience;  and  they 
who  heard  suddenly  found  their  heart« ,  preaching  to 
themselves.  He  took  for  his  text,  "Cast  down,  but 
not  destroyed; "  and  out  of  this  test  he  framed  a  dis- 
course fall  of  true  Gospel  tenderness,  which  seemed  to 
raise  up  comfort  as  the  saving,  against  despair  as  the 
evil,  principle  of  mortal  life.  The  congregation  was 
what  is  called"  brilliant,"  —  statesmen,  and  peers,  and 
great  authors,  and  fine  ladies;  people  whom  the  incon- 
siderate believe  to  stand  little  in  need  of  comfort,  and 
never  to  be  subjected  to  despair.  In  many  an  intent 
or  drooping  face  in  that  brilliant  congregation  might  be 
iflsd  a  very  different  tale.  But  of  all  present  there  was 
no  one  whom  the  discourse  so  moved  as  a  woman,  who, 
chancing  to  pass  that  way,  had  followed  the  throng  into 
tile  chapel,  and  with  difBculty  obtained  a  seat  at  the  far 
end;  a  woman  who  had  not  been  within  the  walls  of 
chapel  or  church  for  long  years, — a  grim  woman,  in 
iron  gray.  There  «he  sat,  onnoticsd  in  her  remote 
comer;  and  before  the  preacher  had  done,  her  face  was 
hidden  behind  her  clasped  hands,  and  she  was  weeping 
8uch,t«ars  as  she  had  not  wept  since  childhood. 

On  leaving  church,  Darrell  said,  little  more  to  the 
Colonel  than  this,  "  Your  nephew  takes  me  by  surprise. 
The  Church  wants  such  men.     He  will  have  a  grand 
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eaimi,  if  life  be  Bp«i»d  to  him."  Th«o  he  suik  into  a 
leveiy,  fttun  which  he  broke  ftbmptly:  '  Your  ue^ivw. 
iraa  at  aohool  with  my  boy.  Had  my  aoa  lived,  what 
had  been  A4*  caieert  " 

The  Colonel,  noTei  enooniaging  pusiol  satjecto,  made 
no  lejoinder. 

"  :Briiig  George  to  see  me  to^mMTow.  I  shrank  fnna 
aakii^  it  before :  I  thought  the  sight  of  him  wotild  too 
much  levive  old  aonowa ;  but  I  feel  I.  ehould  sccmtom 
mfflelf  to  face  every' memor}'.     Bring  him." 

The  next  day  the  Colonel  took  0«oige  to  Danell'a; 
but  Qeoi^ge  had  been  pre-engaged  till  late  at  noon,  and 
Barrel  waa  just  leaving  home,  and  at  his  street-door, 
when  the  uncle  and  ns^diew  came.  They  respected  his 
time  too  much  to  accept  hie  offe^  to  come  in,  hut  walked 
beaide  him  for  a  few  minutes,  as  he  bestowed  upon 
George  those  oomplrmente  which  are  sweet  to  the  ean 
of  rising  men  &om  the  lipe  of  those  who  have  risen,    .. 

*I  nmeonber  you,  Georgei  as  a  boy,"  said  Camll, 
*  and  thanked  you  then  for  good  advice  to  a  scbool- 
fellow,  who  is  lost  to  yoor  counsels  now."  He  W- 
teied  an  instant,  but  went  on  firmly,  "Yon  had  titen 
a  sti^t  defect  in  utterance,  which,  I  understand,  from 
your  uncle,  increased  as  yon  grew  older;  so  that  X  never 
anticipated  fot  yon  the  fame  that  you.  oie  achieving. 
Orator  Jit,  —  you  must  have  be«i  admirably  taught. 
In  the  masagement  of  your  voice,  in  the  excellence 
of  your  delivery,  I  see  that  yon  are  one  of  the  fenr  who 
dean  tioat  the  Divine  Word  should  not '  be '  unworthily 
ntterad.  The  debater  on  beer  bills  may  be  excused  /from 
studying  the  orator's  efEscts;  but  all  that  6aioM6,  dig^ 
nify,  adorn, make  the  becoming  stndiea  cd  Mm  who 
atrives  by  eloquence  to  pe^le  heaven;  whose  taiA  it 
is  to  adjure  the  thpi^htleaa,  animate  the  languid,  soften 
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&B  callom,  hnmblft  the  proud,  alum  the  guilty,  comfort 
the  MRowful ,  call  back  to  the  fold  the  lost.  Is  the  cnl' 
tore  to  be  slOTenly  where  the  glebe  ia  so  fertile  T  The 
only  field  left  in  modem  times  for  the  ancient  oia- 
toHB  BuUime  conoeptions,  but  laborious  training,  is  tlie 
preacher's.  And  I  otm,  G«otge,  that  I  envy  the  maa- 
teiB  who  skilled  to  the  preacher's  art  an  intellect  like 
youM." 

"  Masters,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  I  thought  all  Uioee 
elocntion  masteta  failed  with  yon,  Qeoi^  You  cured 
uid  taught  yourself,  did  not  youT  Not  Why,  then, 
who  was  your  teacher  t " 

George  looked  veiy  much  embarrassed,  and,  attempt- 
ing to  answer,  b^an  horribly  to  stutter. 

Danell,  oonceiring  that  a  preacher  whoee  bme  was 
not  yet  confirmed,  might  reasonably  dislike  to  confeea 
those  obligations  to  elaborate  study,  which,  if  known, 
might  detract  from  his  effect,  or  expose  him  to  ridicule, 
hastened  to  change  the  subject.  "  You  have  been  to  the 
country,  I  hear,  Qeoige;  at  your  living,  I  suppoeet  " 

*  No.  I  hare  not  been  there  very  lately ;  travelling 
about. " 

"  Hare  you  seen  Lady  Montfort  since  yonr  return  1 " 
a^ed  the  Colonel. 

"  I  only  returned  on  Saturday  night.  I  go  to  Lady 
Montfort's  at  Twickenham,  this  evening." 

"She  has  a  delightful  retreat,"  said  the  Colonel; 
"but  if  she  wish  to  avoid  admiration,  she  rikould  not 
make  the  banks  of  the  riTei  her  favorite  haunt.  X 
know  some  romantio  admirers,  who,  when  she  leappeara 
in  the  world,  may  be  rival  aspirante,  and  who  have 
much  taken  to  rowing  since  Lady  Montfort  has  retired 
to  Twidcenham.  They  catch  a  glimpse  of  her,  and 
return  to  boast  of  it.     But  they  report  that  there  is 
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ft  yming  lady  seen  walking  with  her,' — an  ezlnmelf 
pretty  one:  who  ia  ehet  People  ask  «t«, — as  if  I 
knew  eTerythiug." 

"A  Gompanion,  I  snppoee,"  said  Georgs,  mora  and 
more  confused.  "But,  pardon  me,  I  moat  leave  you 
now.     Oood-by,  uncle.     Good  day,  Mr,  Darrell." 

Darrell  did  not  seem  to  observe  Oeoi^  take  leave, 
but  walked  on,  hie  hat  over  his  brovra,  lost  in  one  (A  bis 
frequent  file  of  ahatracted  gloom, 

"  If  my  nephew  were  not  married,"  said  the  Colonel, 
"I  should  regard  his  embarrasBment  with  much  raspi- 
don,  —  embanaeaed  at  every  point,  from  hie  ttavela 
about  the  country  to  the  question  of  a  young  lady  at  ' 
Twickenham.  I  wander  who  that  yoiu^  lady  can  be, 
—  not  one  of  the  Yiponte,  or  I  should  have  heard.  Are 
there  any  young  ladies  on  the  Lyndaay  sidet — £h, 
Darrein" 

"  What  do  I  caret  —  your  head  runs  on  young  ladies," 
answered  Darrell,  with  peevish  vivacity,  as  he  Bto|!ped 
alwiiptly  at  Can  Vipont'a  door. 

"  And  your  leet  do  not  seem  to  run  from  them,"  said 
the  Colonel;  and,  with  an  ironical  salute,  walked  away, 
while  the  expanding  portals  engulfed  his  friend. 

As  he  sauntered  up  8t.  James's  Street,  nodding 
towards  the  thronged  windows  of  its  varioue  clnhs,  the 
Colonel  suddenly  encountered  Lionel,  and,  taking  the 
young  gentleman's  arm,  said,  "  If  you  are  not  very 
much  occupied,  will  you  watft«  half  an  hour  on  met  I 
am  going  homawards." 

Lionel  readily  asaeuted,  and  the  Colonel  continued, 
"Are  you  in  wai^  ol  your  cabriolet  to-day,  or  can  you 
lend  it  to  met  I  have  asked  a  Frenchman,  who  brings 
me  a  letter  of  introduction,  to  dine  at  the  nearest  restau- 
mat's  to  which  one  con  aak  a  Frenchman.     I  need  not 
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my  Hob  is  GieeBwioh;  md  if  I  took  him  i&  a  nbiiolet, 
ke  would  not  stupect  that  he  wu  taken  five  miles  ont  oS 
town," 

"  Alul  m7  dear  Colonel,  I  hare  just  aold  my 
oaliriolflt." 

"WliatI  old-b^oned  already  I  True,  it  has  been 
built  thiM  montliB.  Ferh^ie  the  hone,  too,  has  be- 
come an  antique  in  eome  other  ooUectionj  silent,  ami 
Cabriolet  and  hone  both  soldi  " 

"  Both,"  Bfdd  Lionel,  roehtlly. 

"Nothing  aoiprisea  me  that  man  can  do,"  said  the 
Colmiel;  "orl  should  be  suiprieed.  When,  acting  im 
Darrell's  general  instmotionB  for  your  outfit,  I  bought 
that  horse,  I  flattered  myself  that  I  had  chosen  veil. 
But  rare  are  good  horses,  —  rarer  still  a  good  judge  of 
Utrna;  I  suppose  I  was  oheatod,  and  the  brut«  proved  a 
screw." 

"JUbe  finest  cab-horse  in  London,  my  dear  Oolonel, 
audi  every  one  knows  how  proud  I  was  of  him.  But  I 
wanted  money ,  and  had  ootiiing  else  that  would  bring 
the  sum  I  required.  Oh,  Oolonel  Morley,  do  hear 
me! " 

"  Certainly,  I  am  not  deaf,  nor  is  St.  James's  Steaeb 
WfaAn  a  man  says,  '  I  have  ported  with  my  horse  be- 
cauM  I'wanted'  money,'  I  advise  him  to  u,y  it  in  a 
whispAr. " 

"I  have  been  imprudent,  at  least  nnlnoky,  and  I 
inust  psy  the  penalty.  A  friend  of  mine  —  that  i% 
not  exactly  a  friend,  but  an  acquaintance  —  whom  I 
see  every  day  —  oUe  of  my  own  set  —  aaked  me  to  sign 
my  name  at  Paris  to  a  bill  at  three  months'  date,  as  his 
seouRty,  H«  gave  me  his  honor  that  I  should  hear  no 
more  of  it,  —  he  would  be  sure  to  take  up  the  hill  whan 
daej'  a  man  wham  I  anppoasd  to  be  as  well  off  aa  mf 
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aelfl  Yon  will  allow  that  I  ooold  acarcely  nfii8e,-rit 
all  erente,  I  did  not.  The  bill  beoame  dne  two  diqra 
ago;  mj  friend  does  not  pay  it,  and  indeed  eaya  he  can- 
not, and  the  holder  of  the  bill  calls  on  mo.  He  waa 
very  clril,  oSbied  to  renew  it,  pioaaed  me  to  take  mj 
time,  etc. ,  faut  I  did  not  like  hia  manner :  and  aa  to  my 
friend,  I  find  that,  instead  of  being  well  ofi',  as  I  mp- 
poeed,  he  is  hard  up,  and  that  I  am  not  the  first  be  has 
got  into  the  same  scrape,  — not  intending  it,  I  am  anre. 
He  'b  really  a  very  good  fellow,  and  if  I  wanted  aeenri^, 
would  be  it  to-morrow  to  any  amount." 

"I 're  no  doubt  of  it,  —  to  any  ainountl"  said  the 
Colonel. 

"  So  I  tiiought  it  best  to  condnde  the  m^tei  at  onoe. 
I  had  saved  notiiiiig  from  my  allowance,  mnnifioent  M  , 
it  is.  I  ooold  not  have  Uie  faoe  to  aak  Mr.  Darrell  to 
remoneiate  me  for  my  own  impradenceL  I  should  not 
like  to  hortowfiom  my  motiier,  —  I  knowitwonld.be 
inconvenient  to  her.  I  sold  both  horse  and  oal^olet 
Aia  mimung.  I  had  just  been  getting  the  dieck  cashed 
when  I  met  yon.  I  intend  to  take  the  money  myaelf  to 
the  bill-holder.     I  have  juat  the  sum,  —  £200. " 

"  The  hcoeb  alone  was  worth  that,"  said  the  Colonel, 
witli  a  faint  sigh, — "  not  to  be  replaced.  Fruice  and 
BuBsia  have  the  pick  of  our  stables.  However,  jf  it 
is  sold,  it  is  sold,  —  talk  no  more  of  it  I  hate  painful 
sulgectB.  You  did  right  not  to  renew  Uie  bill,  —  it  is 
openii^;  an  account  with  Ruin;  and  though  I  avoid 
preaching  on  money  matters,  or,  indeed,  any  other 
(pieaohing  is  my  nephew's  vocation,  not  mine),  yet 
allow  me  to  extract  from  you  a  solemn  promise  never 
again  to  sign  bills,  nor  to  draw  tbem.  Be  to  your 
friend  what  yon  please,  except  aecnrity  ica  him.  Orestes 
never  asked  Fylades  to  help  him  to  borrow  at  fifty  per 
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cent.  Promiae  me,— yoni  Toid  of  honor  u  a  gentle- 
man!    Do  ;ou  hesitatet " 

"My  dear  Colonel,"  said  Lionel,  frankly,  "I  do 
hesitatfl.  I  might  promise  not  to  sign  a  money- 
tender's  hill  on  my  ovn  acount,  though  leally  I 
think  yoQ  take  raUier  an  ex^gerated  view  of  what 
ia;  after  ^1,  a  common  occurrence  —  " 

"  Do  1 1 "  aaid  the  Colonel,  meekly.  "  I  'm  eorry  to 
hear  it.  I  detest  exaggeration.  Qo  on.  Yon  might 
promiae  not  to  ruin  yourself,  but  you  object  to  prom- 
ise  not  to  help  in  the  ruin  of  your  friend." 

"That  is  exquisite  irony,  Colonel,"  aaid  Licmel, 
piqued;  "but  it  does  not  deal  with  the  diffionlty, 
which  is  aimply  this:  When  a  man  whom  you  call 
friend,  —  whom  you  Walk  with,  ride  with,  dine  with 
almost  every  day,  — saye  to  you,  *  I  am  in  immediate 
want  (^  a  few  hundreds,  —  I  don't  aak  you  to  lend 
them  to  ms,  perhaps  you  cuk't,  but  assist  me  to  bor- 
row ;  (mat  to  my  honor  that  the  debt  shall  not  fall  on 
you,'  — why,  than,  it  seems  as  if  to  refuse  the  &Tor  waa 
to  tell  the  man  you  call  friend  that  you  doubt  his  honor; 
and  though  T  havs  been  caught  once  in  that  way,  I  feel 
(hat  I  must  be  caught  Tery  often  before  I  should  have 
tiie  moral  courage  to  say  '  Nol '  Don't  aak  me,  then, 
to  promiae,  —  be  satisfied  with  my  Bsautance  that,  in 
future  at  least,  I  will  be  more  cautious,  and  if  the 
loss  fall  on  me,  why,  the  worst  that  can  happen  is  to 
do  again  what  I  do  now." 

"  Nay,  you  would  not  perhaps  have  another  horse  and 
eab  to  sell.  In  that  case,  you  would  do  the  revetse  of 
what  you  do  now,  —'  you  would  renew  the  bill ;  the  debt 
would  run  on  like  a  snowball;  in  a  year  or  two  yon 
would  owe,  not  hondreda,  but  thonaanda.  But  come 
in, — here  we  ate  at  my  door." 
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The  Colonel  entazed  his  dnwing-room.  A  mingle 
at  exquisite  neatnen  the  room  wm,  — raUiei  efiftmiiute, 
perliape,  in  its  attributes ;  but  that  was  no  mga.  of  Ihe 
Colonel's  tastes,  but  of  his  popularity-  with  the  ladiea. 
All  those  pretty  things  Tere  their  gifts.  The  tapestry 
on  (he  chairs  their  work;  the  ah^re  on  ibe  couBoles;  the 
clock  on  l^e  niantel-sheli ;  the  inkstasd,  paper-cutter, 
taper-fltand  on  the  writing-table,  -~Uieir  birtiiday  pres- 
ents. Eren  the  white,  woolly  Maltese  dog  that  sprang 
from  the  rug  to  welcome  him;  even  the  flowers  in  the 
Jardinier ;  evan  the  tasteful  cottage-piano,  and  the  very 
music-stand  beside  it;  and  the  cards-trays,  piled  high 
with  invitations,-— were  contributions  from  the  foigiv 
ing  sex  to  the  unrequiting  bachelor. 

Surveying  his  apartment  with  a  complacent  air,  th« 
Colonel  sank  into  his  easy /auteuiZ,  and  drawing  off  his 
gloves  leisniely,  said,— 

"Ko  man  has  more  friends  than  I  have,  —  never  did 
I  lose  one;  never  did  I  sign  a  bill.  Your  father  pur- 
sued a  different  polity,  —  he  signed  many  billa,  and  lost 
many  frienda." 

Lionel,  much  distresaed,  looked  down,  and  evidently 
desired  to  have  done  with  the  subject.  Not  so  the 
Colonel.  That  shrewd  man,  though  he  did  not  preach, 
had  a  way  all  his  own,  which  was  perhaps  quite  as  effec- 
tive as  any  sermcm  by  a  foehionable  layman  can  be  to  an 
impatient  youth. 

"Yes,"  resumed  the  Colons],  "it  is  the  old  stoiy. 
One  always  begins  by  being  security  to  a  friend.  The 
discredit  of  the  thing  is  familiarised  to  one's  mind  by 
the  false  show  of  generous  confidence  in  another.  Then, 
what  yon  have  done  for  a  Mend,  a  friend  should  do  for 
yon, — 'a  hundred  or  two  would  be  useful  now;  you  are 
mm  to  repay  it  in  three  months.  To  youth  the  future 
VOL.  u.  — 8 
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Be^mA  ahfe  as  the  Bank  at  Elogland,  and  distant  as  the 
peaks  of  Himalaya.  Tou  pledge  yoai  honor  that  la 
three  months  you  will  release  your  Mend.  The  three 
months  expire.  To  release  the  one  friend,  yon  catch 
hold  of  anothei;  the  bill  is  renewed,  premium  and 
interest  thrown  into  the  next  pay-day ;  soon  the  account 
multiplies,  and  with  it  the  honor  dwindles;  your  nahx 
circulates  from  hand  to  hand  on  the  hack  of  doubtful 
paper, — your  name,  which  ^  in  all  money  transactions, 
should  grow  higher  and  higher  each  year  you  live,  fall- 
ing dawn  eTOiy  month,  like  the  shares  in  a  ewindUng 
speculation.  You  begin  by  what  you  call  trusting  a 
friend,  that  is,  aiding  him  to  self-destruction, — 'buy- 
ing him  arsenic  to  clear  his  complexion;  you  end  by 
drawing  all  near  you  into  your  own  abyss,  aa  a  drown- 
ing man  would  clutch  at  his  own  brother.  Lionel 
Haughton,  the  saddest  expression  I  ever  saw  in  your 
father's  face  was  when  —  when —  But  you  shall  hear 
the  atoiy." 

"  No,  sir;  spare  me.  Since  you  so  insist  on  it,  I  will 
give  the  promise,  — it  is  enough;  and  my  fotlier —  " 

"Was  honorable  aa  you  when  he  first  signed  his 
name  to  a  friend's  bill;  and,  perhaps,  promised  to  do 
BO  no  more  as  reluctantly  as  you  do.  YoQ  had  better 
let  me  say  on;  if  I  stop  now,  you  will  foi^et  all  about 
it  by  this  day  twelvemonth:  if  I  go  on,  you  will  never 
forget.  There  are  other  examples  besides  your  father; 
I  am  about  to  name  one." 

Lionel  resigned  himself  to  the  operation,  tbrowiog 
his  handkerchief  over  his  face  as  if  he  had  taken 
chloroform. 

"When  I  was  young,"  resumed  the  Colonel,  "I 
chanced  to  make  acquaintance  with  a  man  of  infinite 
whim  and  humor;  fascinating  aa  Darrell  himself,  though 
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in  a  Tcry  diffennt  way.  We  called  him  Willy,  — you 
know  the  kind  of  man  one  calls  hy  hie  Chiistiui  nama, 
oordially  abbreviated :  that  kind  c^  man  eeems  never  to 
be  quite  grown  up;  and,  therefore,  never  rises  in  life. 
I  never  knew  a  man  called  Willy,  after  the  age  of  thirty, 
who  did  not  come  te  a  melancholy  end!  WiUy  wu  the 
natural  son  <^  a  rich,  helter-skelter,  cleverish,  maddish, 
stylish,  raffish,  four-in-hand  baronet,  by  a  celebrated 
Fnnch  actieas.  The  title  is  extinct  now,  and  bo,  I 
believe,  is  that  geniua  of  stylieh,  lafflah,  four-in-hand 
baiDDst,  —  Sir  Julian  Losely  —  " 

"Loaelyl"  echoed  Lionel. 

"  Yes ;  do  you  know  the  name  t " 

"  I  never  heard  it  till  y eeterday.  I  want  to  tell  yoQ 
what  I  did  hear  then,  —  birt  after  your  stoi; ;  go  on." 

"Sir  Julian  Losely  (Willy's  father)  lived  with  the 
Frendi  lady  as  hie  wife,  and  reared  Willy  in  his  house, 
with  as  much  pride  and  fondneaa  as  if  he  int«nded  him 
for  bis  heir.  The  poor  boy,  I  suspect,  got  but  little 
regular  education;  though,  of  course,  be  spoke  hie 
French  mother's  tongue  like  a  native;  and,  thanks 
also  perhapa  to  his  mother,  he  hod  an  extnordinary 
talent  for  mimicry  and  acting.  His  father  was  pas- 
sionately fond  of  private  theatricala,  and  WlUy  had 
early  practice  in  that  line.  I  once  saw  him  act  Falataff 
in  a  country  house,  and  I  doubt  if  Quin  could  have 
acted  it  bett«.  Well,  whan  Willy  was  etill  a  mete 
boy,  he  loat  his  mother,  the  actreas.  Sir  Julian  mar- 
ried,— had  a  legitimate  daughter,  died  intestate,  and 
the  daughter,  of  course,  had  the  personal  property,  which 
was  not  much;  the  heir-at-law  got  the  land,  and  poor 
Willy  nothing.  But  Willy  was  an  universal  favorite 
with  his  father's  old  friends,  —  wild  fellows  like  Sir 
JoUaa  himaeU:  amongst  tiism  there  were  two  ODUsiUB, 
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witik  laige  countiy-hoiuea,  aporting  men,  and  bachelora. 
They  ahand  Willy  between  them,  uid  quarrelled  which 
should  have  Uie  most  of  him.  So  he  grew  up  to  be 
man,  with  no  aettled  proriaion,  but  alwaya  weloome, 
not  only  to  the  two  couaina,  but  at  erery  bourn  in 
which,  like  Milton's  Urk, '  he  came  to  startle  the  dull 
night,'  —  &•  moot  amusing  companion;  afamoussbot; 
a  capital  horseman;  knew  tiie  ways  of  all  animals, 
fishes,  and  birds:  I  Terily  believe  he  could  have  coaxed 
a  pugnlog  to  point,  and  an  owl  to  aing.  Void  of  all 
malice,  up  to  all  fun.  Imagine  how  much  people  would 
court,  and  how  little  they  would  do  for  a  Willy  of  that 
Bort.     Do  I  bore  yout  " 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  am  greatly  interested. 

"  One  thing  a  Willy,  if  a  Willy  could  be  wise,  ought 
to  do  for  himself,  — keep  single.  A  wedded  Willy  is 
in  a  falaa  position.  My  Willy  wedded — for  love  too  — 
an  amiable  girl,  I  believe,  —  I  ne^r  saw  her;  it  was 
long  afterwards  that  I  knew  Willy,  —  but  as  poor  as 
himself.  The  friends  and  relatives  then  said, '  This  is 
Berious:  something  mtitt  be  done  for  Willy.'  It  was 
easy  to  say, '  Something  must  be  done,'  and  monatrous 
difDcull  to  do  it  While  the  relations  were  consulting, 
his  half  lister,  the  Barouet's  lawful  daughter,  died,  un- 
married; and  though  she  had  ignored  him  in  life,  left 
him  £2000.  'I  have  hit  it  now,'  cried  one  of  the 
oousina;  '  Willy  ia  fond  at  a  conntoy  life.  I  will  let 
him  have  a  farm  on  a  nominal  rent,  —  hia  £2000  will 
slock  it;  and  his  farm,  which  ia  surrounded  by  wocda, 
will  be  a  capital  hunting-meet.  As  long  as  I  live, 
Willy  sh^  be  mounted.' 

"  Willy  took  the  farm,  and  astonished  hia  friends  by 
attending  to  it.  It  was  just  beginning  to  answer  when 
hii  wife  died,  leaving  himonlyone  child, — a  boy;  and 
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h«r  death  made  him  ao  melanoholy  that,  he  conld  bo 
longer  attaud  to  hie  farm.  He  threw  it  np;  inveated 
the  proceeds  as  a  capital;  and  lived  on  the  interest  as 
a  gentleman  at  U^.  He  tjavelled  over  Emope  f<w 
some  time,  — chiefly  on  foot;  came  back,  having  tboot- 
ersd  his  spirits;  resnmed  his  old  desnltory,  piuposeleas 
life  at  different  coontry-houBea,  and  at  one  of  those 
houses  I  and  Charles  Havighton  met  him.  Here  I 
pause,  to  state  that  Will  Losely  at  that  time  impressed 
me  with  &e  idea  that  he  was  a  thoroughly  honest  "inn. 
Though  he  wss  certainly  no  formalist;  though  he  had 
lived  with  wild  sets  of  convivial  scapegraces;  though, 
out  of  sheer  high  spirits,  he  would  now  and  then  make 
conventional  Proprieties  laugh  at  their  own  long  faces, 
— yet,  I  should  have  said  that  Bayaid  himself — and 
Baysid  was  no  saint  —  could  not  have  been  more  inca- 
pable of  a  disloyal,  rascally,  shabby  action.  Nay,  in 
the  plain  matter  of  int^rity,  hii  ideas  might  be  called 
refined,  almost  Qoizotic  If  asked  to  give  or  to  laid, 
Willy's  hand  was  in  his  pocket  in  an  instant;  but 
though  thrown  among  rich  men,  —  careless  as  himself, 
— Willy  never  put  his  hand  into  their  pooketo:  never 
boirowad,  never  owed.  He  would  accept  hospitality; 
make  frank  use  of  your  table,  your  horeee,  your  d(^,-~ 
but  your  money,  nol  He  repaid  all  he  took  from  a  host 
by  rendering  himself  the  pleasontest  guest  that  host  ever 
entertained.  Poor  Willy  I  I  think  I  see  his  quaint 
smile  brimming  over  with  sly  sport)  The  sound  of  his 
voice  was  like  a  ciy  of  '  half-holiday '  in  a  sohoolraom. 
He  dishonesti  I  should  as  soon  have  suspected  the 
noonday  sun  of  being  a  dark-lantern  I  I  remembei, 
wh^  he  and  I  were  walking  home  from  wild-duck 
shooting  in  advance  of  our  companions,  a  short  oon- 
veisation  between  us  that  touched  me  greatly;   for  it 
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dioWed  th>t,  under  kU  his  levily,  them  wen  soand 
Wue  and  right  feeling.  I  aeked  him  about  his  bod, 
tiien  a  boy  at  school,  —  why,  as  it  was  the  ChrietmaB 
TBCotion,  he  had  refused  our  host's  aoggeetion  to  let  the 
lad  oome  down  them.  'Ah,'  said  he,  '  don't  fancy  that 
I  will  lead  my  son  to  grow  iqi  a  acattet-biuned  good> 
foT-nought  like  bis  fatiier.  His  society  is  the  joy  of 
my  life;  whenever  I  have  enough  in  my  pooketa  to 
affiiid  myself  that  joy,  I  go  and  bire  a  quiet  lodging 
close  by  Ms  school,  to  have  him  wiUi  me  from  Saturday 
till  Monday  all  to  myself,  —  where  he  never  hears  wild 
fellows  call  me  '  Willy,'  and  ask  me  to  mimic.  I  had 
hoped  to  baTe  spent  this  vacation,  with  him  in  that  way, 
but  his  school  bill  was  hi^r  than  usnal,  and  after  pay- 
ing it,  I  had  not  a  guinea  to  spare,  —  obliged  to  oome 
here  where  they  lodge  and  feed  me  for  nothing;  the 
boy's  uncle  on  the  mother's  side!  — req>ectable  man  in 
business  —  kindly  takes  him  home  for  the  holidays; 
but  did  not  aak  me,  because  his  wife  —  and  I  don't 
blame  her  —  thinks  I'm  too  wild  for  a  city  clerk's 
sober  honaehold.' 

"  I  aaked  Will  Losely  what  he  meant  to  do  with  his 
sou,  and  hinted  that  I  might  get  the  boy  a  comniia8i<m 
in  &B  army  without  purchase. 

" '  No, '  said  Willy ;  '  I  know  what  it  is  to  set  up  for 
a  gentleman  on  the  oapital  of  a  beggar.  It  is  to  be  a 
shattlecock  between  discontent  and  temptation.  I  would 
not  have  my  lost  wife's  son  waste  his  life  as  I  hare  dona. 
He  would  be  more  spoiled,  too,  ttian  I  have  been.  The 
handsomest  boy  you  ever  saw, —and  bold  as  a  lion. 
Once  in  that  set '  (pointing  over  his  shoulders  towards 
some'  of  our  sporting  comrades,  whose  load  laughter 
every  now  and  then  reached  our  ears), .— '  once  in  that 
set,  ha  would  never  be  out  of  it:   fit  for  noUiing.     I 
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•won  to  liis  mother  on  her  death-bed  that  I  vonld 
bring  him  up  to  sToid  my  eirora,  —  that  he  ehonld  be 
no  hangei-on  and  led-captainl  Swore  to  her  that  he 
ehonld  be  reared  aooording  to  hifl  real  etation, — the 
stotioa  of  hu  mother's  kin  (/  have  no  station);  and 
if  I  oan  but  see  him  an  honeat  Britiah  trader,  — iwpect' 
able,  upright,  equal  to  the  highest,  becanae  no  rich 
man's  dependent,  and  no  poor  man's  jeet,  — m;  ambi- 
tion wiU  be  satisfied.  And  now  yon  understand,  air, 
why  my  boy  ia  not  here.'  Yoa  would  say  a  fatbu 
who  spoke  tiine  had  a  man's  honest  staff  in  him.  Eh, 
Lionell" 
"  Yes,  and  a  troe  gentleman's  heaxt  tool  " 
"So  I  thought;  yet  I  fancied  I  knew  the  world! 
Altar  that  conTeraation,  I  quitted  our  hoet's  roof,  and 
only  once  or  twice  aftenrarde,  at  country  houses,  met 
William  Losely  again.  To  say  truth,  his  chief  pa- 
trons and  friends  were  not  exacUy  in  my  eet.  But  your 
father  ctmtinued  to  see  Willy  pretty  often.  They  took 
a  great  fancy  to  each  other.  Charlie,  you  know,  was 
jovial,  —  fond  of  private  theatricals  too;  in  ahort,  they 
became  great  allies.  Some  years  after,  as  ill-Iuok  would 
have  it,  Charles  Haughton,  while  selling  off  his  Mid- 
dlesex property,  was  in  inunadiate  want  of  £1200.  He 
could  gat  it  on  a  bill,  but  not  without  security.  His 
bills  were  already  rather  down  in  the  market,  and  he 
had  already  exhausted  moat  of  the  friends  whose  secu- 
rity wa>  eataemed  l^  accommodatois  any  better  than  his 
own.  In  an  evil  hour  he  had  learUed  that  poor  Willy 
bod  just  £1600  out  upon  mortgage;  and  the  money- 
lander,  who  was  lawyer  for  the  property  on  which  the 
mortgage  wss,  knew  it  loo.  It  was  on  the  interest  of 
tiiis  £1500  that  Willy  lived,  having  spent  the  rest  of 
his  little  capital  in  settling  his  son  as  a  clerk  in  a  fiist- 
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nts  oommercial  house.  CharleH  Haughtoa  went  down 
to  shoot  at  the  house  where  Willy  waa  a  gueet,  —  shot 
with  him;  diank  with  him;  talked  with  him;  proved 
to  him,  no  doubt,  that  long  hefore  the  three  monthe 
weie  over,  the  Middlesex  property  would  be  sold.  The 
bill  tkken  up,  Willy  might  trust  to  his  honor.  Willy 
did  trust.  Like  you,  my  dear  Lionel,  he  had  not  the 
moral  counge  to  say  '  Ko.'  Tom  father,  I  am  certain, 
meant  to  repay  him;  youi  father  never  io  cold  blood 
meant  to  defraud  any  human  being;  but  —  your  lather 
gambled  I  A  debt  of  honor  at  piquet  preceded  the  claim 
of  a  bill-discounter.  The  £1200  were  forestalled, — 
yout  fothei  was  penniless.  The  money-lender  came 
upon  Willy.  Sure  that  Charles  Haughton  would  yet 
redeem  his  promise,  Willy  renewed  t^e  bill  another 
three  months  on  usurious  terms;  those  months  over, 
he  came  to  town  to  find  your  father  hiding  between 
four  walls,  unable  to  stir  out  for  fear  of  arrest.  Willy 
had  no  option  but  to  pay  the  m<mey}  and  when  yoor 
father  knew  that  it  was  bo  paid,  and  that  the  usury  had 
swallowed  up  the  whole  of  Willy's  little  capital,  then, 
I  say,  I  saw  upon  Charles  Hanghton's  once  radiant  face 
the  saddest  expression  I  ever  saw  on  mortal  man's. 
And  sure  I  am  that  all  the  joys  your  father  ever  knew 
as  a  man  of  pleasure  were  not  worth  the  agony  and 
remorse  of  that  moment,  I  respect  your  emotion, 
Lionel,  but  you  begin  as  your  father  began;  and  if 
I  had  not  told  yon  this  story,  yon  might  have  ended 
as  your  father  ended." 

Lionel's  faoe  remained  covered,  and  it  was  only  by 
choking  gasps  that  he  int«rrapted  the  Colonel's  narra- 
tive. "  Certainly,"  resumed  Alban  Morley  in  a  reflec- 
tive tone,  —  "certainly  that  villain — I  mean  William 
Losely,  for  villain  he  afterwards  proved  to  be —bad 
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ttte  BveeteGt,  most  forgiving  temper!  He  iniglit  hare 
gone  about  to  his  kinemen  and  friende  denonnoii^; 
Charles  Haugbton,  and  saying  by  what  solemn  proin> 
isea  he  had  been  undone.  But  no!  such  a  story  just  at 
that  moment  voold  have  crashed  Charles  Hanghton's 
last  chance  of  ever  holding  up  his  head  again;  and 
Charles  told  me  (for  it  was  through  Charles  that  I 
knew  the  tale)  that  Willy's  parting  words  to  him  were, 
'  Do  not  fret,  Charlie,  —  after  all ,  my  boy  is  now  settled 
in  life,  and  I  am  a  cat  with  nine  lives,  and  should  fall 
on  my  legs  if  thrown  out  of  a  garret  window.  Don't 
fiet.'  So  he  kept  the  secret,  and  told  the  money- 
lender to  hold  his  tongue.  Poor  Willy!  I  never 
asked  a  rich  frisnd  to  land  me  money  but  once  in  my 
life.  It  was  then.  I  went  to  Gruy  Darrell,  who  was  in 
full  practice,  and  said  to  him,  '  Lend  me  one  thousand 
pounds.  I  may  never  repay  you. '  '  Five  thousand 
pounds  if  you  like  it,'  said  he.  'One  will  do.'  I 
took  the  money,  and  sent  it  to  Willy.  Alas!  he  re- 
turned it,  writing  word  that  *  Providence  had  been  very 
kind  to  him;  he  had  just  been  appointed  to  a  capital 
place,  witb  a  magnificent  salary.  The  cat  had  &llen 
on  its  legs.'  He  bade  me  comfort  Haughton  with  that 
news.  The  money  went  back  into  Darrell's  pocket, 
and  perhaps  wandered  thence  to  Charles  Hanghton's 
creditors.  Now  for  the  appointment.  At  the  country 
house  to  which  Willy  had  returned  destitate,  be  had 
met  a  stranger  (no  relation),  who  said  to  him,  'You 
live  with  these  people,  shoot  their  game,  break  in  their 
horses,  see  to  their  farms,  —  and  they  give  you  nothingi 
You  are  no  longer  very  young,  — you  should  lay  by  your 
little  income,  and  add  to  it.  Live  with  me,  and  I  will 
give  you  £300  a  year.  I  am  parting  with  my  steward, 
— take  his  place,  but  be  my  friend.'    William  Losely 
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of  ooune  dosed  with  the  proposition.  This  gentl»- 
man,  whose  name  was  Gunaton,  I  had  known  slightly 
in  f onner  times  (people  say  1  know  everybody) ,  a  soured 
Ulious,  melancholy,  indolent,  misanthropical  old  bache- 
lor. With  a  splendid  place  univeisally  admired,  and 
a  large  estote  imlTersally  envied,  he  lived  much  alone, 
rumimiting  on  the  bitterness  of  life  and  th«  noUiing* 
oess  of  worldly  blessings.  Meeting  Willy  at  the  coun- 
try-hooae  to  which,  by  some  predestined  relaxation  of 
misanthropy,  he  had  been  decoyed,  for  the  first  time  for 
years  Mr.  Gunston  was  heard  to  langh.  He  said  to  him- 
self, '  Here  is  a  man  who  actually  amnsee  me.'  William 
Losely  contrived  to  give  the  susanthrope  a  new  zest  of 
exiatencs;  and  when  he  found  that  buainess  could  be 
made  pleasant,  the  rich  man  conceived  an  interest  in  bis 
own  house,  gardens,  property.  For  the  sake  of  Wil- 
liam's merry  companionship,  be  would  even  ride  over 
his  farms,  and  actually  carried  a  gim.  Meanwhile,  the 
property,  I  am  told,  was  really  well  managed.  Aht 
that  fellow  Willy  was  a  bom  genius,  and  could  have 
managed  everybody's  affairs  except  his  own.  I  heard 
all  this  with  pleasure,  — people  say  I  hear  everything,— 
when  one  day  a  sporting  man  seizes  me  by  the  button  at 
TattersBll's  — 'Do  you  know  the  newsl  Will  Losely 
is  in  prison  on  a  charge  of  robbing  his  employer. '  " 

"BobbingI  incrediblel"  exclaimed  Lionel. 

"  My  dear  Lionel,  it  was  after  bearing  that  news  that 
I  established  as  invariable  my  grand  maxim,  ^t^  admi- 
rort,  — never  to  be  astonished  at  anything! " 

"  But  of  course  be  was  innocent! " 

"  On  the  oontraryj  he  confessed,  was  committed, 
pleaded  guilty,  and  was  transported!  People  who 
knew  Willy  said  that  Gunston  ought  to  have  de- 
clined  to  drag   him  before  a  magistiato,  or,  at  the 
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BDll»eqn«Dt  trial,  have  abstained  from  giving  evideooe 
againat  himj  titat  Willy  had  been  till  then  a  faithful 
Btewaid;  the  whole  proceede  of  the  estate  had  passed 
through  his  hands;  he  might,  in  transactions  for  tim- 
ber, have  cheated  undetected  to  twice  the  amotmt  of  ttie 
alleged  robbery ;  it  must  have  been  a  momentary  ahemu 
tion  of  reason;  the  rich  man  should  have  let  him  off. 
But  I  side  with  the  rich  man.  His  last  belief  in  his 
species  was  annihilated.  He  must  have  been  inexora- 
ble. He  could  never  be  amused,  never  be  interested 
again.  He  wai  inezoraMe  and  —  vindictive." 
"  Bat  what  were  the  facte  1  —  what  was  &a  evidence  t " 
"  Very  litUe  came  oat  on  the  trial ;  because,  in  plead- 
ing guilty,  the  oourt  had  merely  to  consider  the  evidence 
which  had  sufficed  to  commit  him.  The  trial  was 
scarcely  noticed  in  the  London  papers.  William  Losely 
was  not  like  a  man  known  about  town.  His  fame  was 
confined  to  those  who  reeorted  to  old-fashioned  country- 
houses,  chiefly  single  men,  for  the  sake  of  sport.  But 
stay.  I  felt  such  an  interest  in  the  case  that  I  made 
an  abstract,  or  prttna,  not  only  of  all  that  appeared,  but 
all  that  I  could  learn  of  its  leading  circumatanoes.  'T  is 
a  halnt  of  mine,  whenever  any  of  my  acquaintances  em- 
broil tbemselres  with  the  Grown."  The  Colonel  rose, 
onlocked  a  small  glazed  bookcase,  selected  from  the 
cotttente  a  MS.  volume,  reseated  himself,  turned  the 
pages,  found  the  place  sought,  and,  reading  &om  it^  re- 
sumed his  narrative.  "  One  evening  Mr.  Gunston  came 
to  William  Losely's  private  apartment.  Loeely  had  two 
or  Uiree  rooms  appropriated  to  himself  in  one  side  of  the 
house,  which  was  built  in  a  quadiangle  round  a  court- 
yard. When  Losely  opened  his  door  to  Mr,  Gunston's 
knock,  it  struck  Mr.  Gunaton  that  his  manner  seemed 
oonfused.     After  some  talk  on  general  aubjects,  Losely 
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8ud  that  ho  had  occasion  to  go  to  London  next  n 
for  B  few  days  on  private  buflme§8  of  his  own.  This 
annoyed  Mr.  Gunaton.  Ha  obaerred  tliat  Losely'a  ab- 
sence just  then  would  be  iQconveuient.  He  reminded 
him  that  at  tradesman,  who  lived  at  a  distance,  was  com- 
ing over  the  next  day  to  be  paid  for  a  vineiy  ho  had 
lately  erected,  and  on  Uie  chaige  for  which  there  was  a 
dispute.  Could  not  Loeely  at  least  stay  to  settle  itt 
Losely  replied  '  that  he  had  already,  by  convspoudence, 
adjusted  the  dispute,  having  ao^^ested  deductions  which 
the  trodesmaa  had  agreed  to,  and  that  Mr.  Gunaton 
would  only  have  to  give  a  check  for  the  balance,  — 
namely,  £270.*  Thereon  Mr.  Gunaton  remarked,  <U 
you  were  not  in  the  habit  of  paying  my  bills  for  me  oat 
of  what  you  receive,  you  would  know  that  I  seldom  give 
checks.  I  certainly  shall  not  give  one  now,  for  I  have 
the  money  in  the  house.'  Losely  obaerved,  'That  is  a 
bad  habit  of  youra,  keeping  large  sums  in  yooi  own 
house.  You  may  be  robbed.'  Gunston  answered,  '  Safer 
than  lodging  large  sums  in  a  country  bonk.  Countey 
banks  break.  My  grandfather  lost  £1000  by  the  &ilare 
of  a  country  bank ;  and  my  father,  therefore,  always  took 
his  paymenta  in  cash,  remitting  them  to  London  from 
time  to  tjme  as  he  went  thither  himself.  I  do  the  same, 
and  I  have  never  been  robbed  of  a  farthing  that  I  know 
of.  Who  would  rob  a  great  house  like  this,  full  of  men- 
aervanta  1 '  <  That 's  true, '  said  Losely ;  '  so  if  you  are 
sure  you  have  as  much  by  you,  you  will  pay  tJie  1»11 
and  have  done  vith  it.  I  shall  be  back  before  Sparks 
the  builder  comes  to  be  paid  for  the  new  bams  to  the 
home  farm,  — that  will  be  £600;  but  I  shall  be  taking 
money  for  timber  next  week.  He  can  be  paid  out  of 
that.' 
GwNSTON.  — '  No,    I  will  pay  Sparks^  too,  oat  of 
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what  I  hvn  ia  my  baican;  And  the  tfrnleT-merciIuuit 
can  pay  his  debt  into  my  London  banker's.'' 

L0BEI.T.  —  '  Do  you  mean  that  you  have  enough  for 
both  theae  bUIs  actually  in  tbe  bouse  t ' 

OoKBTOif .  — '  Certainly,  in  tbe  bureau  in  my  study. 
I  don't  know  how  much  I  're  got  It  may  be  £1000,  — 
it  may  be  £1700.  I  have  not  counted :  I  am  such  a  bad 
man  of  bueineBs;  but  I  am  sure  it  is  more  that  £1400.' 

"  Loaely  made  some  jocular  obaerration  to  the  effect 
that  if  Ounston  never  kept  an  account  of  what  he  bad,  he 
could  never  tell  whether  be  was  robbed,  and,  Ihenfon^ 
nerer  would  he  robbed ;  since,  according  to  Othello, 

'  He  that  ia  robbed,  not  wanting  what  ia  stolen, 
Let  htm  not  know  it,  and  he '»  not  robbed  at  alL' 

After  Qiat,  Loaely  became  absent  in  maimer,  and  seemed 
impalaent  to  get  rid  of  Hr.  Gunston,  hinting  that  hA 
had  the  labor  book  to  look  over,  and  some  orders  to  write 
out  for  the  bstlifi^  and  that  he  should  start  early  the 
next  morning." 

Here  the  Colonel  looked  up  from  hie  MS.,  and  said 
episodically,  "Perhaps  you  will  fancy  that  these  dia- 
Ic^es  are  invented  by  me  after  the  fashion  of  tbe  ancient 
historians  1  Not  so.  I  give  you  tbe  report  of  what 
passed,  as  Chmston  repeated  it  vviiMxHm ;  and  I  suspeot 
that  his  memory  was  pretty  accurate.  Well  [here  Alban 
returned  to  his  MS.],  Gunston  left  Willy,  and  went  into 
his  own  study,  where  he  took  tea  by  himself.  When 
his  valet  brought  it  in,  he  told  the  man  that  Mr.  Losely 
was  going  to  town  e«rly  the  next  morning,  and  ordered 
the  servant  to  see  himself  that  coffee  was  served  to  Mr. 
Losely  before  he  went.  The  servant  observed  ■  that 
Mr.  Losely  bad  seemed  much  out  of  sorts  lately,  and 
ihat  it  was  perhaps  some  unpleaeant  afiair  connected  with 


.y  Google 


9!^  WHAT  WILL  HE  DO   WITH  IT  ? 

ttie  gentleman  who  had  oome  to  see  him  two  days  befoie,' 
OunBton  had  not  heard  of  such  a  visit.  Loaelf  had  not 
muitionecl  jt.  When  the  Bervaat  retired,  Guoston, 
thinking  over  Losely'e  quotatitot  respecting  his  money, 
resolved  to  ascertain  what  he  had  in  his  bureau.  He 
opened  it,  examined  the  drawers,  and  found,  stowed 
away  in  different  places  at  different  times,  a  laiger  sum 
than  he  had  auppoaed,  — gold  and  notes  to  the  amount 
of  £1976,  of  which  nearly  £300  were  in  sovereigns.  He 
smoothed  the  notes  carefully;  and,  for  want  of  oUier 
occupation,  and  wlQi  the  view  of  showing  Loeely  that 
he  could  profit  by  a  faint,  he  entered  Uie  numbers  of  tha 
notes  in  his  pocket-boolc,  placed  them  altogeUier  in  one 
drawer  with  the  gold,  relocked  his  bureau,  and  went 
ahortly  afterwards  to  bed.  The  next  day  (Losely  having 
gone  in  the  morning)  the  tradesman  come  to  be  paid  for 
the  vinery.  Gunston  went  to  his  bureau,  took  out  his 
not«s,  and  found  £2fi0  were  gone.  He  could  hardly 
believe  his  senses.  Had  he  made  a  mistake  in  counting! 
'So.  There  was  his  pocket-book,  the  missing  notes  en- 
tered duly  therein.  Then  he  recounted  the  eovereigne; 
112  were  gone  of  them,  —  nearly  £400  in  all  thus  ab- 
atmcted.  He  refused  at  first  to  admit  suspicion  of 
Loeely;  bat,  on  interrogating  his  servants,  the  valet 
deposed  that  he  was  disturbed  about  two  o'clock  in  the 
morning  1^  the  bark  of  the  housedog,  which  was  let 
loose  of  a  night  within  the  front  courtyard  of  the  house, 
Kot  apprehending  robben,  but  fearing  the  dog  might 
also  disturb  his  master,  he  got  out  of  his  window  (being 
on  the  ground  floor)  to  pacify  the  animal;  that  he  then 
saw,  in  tile  opposite  angle  of  the  building,  a  light  moving 
along  the  easement  of  the  passage  between  Losely's  roonu 
aad  Mr.  Gunston's  study.  Surprised  at  this,  at  such 
an  hour,  he  approached  that  part  of  the  building,  and 
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BBW  the  light  Teiy  fointlj  through  the  chinks  in  flw 
'  ahuttero  of  the  Btudj.  The  puaage  windovs  bad  no 
ebutten,  being  old-fashioned  stone  muUknu.  He  waited 
by  the  wall  a  few  minutes,  when  Uie  light  again  le- 
appeared  in  the  passage ;  and  be  saw  a  figore  in  a  cloak, 
which,  being  in  a  peculiar  coloi,  he  recc^nized  at  ooos 
as  Loeely's,  pass  rapidly  along;  but  before  the  figure  had 
^  half  through  the  passage,  the  light  was  extinguished, 
and  the  serrant  could  see  no  more.  But  so  positive  was 
he,  from  his  recc^nition  of  the  closk,  that  the  man  was 
Ijosely,  that  he  ceased  to  feel  alarm  or  Burprise,  think- 
ing, on  reflection,  that  Losely,  sitting  up  later  ttian 
usual  to  transact  busineea  before  his  departure,  might 
have  gone  into  his  employer's  study  for  any  book  or 
paper  which  he  might  have  left  there.  The  dog  b^an 
Kti-lring  agun,  and  seemed  anxious  to  get  out  of  the 
conr^ard  to  which  he  was  confined;  but  Hm  servant 
gndually  appeased  him,  — ^"went  to  bed,  and  somewhat 
overslept  himself.  When  he  awoke,  he  hastened  to 
take  the  coffee  into  Losely's  room,  bnt  Losedy  was  gone. 
Here  there  was  another  suspidoas  circumstance.  It 
had  been  a  question  how  tiiB  bureau  had  been  opened^ 
the  key  being  safe  in  Crunston's  posseaaon,  and  thet« 
being  no  sign  of  force.  The  lock  was  one  of  thoae  rude 
old-fashioned  ones  whioh  are  very  easily  picked,  but 
to  which  a  modem  key  does  not  readily  fit.  In  the 
pessage  there  was  found  a  kaig  nail  crooked  at  the  and; 
and  tikat  nail,  Ae  superintendent  of  the  police  (who  had 
been  summoned)  had  the  wit  to  apply  to  the  lock  of  the 
bureau,  and  it  unlocked  and  is-looked  it  easily.  It  was 
dear  that  whoever  had  so  shaped  the  nul  could  not 
have  used  such  an  instrument  for  the  first  time,  and 
must  be  «  practised  picklock.  That,  one  would  suppose 
at  first,  might  exonerate  Losely ;  but  he  was  so  clever  a 
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fellov  at  all  mechanieal  contriTancea  Hut,  coupled  witli 
tiie  placo  of  finding,  the  nul  nutde  greaU;  against  him; 
and  still  mon  eo  when  aome  nails  precisely  similar  weie 
found  <m  the  chimmej-piece  of  an  inner  room  in  bis 
apartment,  a  room  between  that  in  which  he  had  received 
Qnnston  and  bis  bed-chamber,  and  used  hj  him  both  aa 
stodjr  and  workahop.  The  nails,  indeed,  whioh  were 
very  long  and  narrow,  with  a  Gothic  ornamental  head, 
were  at  once  recc^iied  by  the  carpenter  on  the  estate 
ea  having  been  made,  according  to  Loaely'B  directaoDS, 
for  a  garden  benoh  to  be  placed  in  Qmuton's  favoritfl 
walk ;  Onnston  having  remarked,  some  di^e  before,  that 
be  should  like  a  seat  there,  and  Loeely  having  under- 
taken to  make  one  from  a  design  by  Pngin.  Still  loth  to 
believe  in  Ifosely's  guilt,  Ounston  went  to  London  with 
the  police  saperiutendent,  the  valet,  and  tiie  neighbor- 
ing attorney.  They  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  Loaely: 
he  was  at  his  son's  lodgings  in  the  City,  near  the  com- 
mercial house  in  which  the  son  was  a  derk.  On  being 
told  of  the  robbery,  he  seemed  at  first  unafftotedly  ear- 
prised,  evincing  no  fear.  He  was  asked  whether  he 
bad  gone  into  the  study  about  two  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing! He  said,  <Ko)  why  should  II '  The  valet  ez- 
oLtimed,  'Butlaavyon, — I  knew  yoo  I9  that  old  gray 
cloak,  with  the  red  lining.  Why,  there  it  is  now,  — on 
that  chair  yonder.  1 11  sweu  it  is  the  same. '  Loee^ 
them  b^an  to  tremble  visibfy,  and  grew  ezta«mely  pale. 
A  question  was  nazt  put  to  him  as  to  the  nail,  but  he 
seemed  quite  stupefied,  mutt«mg,  '  Good  heavens  I  The 
cloak,  —  you  mean  to  aay  you  saw  that  cloak  t '  They 
searched  his  person,  —  fomid  on  him  some  sovereigns, 
nlvei,  and  one  bank-note  for  five  poonds.  The  number 
on  that  bank-note  corresponded  with  a  number  in  Gnn- 
ston's  pocket-book.     He  was  asked  to  aay  where  he  got 
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ttiat  fiTS-poond  note.  He  lefuaed  to  answer.  Gohston 
nid,  '  It  is  one  of  the  notes  itolen  from  me  1 '  Losely 
cried  fiercely,  '  Take  care  what  you  say.  How  do  yoa 
know  1 '  Ounston  replied,  —  *  I  took  an  account  of  the 
nmnhere  of  my  notee  on  leaving  your  room.  Here  is 
the  memorandum  in  my  pocket-book ;  a&o  — '  Losely 
looked,  and  fell  back  as  if  shot.  Losely'a  brother-in-law 
was  in  the  room  at  the  time,  and  he  ezclftimed,  'Oh, 
'WiUiaml  you  can't  be  guilty.  Yon  ore  the  hone8t«at 
fellow  in  the  world.  There  must  be  some  mistake,  gen- 
tlemen. Where  did  you  get  the  note,  William,  — 
sayt' 

"  Losely  made  no  answer,  bat  seemed  lost  in  bought 
oi  stupefocti<Hi.  '  I  will  go  for  your  son,  William,  — 
perhaps  he  may  help  to  explain.*  Losely  then  seemed 
to  wake  up.  'My  eoni  what!  would  you  expose  me 
before  my  sonl  He's  gone  into  the  country,  as  you 
know.  What  has  he  to  do  vitti  it!  I  took  the  notes 
—  there — I  have  confessed  —  Have  done  with  It^'  — 
or  words  to  that  effect. 

"Nothing  more  of  importance,"  said  the  Colonel, 
taming  over  the  leaves  of  bis  MS.,  "  except  to  account 
for  the  crime.  And  here  we  come  back  to  the  money* 
lender.  You  remember  the  valet  said  that  a  gentleman 
hod  called  on  Losely  two  days  before  the  robbery. 
This  proved  to  be  the  identical  bill-discounter  to  whom 
Losely  had  paid  away  his  fortune.  This  person  deposed 
that  Losely  had  written  to  >n'm  some  days  before,  stat- 
ing  that  he  wanted  to  borrow  two  or  three  handled 
pounds,  which  he  could  repay  by  instalments  out  of  his 
salary.  What  would  be  the  terms  ?  The  money-lender, 
having  occasion  to  be  in  the  neighborhood,  caOed  to 
discnsB  the  matter  in  person,  and  to  ask  if  Losely  could 
not  get  some  oQier  person  to  join  in  security,  —  soggest- 
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fug  hii  brothei-iu-law.  LoBelj  replied  that  it  ymi  a 
favor  he  would  nevei  ask  of  any  one ;  that  his  hrother- 
in-law  had  do  pecimiaij  means  beyond  his  salary  as  a 
senior  eleik,  and  gupposing  that  he  (Losely)  loet  his 
place,  which  he  might  any  day,  if  Gunstoa  were  dis- 
pleased with  hiiUt  —  how  then  could  he  he  sure  that  his 
debt  wonld  not  fall  on  the  secori^  t  17p<m  which  the 
moDey-leodec  lemarked  that,  the  precariouB  nature  of  his 
income  was  the  very  reason  why  a  security  was  wanted. 
And  Loeely  answered,  '  Ay;  hut  you  know  that  you  in- 
cur that  risk,  and  chaige  accordingly.  Between  you  and 
me  the  debt  and  the  hazard  are  mere  matter  of  bufdneea; 
bnt  between  me  and  my  security  it  would  he  a  matter  of 
honor.'  Finally  the  money-lendei  agreed  to  find  the  sum 
required,  though  asking  very  high  terms.  Losely  said 
he  would  consider,  and  let  him  know.  There  the  con< 
vereation  ended.  But  Gumstou  inquired  '  if  Losely  had 
ever  had  dealings  with  the  money-lender  before,  and 
for  what  purpose  it  was  likely  he  would  want  Uie 
money  now;'  and  the  money-lender  answered  'that 
probably  Ixwely  had  some  sporting  or  gaming  specula- 
tions  on  the  sly;  for  that  it  was  to  pay  a  gambling 
debt  that  be  hod  joined  Captain  Hsnghton  in  a  bill  for 
£1200. '  And  Onnshm  aft^waids  told  a  friend  of  mine 
that  this  it  was  that  decided  him  to  appear  as  a  witness 
at  the  trial ;  and  you  will  observe  ^at  if  Ounston  had 
kept  away  there  would  have  been  no  evidence  sufficient 
to  insure  conviction.  But  Gunston  considered  that  the 
man  who  could  gamble  away  his  whole  fortune  must  be 
incorrigible,  and  that  Loaely,  having  concealed  from  him 
that  be  hod  became  destitute  by  such  transactions,  must 
have  been  more  than  a  mere  security  in  a  joint  hill  witJi 
Oaptain  Haughton.  Gunston  could  never  have  under- 
tUxA  such  an  inconsistency  in  human  nature,  Quit  Uie 
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■ame  man  who  broke  open  his  Imraka  sbonld  haVe  ht- 
come  responfiible  to  Uie  amoimt  of  hie  fortime  for  a  debt 
of  which  he  had  not  ehared  the  diacredit ;  and  atill  leM 
tiiat  BQch  a  man  ahonld,  m  caee  he  had  been  ao  genei- 
013b1j  imprudent,  have  concealed  hia  loea  oat  of  delicate 
tendenieaa  for  the  character  of  the  man  to  whom  he 
owed  hia  rain.  Therefore,  in  short,  Qnnsbm  looked  on 
his  diflhoneat  steward,  not  as  a  man  tempted  1^  a  sudden 
impulse  in  some  moment  of  distress,  at  which  a  preTioaa 
life  was  belied,  but  as  a  oonfirmed  dianmnlating  aharpei, 
to  whom  public  justice  allowed  no  men^.  And  ttiua, 
Lionel,  'WiUiam  Loeely  was  prosecuted,  tried,  and  sen- 
traiced  to  seven  peals'  toansportation.  By  pleading 
guil^,  the  term  was  probably  made  shorter  Uiaa  it 
otherwiBe  would  have  been." 

Lionel  continued  too  agitated  for  words.  The  Colo- 
nel, not  seeming  to  heed  his  emotions,  again  ran  his  eye 
oret  the  MS. 

"  I  observe  here  Oiat  thete  are  some  queries  entered 
as  to  the  evidence  against  Loeely.  The  solicitor  whom, 
when  I  heard  of  his  arrest,  I  engaged  and  sent  down  to 
the  place  on  his  behalf  —  " 

"  Yondidl  Heaven  reward  ycml  "  sobbed  out  LioneL 
"But  my  father f — where  was  he  1" 

"Then?  —  in  his  grave." 

Lionel  toeathed  a  deep  dgb,  as  of  thankfulness. 

"  The  lawyer,  I  say,  —  a  sharp  fellow,  —  was  of  opin- 
ion that  if  Losely  had  refused  to  plead  gtul^,  he  could 
have  got  him  off  in  spite  rf  his  first  confeBsion,  — turned 
the  suspicion  against  some  one  else.  In  tiie  passage 
where  the  nail  was  picked  up,  there  was  a  door  into 
tiie  paA.  That  door  was  found  unbolted  in  the  inside 
the  next  morning;  a  thief  might  therefore  have  thtis 
entered,  and  passed  at  once  intg  the  stody.     Tbb  nail 
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ma  diMOTOred  close  by  that  dooi :  the  thief  might  have 
dropped  it  on  patting  out  his  light,  which,  by  the  valet's 
ooconnt,  ha  must  haVe  done,  when  he  was  near  the  door 
in  question,  and  required  the  light  no  more.  Another 
circumstance  in  Losely'e  favor:  jost  outside  tha  door, 
near  a  laurel-biish,  was  found  the  &g-eud  of  one  of  those 
small  rose-colored  wax-lights,  which  are  often  placed  in 
luoifer-match  boxes.  If  this  had  been  used  by  tiie  thief, 
it  would  seem  as  if,  extinguishing  the  light  before  he 
stepped  into  the  air,  he  very  naturally  jerked  away  tiie 
morsel  of  taper  left,  when,  in  the  next  moment,  he  was 
out  of  the  house.  But  Iiosely  would  not  have  gone  out 
of  the  house  j  nor  was  he,  nor  any  one  about  the  prem- 
ises, ever  known  to  make  use  of  that  kind  of  taper, 
which  would  rather  appertain  to  the  fashionable  fopper- 
ies  of  a  .London  dandy.  You  will  have  observed,  too, 
the  valet  had  not  seen  the  thief's  face.  His  testimony 
rested  solely  on  the  colors  of  a  cloak,  which  on  cross- 
examination  might  have  gone  for  nothing.  The  dog 
had  barked  before  the  light  was  seen.  It  was  not  the 
light  that  made  bim  bark.  He  wished  to  get  out  of  the 
courtyard ;  that  looked  as  if  there  were  some  stranger  in 
the  grounds  beyond.  Following  up  this  clew,  the  law- 
yer ascertained  that  a  strange  man  had  been  seen  in  the 
park  towards  the  grey  of  the  evening,  walking  up  in  the 
direction  of  the  house.  And  here  comes  the  strong 
point.  At  the  railway  station,  about  five  miles  from 
Mr.  Gnnston'^  a  strange  man  had  arrived  just  in  time 
to  take  bis  place  in  the  night-tiain  from  the  north 
towards  London,  stopping  th»e  at  four  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  The  station-master  remembered  the  stranger 
buying  the  ticket,  but  did  not  remark  hia  appeannce. 
The  porter  did,  however,  bo  far  notice  him  as  he  hur- 
ried into  a  first-class  carriage  that,  he  said  afterwards 
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to  the  stationsDuurter,  'Why,  ttiat  gentlenun  hu  a'gny 
oloak  just  like  Mr.  Loeely's.  If  he  had  not  bean 
thinner  and  taller,  I  shoold  have  thonght  it  waa  Mr. 
Loeely.'  Well,  Loeely  went  to  the  aame  station  the 
next  morning,  fatHng  a.n  early  train,  going  thithei  on 
foot,  with  1^  oarpet-bog  in  hia  hand;  and  both  the 
porter  and  station-inafltaT  declared  Uiat  he  had  no  cloak 
on  him  at  the  time;  and  aa  he  got  into  a  seoondrdaM 
carriage,  the  porter  even  said  to  him,  "T  ia  a  slHip 
morning,  air;  I  'm  afmid  yon  '11  be  oold.'  Forthermors^ 
aa  to  the  pnrpoee  for  whioh  Loaely  had  wished  to  bor- 
row of  the  money-lender,  his  brothar^n-law  stated  that 
Lonly's  son  had  been  extraragant,  had  contracted  debts, 
and  was  even  hiding  from  hia  crediton  in  a  connty  town« 
at  which  William  Loeely  bad  stopped  for  a  few  houia 
on  his  way  to  Londtm.  He  knew  ttie  young  man's 
emphiyer  had  written  kindly  to  Loeely  several  days  be- 
fore, lamenting  the  scm'a  eztoaTaganoe;  ijitimating  tibat 
nnleas  his  debts  were  discharged,  he  must  lose  the 
ntoation,  in  which  otherwise  he  might  aocm  riae  to  mm- 
petence,  for  &at  be  was  qnic^  and  sharp ;  and  that  it 
was  impoaaible  not  to  feel  indulgent  towards  him,  he 
was  so  lively  and  so  good-looking.  The  trader  added 
that  he  would  forbear  to  dismiss  the  young  man  as  long 
as  he  conld.  It  was  on  the  receipt  of  that  letter  that 
Losely  had  entered  into  commnnicatioa  with  the  money- 
lender, whom  he  had  oHoe  to  town  to  seek,  and  to  whose 
house  he  was  actually  going  at  the  very  hour  of  Gtm- 
ston's  arriTol.  But  why  borrow  of  the  money4ender, 
if  he  had  just  stolen  mote  money  than  he  had  any  need 
to  borrow  I 

"  The  most  '^"""'"g  fact  against  Losely,  by  the  dis- 
covery in  his  poeaeasicm  of  the  £5  noto  of  which  Mr. 
Gunston  deposed  to  have  taken  the  number,  waa  oertainly 
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hnd  to  get  overj  etU],  an  ingenious  lawyer  might  havt 
thrown  doubt  on  Gnnaton's  testimcmf,  —a  man  confem- 
edlf  BO  cateleBB  might  have  mistaken  the  nomber,  etc 
The  lawyer  went,  with  these  hints  for  defence,  to  see 
lioaely  himself  in  prison;  but  Losely  declined  his  help, 
became  Teiy  angry,  said  that  ha  would  ratlier  suffer 
death  itseU  than  haye  saspicion  transferred  to  some 
innocent  man;  and  that,  ae  to  the  cloak,  it  had  been 
inside  his  carpet-bag.  So  you  see,  bad  as  be  was,  there 
was  something  inconsistently  honorable  left  in  him  stilL 
Poor  Willy  I  he  would  not  even  subpcena  any  of  his  old 
friends  as  to  his  general  character.  But,  even  if  be  bad, 
what  could  the  court  do,  since  he  pleaded  guilty  I  And 
nowdismiss  that  entyeot;  it  b^ins  to  pain  me  extremely. 
You  were  to  speak  to  me  about  aome  one  of  the  same 
same  when  my  story  was  concluded.     What  ia  itt " 

"I  am  so  confused,"  faltered  Lionel,  still  quivering 
witii  emotitm,  "  that  I  can  scarcely  answer  you,  — 
scarcdy  recollect  myself.  But — but  —  while  you  were 
describiog  this  poor  William  Losely,  his  talent  for 
mimicry  and  acting,  I  could  not  help  thinking  that  I 
had  seen  him."  Lionel  proceeded  to  speak  of  Oentle- 
nun  Waife.     "Can  that  be  the  manT" 

Alban  shook  his  head  increduloosly.  He  thought  it 
BO  like  a  romantic  youth  to  detect  imaginary  resemblances. 

"  No, "  said  he,  "  my  dear  boy.  My  William  Losely 
could  never  become  a  atrolling-player  in  a  vill^e  fair. 
Besides,  I  have  good  reason  to  believe  that  Willy  is 
well  off;  probably  made  money  in  the  colimy  by  some 
luchy  hit:  for  when  do  you  say  you  saw  your  stroller t 
Five  years  ago  1  Well,  not  very  long  before  that  date, ' 
perhaps:  a  year  or  two,  — less  than  two  years,  I  am 
Buce,  —  this  eccentric  macal  sent  Mr.  Ouneton,  the  man 
who  had  transported  him,  £100!     Gun&ton,  yon  must 
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know,  feeling  more  than  ever  bor«d  and  hipped  when  he 
lost  Willy,  tried  to  divert  himself  hj  becoming  director 
in  some  nilway  company.  The  oompany  proved  a  hub- 
hie;  all  turned  their  indignation  on  the  one  ridi  man 
who  could  pay  where  others  cheated.  Gunston  was 
rained,  purse  and  character;  fied  to  Calais;  and  Utere, 
lees  than  seven  years  ago,  when  in  great  distress,  be 
received  from  poor  "Willy  a  kind,  affectionate,  forgiving 
letter,  and  £100.  I  have  this  from  Gnnston's  nearest 
relation,  to  whom  he  told  it,  crying  like  a  child.  Willy 
gave  no  address;  but  it  ia  clear  that  at  the  time  be 
must  have  been  too  well  off  to  turn  mountebank  at  your 
miserable  exhibition.  Poor,  dear,  rascally,  infamous, 
big-hearted  Willy, "  biirat  out  the  ColoneL  "  I  wish  to 
Heaven  he  had  only  robbed  me  t " 

*Sir,"  said  Lionel,  "rely  upon  it,  that  man  ynn 
described  never  robbed  any  one,^tis  impossible." 

"No;  very  possible  1  —  human  nature,"  said  Alban 
Moriey.  '  And,  after  all,  he  really  owed  Onnston  that 
£100.  For  out  of  the  sum  stolen,  Gunston  received 
anonymously,  even  before  the  trial,  all  ^e  missing 
notes,  minns  about  that  £100;  and  Willy,  therefore, 
owed  Gunston  the  money,  but  not,  perhaps,  that  kind, 
foTf^ving  letter.  Pass  on,  —  quick ;  the  suhject  is  worse 
than  the  goat.  You  have  heard  before  the  name  of 
Losely,  —  possibly.  There  are  many  members  of  the  old 
Baronet's  family ;  but  when  or  where  did  you  hear  it  I " 

"I  wUl  tell  you;  the  man  who  holds  the  bill  (ah, 
ttie  word  sickens  me)  reminded  me  when  he  called 
that  I  had  seen  him  at  my  mottier's  house,  — a  chance 
acquaintance  of  hen ;  professed  great  regard  for  me,  — 
great  admiration  for  Mr.  Darrell;  and  then  Burprioed 
me  by  asking  if  I  had  never  heard  Mr.  Darrell  speak 
of  Mr.  Jasper  Losely." 


.y  Google 


104  WHA.T  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  IT? 

"Jupeil"  Budttie Colonel;  "  Jaepeil  — well,  goon.* 

"  When  I  anmrerad, '  No,'  Mr.  Foole  (that  is  his  ifuue) 
shook  his  hecid,  and  mattered,  '  A  sad  affiur;  veiy  had 
buBuieM,  —  I  could  do  Mi.  D&rtell  a  great  aervice  if  he 
would  let  me; '  and  then  wont  on  talking  what  seemed 
to  me  impertiiieiit  glbberieh  about  '  family  exposuiea ' 
and  '  poTertf  making  men  desperate, '  and  '  better  com- 
promise matters;'  and  finally  wound  up  by  beting 
me,  '  if  I  loved  Mr.  I>arrell,  and  wiahed  to  guard  him 
from  very  great  annoyance  and  Buffering,  to  persuade 
him  to  give  Mr.  Foole  on  interview.'  Then  he  talked 
aboot  his  own  character  in  th«  City,  and  so  forth,  and 
entreating  me  'not  to  think  of  paying  him  till  quite 
convenient;  that  he  would  keep  the  bill  in  his  deak; 
nobody  should  know  of  it;  too  happy  to  do  me  a  favor,' 
—laid  his  cud  on  the  table,  and  went  away.  Tell  me, 
should  I  say  anything  to  Ur.  Danell  about  this^  ornott" 

"Certainly  not,  till  I  have  seen  Mr.  Poole  myself. 
Ton  have  tite  money  to  pay  him  about  yoal  Give  it 
to  me,  with  Mr.  Poole's  address;  I  will  call,  and  settle 
the  matter.  Just  ring  the  belL"  (To  the  servant,  en- 
tering) —  "  Order  my  horse  round. "  Then,  when  they 
were  again  alone,  turning  to  Lionel  abruptly,  laying  one 
hand  on  his  shoulder,  with  the  other  graapiug  his  hand 
warmly,  cordially,  "Young  man,"  said  Albm  Moilsy, 
"  I  lore  you;  1  am  interested  in  yon,  —  who  would  not 
be!  I  have  gone  through  this  story;  put  myself  po(d- 
tively  to  pain  —  which  I  hate— solely  tm  your  good. 
Yon  see  what  usury  and  money-lenders  bring  men  to. 
Lo(A  me  in  the  focel  Do  yon  feel  now  that  you  would 
hare  the  'moral  courage '  you  before  doubted  oft  Have 
joa  done  with  such  things  forever? " 

"Forever,  bo  help  me  Heaven  I  The  lesson  has  been 
cruel,  hut  I  do  thank  and  bless  you  for  it." 
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"1  knew  yoQ  would.  Mark  this!  never  treat  money 
afiira  with  levity,  —  hoitet  is  chabactbbI  Stop.  I 
hflTfl  bared  a  fiither's  fault  to  a  son.  It  was  neceaaary,  — 
or  even  in  bis  grave  those  faults  might  have  revived  in 
70a.  Now,  I  add  this :  if  Charles  Haughton,  —  like 
yon,  handsome,  high-^iritod,  favored  by  men,  spoiled 
liy  women,  —  if  Charles  Hauf^ttm,  <m  entering  life, 
could  have  seen,  in  the  mirror  I  have  held  up  to  yon, 
the  conseqaences  of  pledging  the  marrow  to  pay  for  to- 
day, Charles  Haughton  would  have  been  shocked  as 
you  are,  cored  as  yon  will  be.  Humbled  by  yonr  own 
first  error,  be  lenient  to  all  his.  Take  up  his  life  where 
I  first  knew  it:  when  bis  heart  was  loyal,  his  lips  truth- 
ful. Rase  out  the  interval;  imagine  that  he  gave  birth 
to  you  in  order  to  replace  the  leaves  of  existence  we 
thus  blot  out  and  tear  away.  lu  every  error  avoided 
say,  'Thus  the  father  warns  the  son;'  in  eveiy  honor- 
able action,  or  hard  self-«acrifioe,  say,  'Thus  the  son 
pays  a  father's  debt'" 

Idonel,  clasping  his  haiuls  together,  raised  his  eyes, 
stieaming  with  team,  as  if  uttering  inly  a  vow  to  Heaven. 
The  Colonel  bowed  his  soldier-crest  with  reli^ous  lerav- 
ence,  and  glided  from  the  room  noiselessly. 
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CHAPTER  Tin. 

Bilng  bnt  one  of  the  coniidsrate  paoMi  in  a  long  jonm^, 
clutritaU;  affoided  to  the  Reader. 

GoLOKSL  MoBLKT  found  Mr.  Poole  at  home,  jiut  m- 
tuiDMl  from  Mb  oEBcb;  he  stayed  wiUi  that  gentlemaa 
nearly  an  hour,  and  then  went  atraight  to  Darrell.  Am 
the  time  appointed  to  meet  the  French  acquaintance, 
who  depended  on  hia  hoepitalitiea  for  a  dinner,  was  now 
nearly  arrived,  Alban'e  conference  with  his  English 
friend  wae  neceasarily  brief  and  harried;  though  long 
enongh  to  confirm,  one  taat  in  Hr,  Poole's  statement, 
which  had  been  unknown  to  the  Colonel  before  that 
day,  and  the  admiasion  ot  which  infiictod  on  Guy  Dar- 
rell a  pai^  as  sliarp  as  ever  wrenched  oonfesaion  from 
the  lipe  of  a  priaoner  in  the  cells  of  the  Inquisition. 
On  returning  from  Oreenwich,  and  dapoeiting  hia 
Frenchman  in  some  melancholy  theatre,  time  enough 
for  that  resentful  foreigner  to  witness  theft  and  murder 
committed  apon  an  iqjured  countryman's  Taudarille, 
Alban  hastened  again  to  Carlton  Qaidena.  He  found 
Darrell  alone,  pacing  his  floor  to  and  fro  in  the  habit 
he  had  acquired  in  earlier  life,  perhaps  when  meditating 
some  complicated  law  case,  or  wrestling  with  himself 
against  some  secret  sorrow.  There  are  men  of  quick 
nerves  who  require  a  certain  action  of  the  body  for  the 
bettor  oomposnie  of  the  mind;  Dsirell  was  one  td 
them. 

During  these  restless  movemente,  alternated  by  abmpt ' 
pauses,  equally  inharmonious  to  the  supreme  quiet  which 
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duncterized  Us  liatenec'a  taatea  uid  habite,  the  haughty 
genUeman  dlBburdened  himself  of  at  least  one  of  Uw 
secrete  which  he  had  hitherto  goaided  from  his  euly 
friend.  Bat  aa  that  eaciet  conneds  itself  with  the  his- 
tory of  a  peison  aboat  whom  it  is  well  that  the  reader 
should  now  learn  more  than  waa  known  to  Dart«ll  him- 
eelf,  we  will  assume  oar  priTil^e  to  be  ourselves  the 
narrator,  and  at  the  ixwt  of  such  dramatic  Tivacity  as 
may  belong  to  dialogue,  but  with  the  gain  to  the  reader 
of  clearer  insight  into  those  portions  of  the  past  which 
tiie  occasion  permits  us  to  reveal, ^we  will  weave  into 
something  like  method  the  more  imperfect  and  desultory 
common  ioations  by  which  Oay  Dairell  added  to  Alban 
Morley's  distasteful  catalogue  of  painful  subjects.  The 
reader  will  allow,  perhaps,  that  we  thus  evince  a  desire 
to  gntify  his  cariosity,  when  we  state,  that  of  Arabella 
Crane,  Danell  spoke  but  in  one  brief  and  angry  sen- 
tence, and  that  not  by  the  name  in  which  the  reader  as 
yet  alone  knows  her;  and  it  is  with  the  antecedents  of 
Arabella  Crane  that  our  explanation  will   tranqniUy 
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OEAPTEB  n. 

Orim  Atabellft  daoA. 

OsCB  on  s  tdma  then  lived  a  meiclunt  samed  FoMstt, 
— ft  widower  with  three  children,  of  whom  a  daughter, 
AnibelU,  was  tpy  aome  yean  tiw  eldest.  He  was  much 
reapected,  doataed  a  waim  man,  and  a  sate;  attended 
diligentl;  to  his  tHuinesa;  suffend  no  partner,  no  fore- 
man, to  dictate  or  intermeddle ;  liked  his  oomforte,  bnt 
nude  uo  pretence  to  fashion.  His  villa  was  at  Clap- 
ham,  not  a  showy  but  a  solid  edifice,  with  lodge,  lawn, 
and  gardens  chiefiy  notable  for  what  ia  technically  called 
f^oss,— namely,  a  range  of  glass-houses  cm  the  most 
imfnoved  principles;  the  heaviest  pines,  die  earliest 
atrawberriee.  *  I  'm  no  judge  of  flowen,"  quoth  Mr. 
Fossett,  meekly.  "  Give  me  a  plain  lawn,  provided  it 
be  close  shaven.  Bat  I  say  to  my  gaidener,  '  Fcocing 
is  my  hobby, — a  encumber  with  my  fish  all  the  year 
rotmdr  "  Tet  do  not  suppose  Mr.  Foeaett  ostentatious, 
■—quite  the  reverse.  He  would  no  more  rain  himself 
for  the  sake  of  dassling  others  than  he  would  for  the 
sake  of  serving  them.  He  liked  a  warm  house,  spa- 
cious rooms,  good  living,  old  wine,  for  their  inherent 
merits.  He  oared  not  to  parade  them  to  public  envy. 
When  he  dined  alone,  or  with  a  single  favored  guest, 
the  best  Lafitte,  the  oldest  sheny  I  —  when  extending  the 
rites  of  miscellaneous  hospitality  to  neighbora,  lelations, 
or  other  slight  acquaintances,  —  for  Lafitte ,  Julian ;  and 
tot  Sherry,  Capel  Thus  not  provoking  vanity,  nor 
courting  notice,  Mr.  Fossett  waa  without  an  enemy. 
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■sd  seemed  without  a  oan.  Tormal  ven  hia  man- 
UBis,  formal  hie  houeahold,  formal  even  tlie  stoat  cob 
Uiat  boie  him  from  Cbeapside  to  Gtapham,  from  CI^- 
ham  to  Cheapride.  That  oob  could  not  eveii  prick  up 
its  ears  if  it  wished  to  ahy,  —  ita  eua  were  caopped; 
so  were  ita  mane  and  ita  tail. 

Arabella  early  gave  promise  of  beauty,  and  mora  than 
ordioary  power  of  iutelleot  and  character.  Her  father 
bestowed  on  hn  every  advantage  of  sdnoation.  She  was 
sent  to  a  select  boaiding-sehool  of  the  highest  raputa- 
tion;  the  stricteet  discipline,  the  best  maatera,  the  long- 
est bills.  At  the  age  of  seventeen  she  had  beoome  Uie 
show  pupil  of  the  seminary.  !BUends  wondered  some- 
what why  the  prim  merchant  took  such  pains  to  lavish 
on  hia  daughter  Ihe  worldly  accomplishments  which 
seemed  to  give  him  no  pleasure,  and  of  which  he 
never  spoke  with  pride.  But  certainly,  if  she  waa 
so  clever, — firet-mte  musician,  exquisite  artut,  accom- 
plished linguist,  —  *  it  was  very  nice  in  old  Fossett  to 
bear  it  so  meekly,  never  crying  her  up,  nor  showing 
her  off  to  lees  fortunate  patents;  very  nice  in  him;  good 
sense,  —  groatnessof  mind." 

"  Arabella,"  said  the  worthy  man,  one  day,  a  little 
time  after  his  eldest  daughter  had  leit  school  for  good; 

'  Arabella,"  said  he,  "  Krs.  ,"  naming  the  head 

teaoher  in  that  fiuoons  school,  "  pays  yoa  a  Tery  high 
compliment  in  a  letter  I  noeived  from  her  ttus  morn- 
ing. She  says  it  is  a  pity  you  are  not  a  poor  man's 
daughter,  —  that  you  an  so  steady  and  so  clever  that 
you  could  make  a  fortune  for  yourself  as  a  teacher. " 

Arabella  at  ihat  age  could  smile  gayly,  and  gayly  she 
smiled  at  the  notion  conveyed  in  the  cvmpliment. 

"  No  one  can  guess,"  resumed  the  bther,  twirling  his 
tiiBmbs,  and  speaking  rather  through  bis  nose,  *  the  ups 
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and  doTiiB  in  this  mortal  epliere  of  trial,  'specially  in 
the  mercantile  oommimity.  If  eTer,  when  I'm  dead 
and  gone,  adversity  should  oome  upon  yon,  you  will 
gratefully  remember  l^t  I  haTe  given  yon  the  best  of 
edncation,  and  take  care  of  your  little  brother  and  sietAi, 
who  are  both  —  stupid  1 " 

These  doleful  words  did  not  make  much  im^oeesion 
on  Arabella,  uttered  as  they  were  in  a  handsome  draw- 
ing-room, openii^  on  the  neat-shaven  lawn  it  took  three 
gaidenen  to  shave,  with  a  glittering  aide-view  of  those 
galleries  of  glass  in  which  strawberries  were  ripe  at 
Christmas,  and  cucumbers  never  failed  to  fish.  Time 
went  on.  Arabella  was  now  twenty-three, — a  very 
fine  girl,  with  a  decided  manner,  much  occupied  by 
hei  music,  her  drawing,  her  books,  and  her  bncies. 
Fancies,  —  for,  like  most  girls  with  very  active  heads 
and  idle  hearts,  she  bad  a  vogue  yearning  for  some 
excitement  beyond  the  monotonous  routine  of  a  young 
lady's  lite;  and  the  latent  force  of  her  nature  inclined 
her  to  admire  whatever  was  out  of  the  beat«n  track, 
whatever  was  wild  and  daring.  She  had  received  two 
or  three  offers  from  young  gentlemen  in  the  same  mer- 
cantile community  as  that  which  surrounded  her  father 
in  this  sphere  of  taial.  But  they  did  not  please  her; 
and  she  believed  her  father  when  he  said  that  they  only 
coiu1«d  hei  under  the  idea  that  he  would  come  down 
with  s(miething  handsome;  "Whereas,"  said  the  mer- 
chant, '  I  hope  you  will  marry  an  honest  man,  who 
will  like  you  for  yourself,  and  wait  for  your  fortune 
till  my  will  is  read.  As  King  William  says  te  his  aon, 
in  the  '  History  of  England,'  '  I  don't  meux  to  strip  till 
Igo  to  bed.'" 

One  night,  at  a  ball  in  Clapham,  Arabella  saw  the  man 
vho  was  destined  to  exeraiae  so  baleful  an  inftoenee  ant 
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to*  exiatenoe.  Jaaper  LoBely  bad  been  brouglit  to  tliu 
boll  by  a  fOimg  fellow-clerk  in  the  same  commercial 
house  as  himself;  and  then,  in  all  the  bloom  of  that 
<xms[HCUOUS  beauty,  to  which  the  miuiatun  Afabella 
had  placed  before  Mb  eyea  bo  many  yean  afterwards 
did  but  feeble  justice,  it  may  well  be  conceived  that  he 
concentred  on  himself  the  admiring  gaze  of  the  aseem* 
Uy.  Jasper  was  younger  than  Arabella;  but  what 
with  the  height  of  his  stature  and  the  self-confidenoe 
of  his  air,  be  looked  four  or  five  and  twenty.  Cer- 
tainly, in  BO  far  as  tite  dietance  from  childhood  may 
be  estimated  by  the  Iobb  of  innocence,  Jasper  might 
have  been  any  age  I  He  was  told  that  old  Foasett'a 
daughter  would  have  a  reiy  fine  fortune;  that  she  was 
a  strong-minded  young  lady,  who  governed  her  father, 
and  would  choose  for  henelf;  and  ac«ordii^ly  he  de- 
voted hinueU  to  Arabella  the  whole  of  the  evening. 
The  effect  produced  on  the  mind  of  this  ill-fitted  woman 
hj  her  da«Hng  admirer  was  as  sudden  as  it  proved  to 
be  lasting.  There  was  a  atrange  charm  in  the  very  con- 
trast between  his  rattling  audacity  and  the  bashful  for- 
malities of  the  swains  who  had  hitherto  wooed  her  as  if 
she  frightened  them.  Even  his  good  looks  fascinated 
her  less  than  that  vital  energy  and  power  about  the  law- 
leas  brute,  which  to  her  seemed  the  elements  of  heroic 
character;  though  but  the  attributes  of  riotona  spirits, 
magnificent  formation,  flattered  rani^,  and  imperiona 
egotism.  She  was  a  bird  gazing  spell-bound  on  a  gay 
young  boa-oonatrictor,  darting  from  bough  to  bough,  sun- 
ning its  brilliant  hues,  and  showii^  off  all  its  beau^, 
just  before  it  takes  the  bird  for  its  break&st. 

When  they  parted  ^t  night,  their  Intimacy  had  bo 
fur  advanced  that  arrangements  bad  been  made  for  its 
ooatinuanoe.     Arabella  had  an  instinctiVB  foreboding 
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that  her  father  wonld  be  leas  chanoed  than  hereelf 
with  Jaapec  Losely;  that  if  Jaapet  were  presented  to 
hfid,  he  wonld  possibly  foibid  her  fiuthei  acquaintance 
with  a  young  clerk,  howeTer  superb  his  ontward  appear- 
ance. She  took  the  first  talaa  stop.  She  had  a  maiden 
aunt  by  the  mother's  aide,  who  lived  in  Bloomsbuiy, 
gave  and  wont  to  small  parties,  to  which  Jasper  could 
easily  get  intxoduced.  She  arranged  to  pay  a  visit  for 
some  weeks  to  this  aunt,  who  was  then  very  civil  to 
her,  acc6|rfing  with  marked  kindness  seasonable  presents 
of  atrawbenies,  pines,  spring  chickens,  and  so  forth; 
and  ofiering  in  turn,  whenever  it  was  oonveaient,  a 
spare,  room,  and  whatever  amassment  a  round  of  email 
parties,  and  the  innocent  flirtations  incidental  thereto, 
could  bestow,  Arabella  said  nothing  to  her  father  about 
Jaq>eT  Losely,  and  to  her  aunt's  she  went.  Arabella 
saw  Jasper  very  often;  they  became  engaged  to  each 
other,  exchanged  vows  and  love-tokens,  locks  of  hair, 
etc  Jasper,  already  much  troubled  by  duns,  becaaw 
naturally  aident  to  insure  liis  felicity  and  Arabella's 
Buj^KMed  fortune.  Arabella  at  last  summoned  courage, 
qnd  spoke  to  her  father.  To  her  delighted  surprise. 
Mi..  FoSMtt,  after  some  moralizing,  more  on  the  uncer- 
tainty of  life  in  general  than  her  clandestine  proceed- 
ings in  particular,  agreed  to  see  Mr.  Jasper  Losely,  and 
asked  him  down  to  dinner.  After  dinner,  over  a  bot- 
tle of  Lafitto,  in  an  exceedin^y  plain  but  exceedingly 
weighty  silver  jog,  which  made  Jasper's  mouth  water 
(I  mean  the  jug),  Mr,  Fosaett,  commencing  with  that 
auoewhat  coarse  though  royal  saying  of  William  the 
Conqueror,  with  which  he  bad  before  edified  his  daugh- 
ter, assored  Jasper  that  he  gave  his  full  consent  to  the  ' 
young  gentleman's  nuptials  with  Arabella,  provided  Jas- 
per or  tus  relations  would  maintAjn  her  in  a  plain, 
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leapectable  way,  and  wait  for  her  fuinne  till  liia  (For- 
aett's)  will  wsa  read.  Wbat  that  fortune  would  be, 
Hr.  Fosaett  declined  eT«n  to  hiot.  Jasper  went  away 
rery  much  cooled.  Still  tba  engi^eiuent  remained  in 
force;  the  nuptials  were  tacitly  deferred.  Jasper  and 
his  relations  muntain  a  wife  I  Prepoaterona  ideal  It 
would  take  a  Clan  of  relations  and  a  Zenana  of  wives 
to  maintain  in  that  state  to  which  he  deemed  himself 
entitled  —  Jasper  himself  I  But  just  as  he  was  medi- 
tating the  possibility  of  a  compromise  with  old  Fossett, 
hy  which  he  would  rgree  to  wait  till  the  will  was  read 
for  contingent  advantages,  provided  Fossettj  in  his  turn, 
would  agree  in  the  mean  while  to  aifoid  lodging  and 
board,  with  a  trifle  for  pocket-money,  to  Azabella  and 
himself,  in  &e  Clapham  Villa,  which,  though  not  par- 
tial to  rural  scenery,  Jasper  preferred,  on  the  whole,  to 
a  second  floor  in  the  City,  —  old  Fossett  fell  ill;  took 
to  his  bed;  was  unable  to  attend  to  Ms  business;  some 
one  else  attended  to  it;  and  the  consequence  was  that 
the  house  stopped  payment,  and  was  discovered  to  have 
been  insolvent  for  the  last  ten  yearn.  Ifot  a  dieciedi- 
table  bankruptcy.  There  might  perhaps  be  seven  shil- 
lings in  the  pound  ultimately  paid,  and  not  more  than 
for^  families  irretrievably  ruined.  Old  Fossett,  safe 
in  his  bed,  bore  the  afSiction  with  philosophical  com- 
posure ;  observed  to  Arabella  that  he  had  always  warned 
hei  of  the  upe  and  downs  in  this  sphere  of  trial ;  relaxed 
again  with  pride  to  her  flist-rato  education;  commended 
again  to  her  care  Tom  and  Biddy;  and,  declaring  that 
he  died  in  charity  with  all  men,  resigned  himself  to  the 
last  slumber. 

Arabella  at  first  eoi^ht  a  refuge  with  her  maiden  aunt. 
But  that  lady,  though  not  bit  in  pocket  by  her  brotlier- 
in-law's  failuie^  was  more  vehement  against  bis  moitKay 
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tbao  hia  moat  i^jond  creditor, — not  oaljr  that  sh« 
deemed  henelf  oitjustl;  defrauded  of  the  pines,  straw- 
boiries,  and  spring  chickeni,  by  which  she  had  been 
enabled  to  give  Bmall  parties  at  small  coat,  though  with 
ample  show,  but  that  she  was  robbed  of  the  conse- 
quence she  had  hitherto  dnived  from  the  supposed 
ezpeotatiooB  of  her  niece.  In  ^ort,  her  welcome  was 
BO  hostile,  and  her  condolences  so  cutting,  that  Arabella 
quitted  her  door  with  a  solemn  determination  never 
again  to  enter  it. 

And  now  the  nobler  qualities  of  the  bankrupt's 
daughter  rose  at  once  into  play.  Left  penniless,  she 
i«9(>lved  by  her  own  exertions  to  support  and  to  rear 
her  yonsg  brother  and  sistei;  The  great  school  to 
which  she  had  been  the  ornament  willii^ly  received 
her  as  a  teacher,  until  some  more  advaotageous  place 
in  a  private  family,  and  with  a  salary  worthy  of  her 
talents  and  accomplishments,  could  be  found.  Her 
intercourse  with  Jasper  became  necessariiy  suspended. 
She  bad  the  generosity  to  write,  offering  to  release  him 
from  his  engagement.  Jasper  considered  himself  fully 
released  without  that  letter;  but  he  deemed  it  ueither 
gallant  nor  discreet  to  say  so.  Arabella  might  obtein 
a  situation  with  larger  salary  than  she  could  possibly 
need,  the  superfluities  whereof  Jasper  might  undertake 
te  invest.  Her  aunt  had  evidently  something  to  leavc^ 
though  abe  might  have  nothing  to  give.  In  fine,  Ara- 
bella, if  not  rich  enough  for  a  wife,  might  be  often  rich 
enough  for  a  friend  at  need ;  and  so  long  as  he  was 
engaged  to  her  for  life,  it  must  be  not  more  her  pleas- 
ure than  her  duty  to  assist  him  to  live.  Besides,  inde- 
pendently of  these  prudential  though  not  ardent  motives 
for  declaring  nnaltetable  fidelity  to  troth,  Jasper  at  that 
time  really  did  entertain  what  he  called  love  for  the 
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h&ndBome  yonng  woman,  —  flatteied  that  one  of  attain 
menta  so  superior  to  all  the  giila  he  bad  ever  known, 
ehonld  be  so  proud  even  leas  of  fals  affection  for  bei, 
than  her  own  aSbction  for  himself.  Thus  the  engage- 
ment lasted, — 'interviews  none,  letters  frequent.  Ara- 
bella worked  hard,  looking  to  the  future;  Jasper  worked 
as  little  as  possible,  and  was  vei;  much  bored  by  the 
present. 

Unhappily,  as  it  turned  out,  ao  great  a  aympathy,  not 
only  amongst  the  teachers,  but  amongst  her  old  school- 
fellows, was  felt  for  Arabella's  reverse;  her  chaiaoter 
for  steadiness,  as  well  as  talent,  stood  so  high,  and  there 
was  something  so  creditable  in  her  resolution  to  main- 
tain hei  orphan  brother  and  sister,  that  an  effort  was 
made  to  procure  her  a  livelihood  much  more  lucrative, 
and  more  independent  than  she  could  obtain  either  in 
a  school  or  a  family.  Why  not  take  a  small  house  of 
her  own,  live  there  with  her  fellow-orphan^  and  give 
lessons  out  by  the  hourf  Several  families  at  once 
agreed  so  to  engage  her,  and  an  income  adequate  to 
all  her  wants  was  assured.  Arabella  adopted  tiiis  plan. 
She  took  the  house;  Bridgett  Oreggs,  the  nurse  of  her 
in&nc^,  became  her  servant,  and  soon  to  that  house, 
Bt«alth)ly  in  the  shades  of  evening,  glided  Jasper 
Losely.  She  could  not  struggle  against  his  influence; 
hod  not  the  heart  to  refuse  his  visits  — he  was  so  poor, 
in  such  scrapes,  and  professed  himself  to  be  so  unhappy. 
There  now  became  some  one  else  to  toil  for,  besides  the 
little  brother  and  sister.  But  what  were  Arabella's  gains 
to  a  man  who  already  gambled}  New  afflictions  smote 
bet  A  contagious  fever  broke  out  in  the  neighborhood: 
her  little  brother  caught  it;  her  little  sister  sickened  the 
next  day,  in  leas  than  a  week  two  small  cofGns  were 
borne  from  her  door  by  the  Black  Horses, — borne  to 
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that  plot  of  mmnj  toif  in  the  pretty  mbarban  csmeteiT, 
bought  with  the  last  eamingB  made  for  the  littte  ones 
1^  the  mother-like  liater.  Motherless  lone  sorrivort 
Whatl  no  friend  on  eartb,  no  soother  but  that  direfol 
Jaaperl  Alas  I  the  truly  dangerous  Venus  is  not  that 
Eryoiua  round  whom  circle  jest  and  laughter.  Sonoir, 
and  that  sense  of  solitude  which  makes  ua  welcome  a 
footstep  as  a  child  left  in  the  haunting  dark  welcomes 
the  entrance  of  light,  weaken  the  outworks  of  female 
rirtue  mote  than  all  the  vain  levities  of  mirth,  or  the 
flatteries  which  follow  the  path  of  beauty  through  the 
crowd.     Alas,  and  alas!  let  the  tale  hnnj  onl 

Jasper  Losely  has  still  more  solemnly  sworn  to  marry 
his  adored  Arabella.  But  whent  When  they  are  rich 
enough.  She  feels  aa  if  her  spirit  was  gone,  —  as  if  she 
could  work  no  more.  She  was  no  weak,  commonplace 
girl,  whom  love  can  console  for  shame.  She  had  been 
rigidly  brought  upi  her  sense  of  female  rectitude  was 
keen;  her  remorse  was  noiseless,  but  it  was  stent. 
Haiassments  of  a  more  nilgar  nature  beset  her:  she 
had  forestalled  her  sources  of  inwme ;  she  had  con- 
tracted debts  for  Jasper's  sake, — in  Tain;  her  purse 
was  emptied,  yet  his  no  fuller.  His  creditors  pressed 
him ;  he  told  her  that  he  most  hide.  One  winter's  day 
he  thus  departed;  she  saw  him  no  more  for  a  year. 
She  heard,  a  few  days  after  he  left  her,  of  his  father's 
crime  and  committal.  Jasper  was  sent  abroad  by  his 
maternal  uncle,  at  his  father's  prayer;  sent  to  a  com- 
mercial house  in  Trance,  in  which  the  uncle  obtained 
him  a  situation.  In  fact,  the  young  man  had  been 
despatched  to  France  under  another  name,  in  order  to 
eave  him  from  the  obloquy  which  his  father  had  brought 
upon  his  own. 

Soon    came  William    Losely'a   trial   and   sentence 
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Arabella  felt  the  disgrace  acutely,  — felt  bcnr  it  would 
affect  the  audacious  insolent  Jasper;  did  not  wonder 
that  he  forbore  to  write  to  her.  She  conceiTOd  him 
bowed  by  shame,  but  she  was  buoyed  up  by  her  cos- 
Tictlan  that  they  should  meet  again.  For  good  or  for 
ill,  she  held  herself  hound  to  him  for  life.  But  mean- 
while the  debts  she  had  incurred  on  hie  account  came 
upon  her.  She  was  forced  to  dispose  of  her  house;  and 
at  this  time  Mrs.  Lyndsay,  looking  out  for  some  first- 
rate  superior  governess  for  Matilda  Darrell,  was  urged 
by  all  means  to  try  and  secure  for  that  post  Arabella 
Fossett.  The  highest  testimonials  from  the  school  at 
which  she  had  been  reared,  from  the  most  eminent  pro- 
fessional masters,  from  the  families  at  which  she  had 
recently  taught,  being  all  brought  to  bear  upon  Mr. 
Darrell,  he  authorized  Mrs.  Lyndeay  to  propose  such  a 
salaty  as  could  not  fail  to  secure  a  teacher  of  such  rare 
qualifications.  And  thus  Arabella  beoanie  gorernesa  to 
Miss  Darrell, 

There  is  a  kind  of  young  lady  of  whom  her  nearest 
relations  will  gay,  "I  can't  make  that  girl  out." 
Matilda  Darrell  was  that  kind  of  young  lady.  She 
talked  very  little;  she  moved  very  noiselessly;  she 
seemed  to  regard  herself  as  a  secret  which  she  had 
solemnly  Bwom  not  to  let  out.  She  had  been  steeped 
in  slyness  from  her  early  infancy  by  a  sly  mother.  Mrs. 
Darrell  was  a  woman  who  had  always  something  to  con- 
ceal. There  was  always  some  note  to  be  thrust  out  <^ 
sight;  some  visit  not  to  be  spoken  of;  something  or 
other  which  Matilda  was  not  on  any  acconnt  to  mantioii 
to  Papa. 

When  Mrs.  Darrell  died,  Matilda  was  bHU  a  child; 
but  she  still  continued  to  view  her  father  as  a  person 
against  whom  prudence  demanded  her  to  be  constantly 
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oa  her  goaxd.  It  was  not  that  she  mw  exact!;  a&aid 
of  Mm,  —  he  waa  vecy  ge&tle  to  her,  as  he  was  to  all 
children;  but  his  loyal  nature  was  antipathetic  to  hers. 
She  had  no  sjrmpathy  with  him.  How  confide  hei 
thoughts  to  Mm)  She  had  an  instinctive  knowledge 
that  those  thoughts  were  not  such  as  could  hannonise 
witib  Ma.  Yet,  though  taciturn,  uncaressing,  undemon- 
strative,she  appeared  mild  and  docile.  Her  reserve  wae 
ascribed  to  conetitutional  timidity.  Timid  to  a  d^ree 
she  usually  seemed;  yet  when  you  thought  you  had 
solved  the  enigma,  she  said  or  did  sometMi^  so  oooUy 
determined,  that  jou  were  forced  again  to  exclaim,  "  I 
can't  make  that  girl  outl "  She  was  not  quick  at  her 
lessons.  You  bad  settled  in  yoor  mind  that  ahe  was 
dnll,  when,  by  a  chance  remark,  you  were  startled  to 
find  that  ahe  was  very  sharp;  keenly  observant,  when 
you  had  fancied  her  fast  asleep.  She  bad  seemed,  since 
her  mother's  death,  more  fond  of  Mrs.  Lyndsay  and 
Caroline  than  of  any  other  human  beings,  —  always 
speared  sullen  or  out  of  spirits  when  they  were  absent; 
yet  she  confided  to  them  no  more  than  ahe  did  to  her 
father.  You  would  sappose  from  tUs  description  that 
Matilda  could  inspire  no  liking  in  those  with  whom  she 
lived.  Not  so;  her  very  secretivenesa  had  a  sort  of 
atteaction,  —  a  puzzle  always  createe  some  interest. 
Then  her  face,  though  neither  handsome  nor  pretty, 
had  in  it  a  treacherous  softness,  — a  subdued,  depressed 
expression.  A.  kind  observer  could  not  but  say  with  an 
indulgent  pity,  "  There  must  be  a  good  deal  of  heart  in 
that  gill,  if  one  could  but  —  make  her  out." 

She  appeared  to  take  at  once  to  Arabella,  more  thao 
ahe  had  taken  to  Mrs.  Lyndsay,  or  even  to  Caroline, 
with  whom  ahe  had  been  brought  up  aa  a  sister,  but 
who,  then  joyous  and  quick  and  innocently  fearless, — 
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with  Iw  Bonl  in  her  ejes  uid  her  heart  on  her  lips, 
—  had  no  charm  for  Matilda,  becsiuae  there  she  saw 
no  aeeret  to  penetrate,  and  her  she  had  no  object  in 
deoeiring. 

Bot  thia  stranger,  of  aocompUshmenta  ao  laie,  trf 
chantoter  so  decided,  with  a  settled  gloom  on  her  lip, 
a  gattiered  care  on  her  brow,  —  then  was  some  otm 
to  study,  and  some  one  with  whom  she  felt  a  eympa- 
thj;  for  she  detected  at  onoe  that  Arabella  was  also  a 
eeciet. 

At  first,  Arabella,  absorbed  in  her  own  lefleotiona, 
gave  to  Matilda  hut  the  mechanical  attention  which  a 
professional  teacher  bestows  on  an  ordinary  pupil.  But 
an  interest  in  Matilda  sprung  up  in  ber  toeast,  in 
proportion  as  she  conceived  a  venerating  gratitude  for 
Darrell.  He  was  aware  of  the  pomp  and  circumstance 
which  had  soRounded  her  earlier  years;  he  raspected 
the  creditable  energy  with  which  she  had  devoted  her 
talents  to  the  support  of  the  young  children  thrown 
upon  her  care;  compasaionated  her  bereavement  of  those 
little  fellow-orphana  for  whom  toil  had  been  rendered 
sweet;  and  he  strove,  by  a  kindness  of  forethought  and 
a  delicacy  of  attention,  which  were  the  mora  prized  in  a 
man  so  eminent  and  so  preoccupied,  to  make  her  forget 
ibai  she  was  a  saluied  teacher,  —  to  place  her  saliently, 
and  as  a  matter  of  conrBe,  in  the  position  of  gentle- 
woman, guest,  and  friend.  Bscognicing  in  her  a  cer- 
tain vigor  and  force  of  intellect  apart  from  her  mere 
acoomplishments,  he  would  flatter  her  scholastic  pride, 
by  referring  to  her  memoty  in  aome  question  of  read- 
ing, or  consulting  ber  judg;ment  on  some  point  of  criti- 
cal taste.  She,  in  return,  was  touched  by  his  chival- 
rous kindness  to  the  depth  of  a  nature  that,  though 
abeac^  seriously  injured  hy  its  unhqipy  contact  with 
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s  soul  like  Jasper's,  retained  that  capaoi^  of  giatitode', 
the  loss  of  which  is  hmnanitr's  last  dept»Tatioa.  "Sot 
this  alone :  Afahella  was  etartled  hj  the  intellect  and 
ohuactor  of  Darrell  into  that  kind  of  homi^  which  a 
woman,  who  has  hitherto  met  but  her  own  intellectoal 
inferiors,  rendeis  to  the  first  distinguished  persou^^e  in 
whom  she  rect^izes,  half  with  humility  and  half  with 
awe,  an  understanding  and  a  culture  to  which  her  own 
reason  is  bat  the  flimsy  glase-houee,  and  her  own  knowl- 
edge but  the  forced  exotic. 

Arabella,  thus  roused  from  her  first  listtessness,  sought 
to  requite  Darrell's  kindness  by  exerting  every  energy 
to  render  his  insipid  daughter  an  accomplished  woman. 
So  far  as  mere  ornamental  education  extends,  tits  teacher 
was  more  successful  than,  with  all  her  experience,  her 
skill,  and  her  leal,  she  had  presumed  to  antioipato. 
Matilda,  without  ear,  or  taste,  or  loye  for  music,  became 
a  very  fair  mechanical  musiiuan.  Without  one  artistic 
predisposition,  she  acbiered  the  science  of  perspectiTe; 
she  atteined  even  to  the  qiixture  of  colon,  —  she  filled 
a  portfolio  with  drawings  which  no  young  Isdy  need 
hare  been  ashamed  to  see  circling  round  a  diawing-room. 
She  carried  Matilda's  thin  mind  to  the  br&est  bound 
it  oould  have  reached  without  snappii^,  through  an 
elegant  range  of  selected  histories  and  harmless  femi- 
nine classics;  through  Gallic  dialogues;  thiongh  Tuscan 
themes;  through  Teuton  verbs, — yea,  across  the  in- 
vaded bounds  of  astonished  science  into  the  elementary 
ologiea.  And  all  this  being  done,  Matilda  Darrell  was 
exactly  the  same  creature  that  she  was  before.  In  all 
that  related  to  character,  to  inclinations,  to  heart,  even 
that  consummate  teacher  oould  give  no  intelligible  an- 
swer, when  Mrs.  Lyndsay,  in  her  softest  accente  (and 
10  accents  ever  were  softer) ,  sighed, "  Poor  dear  Motild^t 
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cm  yov  nuke  her  ont,  iSim  Foenttl"  Min  Fomett 
oould  not  make  her  out.  Bat,  after  the  moat  attentira 
study,  Miaa  Foaeett  had  inly  decided  that  there  was 
nothing  to  make  out,  —  that,  like  many  other  very  nioe 
girU,  Matilda  Dorrell  was  a  harmless  nullity,  what  yon 
call  "a  miaa;"  vhito  deal  or  willow,  to  which  Hias 
Tossett  bad  done  all  in  the  way  of  increaoing  Ite  valoa 
as  ornamental  fumiture,  when  she  bad  veneered  it  over 
with  roaewood  or  aatinwood,  enriched  its  edgea  with 
ormolu,  and  atiewed  ita  aoiface  with  nicknaoka  and 
allmma.  But  AiabelU  firmly  believed  Matilda  Danell 
to  be  a  quiet,  honeet,  good  sort  of  "  mias,"  on  the  whole, 
—  very  fond  of  her,  Arabella.  The  teacher  had  been 
several  montha  in  Darrell's  family,  when  Caroline 
Lyndaay,  who  had  been  almost  domesticated  with 
Matilda  (aharing  the  lessons  bestowed  on  the  latter, 
wbetiter  hy  Miss  Foesett  or  visiting  masters),  waa  taken 
away  hy  Mrs.-  Lyndaay  on  a  visit  to  the  old  Maichiooeaa 
of  MonUort.  Matilda,  who  was  to  oome  out  the  next 
year,  was  thus  almost  exclusively  with  Arabella,  who 
redoubled  all  her  pains  to  venear  the  white  deal,  and 
protect  with  ormolu  ite  feeble  edges,  —  so  that,  when  it 
"  came  oat,"  all  should  admire  that  thoroughly  fashion- 
able piece  of  famiture.  It  waa  the  habit  of  Misa  Fos- 
sett  and  her  pupil  to  take  a  morning  walk  in  the  quiet 
retreats  of  tiie  Qieen  Park ;  and  one  morning,  as  they 
were  thus  strolling,  nnisety  maida  and  children,  and 
elderiy  folks,  who  were  ordered  to  take  early  exercise,  un- 
dulating round  their  onsuspecting  way, —  suddenly,  right 
upon  Uteir  path  (unlooked-for  as  the  wolf  that  startled 
Horace  in  the  Sabine  wood,  but  infinitely  more  deadly 
than  that  runaway  animal),  came  Jasper  Losely!  Ara- 
bella uttered  a  faint  scream.  She  could  not  reeist  —  had 
BO  thought  cA  resiating  —  the  impulse  to  bound  forward ; 
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ky  her  hand  <m  hu  ami.  She  was  too  agitated  to  per- 
ceive  vhether  hie  predominant  feeling  was  surprise  or 
rapture.  A  few  hurried  worde  were  exchanged,  while 
ll^lda  D&rrell  gave  one  sidelong  glance  towards  the 
handsome  stianger,  and  walked  quietly  bjr  them.  On 
Itis  part,  Jasper  said  that  he  had  just  returned  to  Lon- 
doD ;  that  he  had  abandoned  forever  all  idea  ot  a  com- 
mercial life;  that  his  father's  miafortune  (he  gave  that 
gentle  appellation  to  the  incident  of  penal  ttanaporta* 
tion)  had  severed  him  from  all  former  Mends,  ties, 
habits;  that  he  had  dropped  the  name  of  Losely  for- 
ever; en(7eat«d  Arabella  not  to  betray  it, — bia  same 
now  waa  Hammond;  hia  " prospecte,"  he  said,  "fairer 
than  they  hod  ever  been."  Under  the  name  of  Ham- 
mond, BB  an  independent  graitleman,  he  had  made 
friends  mora  powerful  than  he  could  ever  have  made 
under  the  name  of  Losely  as  a  city  clerk.  He  blushed 
to  think  he  had  ever  been  a  city  clerk.  No  doubt  he 
should  get  into  some  Government  office;  and  thu,  oh, 
then,  wi&  asBured  income  and  the  certainty  to  am, 
he  might  claim  the  longed-for  hand  of  the  "  best  fd 
creatures." 

On  Arabella's  part,  she  hastily  explained  her  present 
position.  She  was  govemeas  to  Miss  Darrell,  —  that 
was  Miss  Darrell.  Arabella  must  not  leave  her  walk- 
ing on  by  herself;  she  would  write  to  him.  Addressea 
were  ezchanged;  Jasper  gavs  a  very  neat  card:  "Mr. 
Hammond,  No.  ^,  Dnke  Street,  St.  James's." 

Arabella,  with  a  beating  heart,  hastened  to  join  her 
friend.  At  the  rapid  glance  she  bad  token  of  her  per- 
fidious lover,  she  thought  him,  if  possible,  improved. 
His  dress,  always  studied,  was  more  to  the  fashion  of 
polished  society,  more  simply  correct;  his  air  more 
decided.     Altogether   he  looked  prosperous,   and   hia 
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mannfii  lud  neTer  been  more  seductive,  in  iti  mix* 
turo  of  easy  eelf-confidenoe  and  hypocritical  coaxing. 
In  fact,  Jaaper  had  not  been  long  in  the  French  com- 
mercial faonse  —  to  which  be  had  been  sent  out  of  the 
way  while  his  father's  trial  wbb  proceeding  and  the 
shame  of  it  fresh  —  before  certain  licensee  of  conduct 
had  resulted  in  his  diBmiseal.  But,  meanwhile,  be 
had  made  many  friends  amoi^t  young  men  of  hie 
own  age,  —  those  looee  wild  viveun  who,  without 
doing  anything  the  law  can  punish  as  dishonest,  con- 
trive for  a  few  fast  yean  to  live  very  showily  on  their 
wits.  In  that  etntnge  social  fermentation  which  still 
prevails  in  a  country  where  an  aristociacy  of  bir&, 
exceedingly  impoverished  and  exceedingly  numerous  so 
fat  as  the  right  to  prefix  a  i>e  to  the  name,  or  to  stamp 
a  coronet  on  the  card,  can  constitute  an  aristocrat,  is 
difiiised  amongst  an  ambitions,  adventurous,  restless, 
and  not  inelegant  young  democracy, — each  cemented 
with  the  other  by  that  fiction  of  law  called  igaliti  ;  in 
that  yet  unsettled  and  stru^ling  society  in  wiiich  so 
much  of  the  old  has  been  irre^evably  destroyed,  and 
so  little  of  the  new  has  been  solidly  conatnicted,  there 
are  much  greater  varieties,  intiniteiy  more  subtle  grades 
and  distinctions,  in  the  i^ion  of  life  which  lies  between 
respectability  and  disgrace,  than  can  be  found  in  a  coun- 
try like  ouTB.  The  French  novels  and  dramas  may  apply 
lees  a  mirror  than  a  magnifying-glass  to  the  beii^  that 
move  through  that  region.  But  still  those  French  novels 
and  dramas  do  not  unfaithfully  represent  the  classifica- 
tions of  which  they  exaggerate  the  types.  Those  strange 
combinations,  into  one  tableau,  of  students  and  grisettes; 
opera-dancers,  authors,  viscounts,  swindlers,  romantic 
Lorettea;  gamblers  oa  the  Bourse,  whose  pedigree  dates 
from  the  Crusades;  impoatora,  taking  titles  from  vil- 
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lages  in  which  their  giandairas  might  have  been  md- 
dlais,— and  if  detected,  the  detection  but  a  matter  of 
laugh;  d^oate  women  living  like  lawless  men;  men 
mokii^^  trade  out  of  lore,  like  diBsolute  women,  yet 
with  point  of  honor  eo  nice,  that,  doubt  their  truth  or 
their  courage,  and  —  pifT!  —  70a  are  in  Charon's  boat, 
—  humanity  in  every  civilized  land  may  present  single 
specimens,  more  or  leas,  answering  to  each  thoa  de- 
scribed. Bnt  where,  save  in  Fiance,  find  them  all,  if 
not  precisely  in  the  some  talotu,  yet  so  crossing  each 
other  to  and  fro  as  to  constitute  a  social  phase,  and  give 
color  to  a  literature  of  unquestionable  genius  1  And 
where,  over  orgies  bo  miscellaneously  Berycynthian, 
an  atmosphere  so  elegantly  Horatlan)  And  where 
can  coaiseness  so  vanish  into  polished  ei^reasicm  as  in 
that  diamond-like  language,  — all  terseness  and  sparkle, 
which,  OS  friendly  to  wit  in  its  airiest  prose,  as  hostile 
to  passion  in  its  torrent  or  cloud-wrack  of  poetry,  aeema 
invented  by  the  Qrooe  out  of  spite  to  the  muae  t 

Into  circles  such  as  tboae  of  which  the  dim  outline  ia 
here  ao  imperfectly  sketched,  Jasper  Loaely  niched  him- 
self, as  la  bel  Angtais.  (Pleaaont  representative  of  the 
English  nation!)  Not  that  those  circles  are  to  have  the 
sole  credit  of  his  corruption.  Xol  Justice  is  justioel 
Stand  we  up  for  our  native  landl  Le  bel  AngloM  en- 
tered those  circles  a  much  greater  knave  than  most  of 
those  whom  he  found  there.  But  there,  at  least,  he 
learned  to  set  a  yet  higher  value  on  his  youth,  and 
strength,  and  comeliness;  on  his  readiness  of  resource; 
on  the  reckless  audacity  that  browbeat  timid  and  some 
even  valiant  men;  on  the  six  feet  one  of  faultless  sym- 
metiy  that  oaptivat«d  foolish,  and  some  even  sensible 
women.  Gaming  was,  however,  his  vice  by  predilec- 
tion.    A  month  before  Aiahella  met  him,  he  had  had  a 
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ran  run  <d  luck.  On  the  atiei^(th  of  it  he  hftd  resolvdd 
to  retain  to  London,  and  (wholly  obliviouB  of  "  the  beet 
of  cnatons  "  till  she  bad  Qiua  startled  him)  hunt  out 
and  swoop  off  with  an  heiieaa.  Three  Fienoh  friends 
accompanied  him.  Each  had  the  aune  olgect.  Baoh 
believed  that  London  swarmed  wi&  heirooBoo.  Tbey 
wen  all  thiee  fine-looking  men.  One  was  a  Goaat,-~ 
at  least  he  said  so.  Sut  proud  of  his  lank  I  —  not  a  bit 
of  it:  all  for  liberty  (no  man  more  likelj  to  lose  it),  — 
all  for  fratemily  (no  man  70U  would  leas  lore  as  a 
brother).  And  aa  for  igaUti  I  —  the  son  of  a  ahosmaker 
who  was  Aomms  de  lettrei,  and  wrote  in  a  joamal,  in- 
serted a  jest  on  tbs  Connt'a  countahip.  "  AH  men  are 
equal  before  the  pistol,"  said  the  Connt;  and  knowii^ 
that  in  tiiat  leapect  he  waa  equal  to  moat,  having  [oac- 
tised  at  poupiea  from  the  age  of  foorteeu,  he  called 
ont  the  son  of  Crispin  and  ahot  him  through  the  lunga. 
Another  of  Jasper's  travelling  friends  waa  an  trnfant 
d'K  pauple,  —  boasted  that  he  was  a  foundling.  He  made 
veraes  of  logubrioos  stosin,  and  taught  Jasper  how  to 
shuffle  at  wbist.  The  third,  like  Jasper,  had  been  de* 
signed  for  ttade;  and,  like  Jasper,  he  had  a  aonl  above 
it  In  politics  ha  was  a  Communist  —  in  talk  a  philan- 
tiuopist  He  waa  the  cleverest  roan  of  them  all  and  is 
now  at  the  galleys.  The  fate  of  his  two  compatriota— 
more  obscure  —  it  is  not  my  duty  to  discover.  In  tliat 
peculiar  walk  of  life  Jasper  is  as  much  as  I  con  poasiblj 
manage. 

It  need  not  be  said  that  Jasper  caiefully  abstained 
from  reminding  hia  old  city  frienda  of  hia  existence. 
It  was  his  object  and  his  hope  to  drop  all  identity  with 
that  son  of  a  convict  who  had  been  sent  out  of  the  way 
to  escape  humiliation.  In  this  resolve  he  was  tiie  more 
ccmfirmed  because  he  had  no  old  city  friends  oat  of 
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trhom  8nythiI^;  could  be  well  got.  His  poor  UBcle,  who 
alone  of  his  relationa  in  Elnglaiid  had  been  privy  to  his 
dlBDge  of  name,  was  dead;  bis  and  baatened  hy  grief  for 
William  Loeelj's  di^jiace,  and  tbe  bad  leporta  be  had 
receiTed  from  Fmnce  of  the  oonduct  of  William  Loaely's 
Bon.  That  ancle  bad  left,  in  circumstances  too  atnitened 
to  admit  the  waste  of  a  shilling,  a  widow  of  very  rigid 
opinions;  who,  if  ever  by  some  miiaculous  turn  in  the 
wheel  of  fortune  she  could  have  become  ricb  enough 
to  slay  a  fatted  calf,  would  never  have  giran  tbe  shin- 
bone  of  it  to  a  prodigal  like  Jasper,  even  had  be  been 
her  own  penitent  son,  instead  of  a  graceless  step-nephew. 
Therefore,  as  all  civilisation  proceeds  westward,  Jasper 
turned  his  face  from  the  east;  and  bad  no  more  idea  of 
recroesing  Temple  Bar  in  search  of  fortune,  friends,  or 
kindred,  than  a  modem  Welshman  would  dream  of  & 
pilgrimage  to  Asian  shores  to  re-embrace  Uioae  distant 
relatives  wbom  Ho  Gadam  left  behind  him  countless 
CMituries  ago,  wben  that  mythical  chief  conducted  his 
faithful  Cymrians  over  the  Hacy  Sea  to  this  happy  Island 
of  Honey.' 

Two  days  after  bis  rmoontro  with  Arabella  in  the 
Oreen  Park,  tbe  Mt-dUant  Hammond  having,  in  the 
interim,  teamed  that  Darrell  was  immensely  rich,  and 
that  Matilda  was  his  only  surviving  child,  did  not  fail, 
to  find  himself  in  the  Green  Faik  again, — and  again, 
and  again! 

Arabella,  of  course,  felt  bow  wrong  it  was  to  allow 
him  to  accost  her,  and  walk  by  one  side  of  ber  while 
Miss  Danell  was  on  the  other.  But  she  felt,  also,  as  if 
it  would  be  much  more  wrong  to  slip  ont  and  meet  him 
alone.     Not  for  worlds  would  she  again  have  placed  ber- 

^  iftl  Ymtfi,  —  hla  ot  Honey.  One  of  ths  poetic  namei  glren 
to  England  in  the  language  ot  tbe  ancient  Brittnia. 
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wU  in  each  peril.  To  refuse  to  meet  Mm  at  «U  I  —  aha 
had  not  strength  enough  foi  thtUl  Her  joy  at  seeing 
him  was  ao  immenae.  And  nothing  could  be  more  re- 
spectful than  Jasper's  manner  and  oonraraaticm.  Whet 
erer  of  warmer  and  more  impasaioned  sentiment  was 
exchanged  between  them,  pasaed  in  notes.  Jasper  had 
soggeBted  to  Atabella  to  lepnaeiit  him  to  Matilda  as 
Bome  near  relation.  But  Arabella  refoeed  all  aiwh  dis- 
guise. Her  sole  claim  to  self-respect  was  in  oonsider- 
ing  him  solemnly  engaged  to  her,  —  the  man  aha  was  to 
many.  And,  after  the  second  time  they  thus  met,  she 
said  to  Matilda,   who  had  not  questioned  her  by  a  word, 

—  l^  a  look:  "  I  was  to  be  married  to  that  gentleman 
before  my  father  diedj  we  an  to  be  mairied  as  aoou  as 
we  hare  something  to  lire  upcm. " 

Matilda  made  some  commonplace  hot  kindly  r^oindar. 
And  thua  ahe  became  raised  into  Arebella'a  confldenee, 

—  ao  far  as  that  confidence  oonld  be  given,  witkont  be- 
tnying  Jasper's  real  name,  or  one  darker  memory  in 
herself.  Luxury,  indeed,  it  was  to  Arabella  to  find,  at 
last,  some  one  to  whom  she  could  speak  of  that  betootlial 
in  which  her  whole  future  was  invested ;  of  that  affection 
which  was  her  beort'e  sheet-anchor;  of  that  home,  hum- 
ble it  might  be,  and  far  off,  hut  to  which  time  rarely 
tails  to  bring  the  two,  if  nerer  weary  of  &e  trust  to 
become  as  one.  Talking  thus,  Arabella  fo^t  the  re- 
lationship of  pupil  and  teacher;  it  was  as  woman  to 
woman,  —  girl  to  girl,  friend  to  friend.  Matilda  seemed 
touched  \fj  the  confidence,  —  flattered  to  possess  at  last 
another's  secret.  Arabella  was  a  little  chafed  that  she 
did  not  seem  to  admire  Jasper  as  much  as  Arebella 
thought  the  whole  world  must  admire.  Matilda  excused 
hetsell  *  She  had  scarcely  noticed  Mr.  Hammond. 
YsBj  ahe  had  no  doubt  he  would  be  considered  hand- 
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iame}  bat  she  owned,  though  it  might  be  bad  taste, 
that  ahe  piefemd  a  pale  complexion,  with  auburn  haii; " 
and  then  she  sighed  and  lixtked  away,  as  if  ahe  had, 
in  tlie  conne  of  her  seoiet  life,  enoouatarad  Bome-  fatal 
pide  complexion,  with  never-to-be-foigotten  auburn  hair. 
Kot  a  woid  was  said  hy  either  Matilda  or  Arabella  as  to 
eonoealing  fiom  Mi.  Danell  tdieae  meetings  with  Mr, 
BaniBond.  Perhaps  Arabella  could  not  atoop  to  ask 
that  secrecy;  bat  there  was  no  necessity  to  ask:  Matilda 
was  always  too  rejoiced  to  have  something  to  conceal. 
Now,  in  these  interviews,  Jasper  soatcely  ever  ad- 
dieseed  himaelf  to  Matilda;  not  twenty  spoken  words 
could  have  passed  between  them ;  jet,  in  the  veiy  third 
interview,  Matilda's  sly  fingers  had  closed  on  a  sly  note. 
And  from  that  day,  in  each  interview,  Arabella  walking 
in  the  centre,  Jasper  on  one  side,  Matilda  the  other, 
—behind  Arabella's  back,  passed  the  sly  fingers  and  the 
sly  notes,  whioh  Matilda  received  and  answered.  Kot 
more  than  twelve  or  fourteen  times  was  even  this  inter- 
fihange  effected.  Darrell  was  about  to  move  to  Fawley. 
All  such  meetingB  would  be  now  suspended.  Two  oi 
three  mornings  before  ^t  fixed  for  leaving  London, 
HatUda'a  room  was  found  vacant  She  was  gone.  Ara- 
bella was  the  first  to  discover  her  flight;  the  first  to 
learn  it«  cause.  Matilda  had  left  on  her  writing-table 
a  letter  for  Miss  Fossett.  It  was  very  short,  very  qui- 
etly expreesed,  and  it  rested  her  justification  on  a  note 
from  Jasper,  whidi  she  enclosed,  —  a  note  in  which  thai 
gallant  hero,  ridiculing  the  idea  that  he  could  ever  have 
been  in  love  with  Arabella,  declared  that  he  would 
destioy  himself  if  Matilda  refused  to  fiy.  She  need  not 
fear  such  angelic  confidence  in  him.  Ifol  Even^ 
"  Had  be  a  heart  for  ralsehood  fiamed. 
He  jufet  could  iujnn  her." 
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Stifling  «aoh  noiuer  cry,  bat  paatiiig,  gmsiriiig,  ^ 
literally  half  out  of  her  mind,  AnbeUa  rnahed  Into 
Danell's  study.  He,  unmupecting  man,  calmly  bend- 
ing over  hia  doll  books,  was  startled  bj  her  apparition, 
few  minutes  snffioed  to  tell  him  all  that  it  concerned 
him  to  leam.  Few  brief  quaetions,  few  pasaionate 
answers,  brought  him  to  the  very  worst. 

Who,  and  what,  was  tbia  Mr,  Hammond  I  Hearen 
of  heavens  I  the  Bcm  of  William  Loaely, — of  s  taiis> 
ported  felon  I 

Arabella  exnltad  in  a  reply  which  gave  her  a  mo- 
ment's triumph  over  the  rival  who  had  flldied  from  bee 
such  a  prize.  Booaed  from  his  first  misery  sod  sense 
of  abasenwat  in  this  discovery,  Darrell's  wiath  was 
naturally  poured,  not  on  the  fugitive  child,  bat  on  the 
Irontlese  woman,  who,  buoyed  up  by  her  own  i^e  and 
aense  of  wrong,  faced  him,  and  did  not  cower.  She  the 
faithless  govemesa,  had  presented  to  her  pupil,  this 
convict's  son,  in  another  name;  she  owned  it,  —  she 
had  trepanned  into  the  snaree  of  so  vile  a  fOTtuDe-huntei 
an  ignorant  child;  she  might  feign  amaie,  act  remorse, 
—  she  must  have  been  the  man's  accomplice.  Stung, 
amidst  all  the  bewilderment  of  her  anguish,  by  this 
charge,  which,  at  least,  she  did  not  deserve,  Arabella 
tore  from  her  bosom  Jasper's  recent  letters  to  herself,  — 
letters  all  devotion  and  passion,  —  placed  them  before 
Darrell,  and  bade  him  read.  Nothii^  thought  she  then 
of  name  and  fame,  —  nothing  but  at  her  wrongs  snd  of 
her  woea.  Compared  to  herself,  Matilda  seemed  the 
perfidious  criminal,  — she  (Jie  injured  victim,  Darrell 
but  glanced  over  the  letters;  they  were  sigpied  "your 
loving  husband," 

"What  Is  this  I "  be  ezolaimed;  "  are  you  married  to 
themant" 
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'   "Tm,"  cried  AnbelU;  "  in  the  eycB  of  Hea^enl " 

To  Darrell's  peiietnti<m  theie  vw  no  miBtakiDg  ths 
■igniflcanoe  of  those  woids  and  that  look;  and  his  wntb 
redoubled.  Anger  in  him,  when  once  loosed,  was  ter- 
rible ;  he  had  email  need  of  words  to  rent  it.  Hie  eye 
withered,  hie  geatnie  appalled.  Conscious  but  of  one 
burning  flrebraod  in  brain  and  heart,  — of  a  sense  that 
youth,  joj,  and  hope  were  forever  gone;  that  the  world 
could  never  be  the  same  (^in,  Arabella  left  the  house, 
—  her  character  lost,  her  talents  useless,  her  vei;  means 
of  existence  ntopped.  Who  henoeforth  would  take  her 
to  teach  1  Who  henceforth  place  their  children  under 
her  charge t 

8he  shrank  into  a  gloomy  lodging,— she  shut  herself 
up  alone  with  her  despair.  Strange  tiiough  it  may 
aeem,  her  anger  gainst  Jasper  was  slight  as  compared 
with  ihe  intensity  of  her  hate  to  Matilda.  And,  stranger 
still  it  may  seem,  that  as  h»  thoughts  recovered  from 
their  first  chaos,  she  felt  more  embittered  gainst  the 
world,  more  crushed  by  a  sense  of  shame,  and  yet 
galled  by  a  no  less  keen  sense  of  injustice,  in  recalling 
the  Bcom  with  which  Darrell  had  rejected  all  excuse  for 
her  conduct  in  the  misery  it  had  occasioned  her,  than 
she  did  by  the  conBciotunees  of  her  own  lamentable 
errors.  As  in  Darrell 's  eeteem  there  was  something 
that,  to  those  who  oonld  appreciate  it,  seemed  inralu- 
ahle,  so  in  his  contempt  to  those  who  had  cherished 
that  esteem  there  was  a  weight  of  ignominy,  as  if  a 
judge  had  pronounced  a  sentence  that  outlaws  the  rest 
of  life. 

Arabella  had  not  much  left  out  of  her  munificent 
salary.  Wliat  she  had  hitherto  laid  by  had  passed  to 
Jasper, — defraying,  perhaps,  the  very  cost  of  his  Sight 
with  her  treacherous  rival.     When  her  money  was  gone. 
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she  pawned  the  pow  nlioB  of  har  innooent,  hap{>j  gill' 
hood,  which  she  had  been  permitted  to  take  tiom  her 
&thftr'B  horns,  and  had  home  with  her  whsreTci  she 
went,  like  bouaehold  gods,  —  the  prite-booka,  the  lute, 
the  ooetly  work-box,  tjie  very  biid-<!8ge ,  all  which  the 
reader  will  remembOT  to  hare  seen  in  hei  later  life,  the 
booka  nerer  opened;  the  late  broken,  Hie  biid  long, 
long,  long  vanished  fiom  the  cage!  Never  did  ahe  think 
she  should  redeem  those  pleilges  fiom  tiiat  Qolgotha, 
which  takes,  rarely  to  give  back,  so  many  hallowed 
tokens  of  the  Dreamland  called  "Better  Days,"  — the 
trinkets  worn  at  the  first  ball ;  the  rii^  that  was  given 
with  the  earliest  love-vow, — yea,  even  the  veiy  bella 
and  coral  that  pleased  Sie  infant  in  ita  dainty  cradle, 
and  the  very  Bible  in  which  the  lipe  that  now  bargain 
for  aizpenoe  more,  read  to  some  gray-faaired  father  on  his 
bed  of  deathl 

Soon  the  eoma  thna  miserably  raised  were  as  mieenibty 
doled  away.  Witli  a  sullen  apathy  the  woman  contem- 
plated famine.  She  would  make  no  effort  to  live, — 
appeal  to  no  mlatioos,  no  friends.  It  was  a  kind  of  ven- 
geance ahe  took  on  otiiers,  to  let  herself  drift  on  to  death. 
She  had  retreated  from  lodging  to  lodging,  each  ob- 
scurer, more  desolate  Hua  the  other.  Kow,  she  eonld 
DO  longer  pay  rent  for  tike  humblest  room;  now,  she  was 
told  to  go  fortik,  — whither t  She  knew  not,  oared  not; 
took  her  way  towards  the  river,  aa  by  ttiat  inetinet 
which,  when  Uie  mind  is  diseased,  tends  towards  self- 
destruction,  Bcarce  lees  involuntarily  than  it  turns,  in 
health,  towards  aelf-preaervation.  Just  as  she  paesed 
under  the  lampli^t  at  the  foot  of  Westminster  Bridge, 
a  man  looked  at  her,  and  seized  her  arm.  She  raised 
her  head  with  a  chilly,  melancholy  soom,  as  if  ahe  had 
xeceived  an  insult,  —as  if  she  feai«d  that  the  man  knew 
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Hie  stain  npon  her  name,  and  draamed,  ia  bia  folly,  that 
the  dread  of  death  might  cause  hei  to  sin  t^ain. 

"  Do  jon  not  knoT  me  1 "  said  the  man ;  "  more  etnmge 
Uiat  I  ahonld  recognize  you!  Dear,  dear!  —  and  what 
•  diesa  1  —  how  yon  are  altered  I     Foai  thing  1 " 

At  the  irordB  "  poor  thing  "  ArahelU  buret  into  teara; 
and  in  those  teaia  the  heavy  cloud  on  hei  bnun  seemed 
to  melt  away. 

"  I  have  been  Inquiring,  seeking  for  you  everywhere. 
Miss,"  lesuQked  the  man.  "  Surety  you  know  me  nowl 
Tour  poor  aunt's  lawyer!  She  ia  no  more,  — died  last 
week.  She  has  laft  you  all  she  had  in  tbs  world;  and 
a  reiypret^  income  it  ia,  too,  for  a  single  lady." 

Thus  it  was  that  we  find  Arabella  iuetalled  in  the 
dreary  comforts  of  Fodden  Place.  "  She  exchanged," 
she  said,  "  in  honor  to  her  aunt's  memory,  her  own  name 
for  that  of  Crane,  which  bar  aunt  had  home,  —  her  own 
mother's  maiden  name."  She  assumed,  though  still  so 
jomig,  that  title  ol "  Mis."  which  siunsters,  grown  ven- 
erable, moodily  adopt  when  they  desire  all  mankind  to 
know  that  heocetorth  they  relinquieb  the  vanities  of 
tender  miaaes, —  that,  become  mistreBs  of  themselves,  they 
defy  and  spit  upon  our  worthlesa  sex,  which,  whatever 
its  repentance,  is  warned  that  it  repents  in  vain.  Most 
of  her  aunt's  property  was  in  houses,  in  various  districte 
of  Bloomabu^.  Arabella  moved  from  one  to  the  other 
of  theee  tonementa,  till  she  settled  for  good  into  t^e 
dullest  of  all.  To  make  it  duller  yet,  by  contrast  with 
the  past,  the  Qolgotha  for  once  gave  up  ite  bnried 
beasuies, — broken  lute,  birdleas  cage! 

Somewhere  about  two  years  after  Matilda's  death, 
Arabella  happened  to  be  in  the  office  of  the  i^at  who 
oollected  her  house-rente,  when  a  well-dressed  man  ea- 
teted,  and,  leaning  over  the  countoi,  said:  "  There  ia  an 
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adTartismiait  in  to-da7'8  '  Times '  sbout  »  lady  wbo 
oflera  a  home,  education,  and  so  forth,  to  any  HtOe 
motherlesB  girl;  tenns  modemte,  as  «id  lady  Iotm  chil- 
dien  for  their  own  soke.  Adyertisei  lefen  to  your  offic* 
for  partionlare,  give  tKemt " 

Th«  agent  turned  to  Ills  books;  and  Arabella  tamed 
towards  the  inquirer.  "  For  whose  child  do  you  want 
a  home,  Jasper  Losely  f  " 

Jasper  started.  "Arabellal  Best  of  cieatnieel  And 
can  you  deign  to  apeak  to  such  a  vil  —  " 

"  Huab ,  let  ua  walk.  Never  mind  tlie  adTertisement 
of  a  stranger.  I  may  find  a  home  for  a  motherless  child, 
a  home  that  will  cost  you  nothing. " 

She  draw  him  into  the  street.  "  But  can  this  be  the 
child  of  —  of  —  Matilda  Darrell  t " 

"  Bella! "  replied,  in  coaxing  accents,  that  UuMt  exe- 
crable of  lady-killen,  "can  I  trust  yont — can  you  be 
my  friend  in  spito  of  my  having  been  such  a  very  ead 
dog  t  But  money ,  —  what  can  one  do  without  money  in 
this  worldl  'Had  I  a  heart  for  falsehood  framed,  it 
woold  ne'er  have  injured  you,'  — if  I  had  not  been  so 
cnrsedly  haid  upt  And,  indeed  now,  if  you  would  but 
coodescend  to  forgive  and  foiget,  perhaps  some  day  or 
other  we  may  be  Darby  and  Joan,  only,  you  see,  just  at 
this  moment  I  am  really  not  worthy  of  such  a  Joao. 
You  know,  of  cooise,  ibai  I  am  a  widower,  —  not 
inoonaolahle." 

"  Yes;  I  read  of  Hib.  Hammond's  death  in  an  old 
newspaper. " 

"  And  you  did  not  read  <d  her  baby's  death,  too,  — 
some  weeks  aftorwards !  " 

"  No;  it  ia  seldom  that  I  see  a  newspaper.  Is  the 
infant  deadf" 

"  Hmn,  —  yoa  shall  hear. "    And  Jasper  entered  into 
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■«.  reoital,  to  which  Anbella  listened  with  attenbiTe  In- 
teteSt.  At  the  close  she  offered  to  take,  herself,  the 
child  for  whom  Jaaper  sought  a  home.  She  informed 
him  of  her  change  of  name  and  addiees.  The  wretch 
ptomised  to  call  that  evening  with  the  infant;  but  he 
sent  the  infant,  and  did  not  call.  Nor  did  he  present 
himself  again  to  her  eyes,  until,  eeTeral  yeare  after- 
wards,  those  eyes  bo  luridly  welcomed  him  to  Podden 
Place.  But  thoi^h  he  did  not  eren  condescend  to  write 
to  her  in  the  meanwhile,  it  is  prohable  that  Arabella 
conbired  to  learn  more  of  bis  habits  and  mode  of  life 
at  Paris  than  she  intimated  when  they  onoe  more  met 
face  to  face. 

And  now  the  reader  knows  mote  than  Alban  Morley, 
or  G-uy  Darrell  perhaps  ever  will  know,  of  the  grin) 
woman  in  iron-gmy. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

"SwtMan  tbeocMof  Adveni^, 
Whicb,  like  the  toad,  ngl;  and  n 
Beftra  yet  a  precioiu  jewel  in  its  head." 
ICoft  pencaii  will  agree  tbitt  the  toad  i*  ngly  uid  Tenomoiu ;  but 
tew  indeed  are  tbe  persoiu  who  can  boaat  of  having  aetoaJlj 
dltcOTered  that  "precioiu  jewel  in  its  head,"  which  the  poet 
tHona  na  ia  placed  tbeie.  But  Calamity  may  be  clawed  in  two 
peat  dirimoiM,  —  lat.  The  afflietioiia,  which  no  pmdence  can 
aTert;  Sd,  The  misfoitiiiiea,  which  men  take  all  pouible  puna 
to  bring  upon  themselTea.  Afflictions  of  tbe  Brat  class  may  but 
call  forth  onr  virtnes,  and  result  in  oni  ultimate  good.  Snch  ia 
tbe  adreraity  which  may  give  as  the  jeweL  But  to  get  at  the 
Jcnrel  we  mnit  kill  tbe  towd.  Miafoitanea  of  the  saeond  daw 
but  too  <rften  increaae  tbe  entra*  or  the  rices  by  which  they  were 
created.  Soch  Is  tlie  adrersit;  which  ia  all  toad  and  do  jewel 
If  yon  chocee  to  breed  and  fatten  your  own  toads,  the  increaae 
of  the  venom  absorbs  every  bit  of  the  jeweL 

NsTSB  did  I  know  a  nun  who  was  an  lubltnal  gamblw, 
otherwise  than  notably  inaccaiate  in  hia  calculations  of 
probabilities  in  the  ordinary  afialrs  of  life.  le  it  that 
mch  a  man  has  become  bo  chronic  a  dninkaid  of  hope, 
tiutt  he  seee  donble  every  chance  in  his  favor  t 

Jasper  Lowly  had  counted  upon  two  things  aa  matters 
d  ooune. 

IH.  Daziril'a  q>eedf  leeonciliation  with  his  oalj 
child. 

2d.  That  Danell's  only  child  muat  of  neoweity  be 
DKrrell's  heiress. 

In  both  these  expectations  the  gambler  was  deceived. 

Darrell  did  not  even  answer  the  Utten  that  Matilda 
addnesed  to  him  from  Fianes,  to  tbe  ahcneB  of  which 
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•U  opposing  diegust,  the  proud  gentlemau  deemed  this 
oondeacensioD  esaential  to  the  clear  and  definite  under- 
standing of  those  Teaolvea  upon  which  depended  the 
worldly  station  and  prospects  of  the  wedded  pair. 

When  Jasper  was  ahown  into  J&t.  Gotohed'a  office, 
Darrell  was  alone,  standing  near  the  hearth,  and  hy  a 
single  quiet  gesture  repelled  that  tender  rush  towards 
his  hreast  which  Jasper  had  elaborateljr  prepared;  and 
thus  for  the  first  time  the  two  men  saw  each  other,  Dar- 
rell perhaps  yet  more  resentfully  mortified  while  reoog- 
nirii^  tiiose  personal  advantages  in  the  showy  profligate 
which  had  rendered  a  daughter  of  his  house  so  facile  a 
conquest;  Jasper  (who  had  chosen  to  believe  that  a 
father-in-law  so  eminent  must  necessarily  be  old  and 
broken)  shocked  into  the  most  disagreeable  surprise  by 
the  sight  of  a  man  still  young,  under  forty,  with  a  coun- 
tenance, a  port,  a  presence,  that  in  any  aasemblage  would 
have  attracted  the  general  gaze  from  his  own  brilliant 
self;  and  looking  altogether  as  unfavorable  an  object, 
whether  for  pathos  or  for  post-obits,  as  unlikely  to 
breathe  out  a  bleeaing  or  to  give  up  the  ghost,  as  the 
worst  brute  of  a  father-in-law  could  possibly  be.  Nor 
were  Darrell's  words  more  comforting  than  his  aspect. 

"  Sir,  I  have  consented  to  see  yon,  partly  that  you 
may  learn  from  my  own  lips  once  for  all  that  I  admit  no 
man's  right  to  enter  my  family  without  my  consult,  and 
that  consent  you  will  never  receive;  and  partly  that, 
thvM  knowing  each  other  by  sight,  each  may- know  the 
man  it  becomes  him  most  to  avoid.  The  lady  who  is 
now  your  wife  is  entitled  by  my  marriage -settlement  to 
the  reversion  of  a  small  fortune  at  my  death ;  nothing 
more  from  me  is  she  likely  to  inherit.  As  I:  have  no 
desire  that  she  to  whom  I  once  gave  the  name  of  dai^h- 
tet  should  be  dependent  irikollymt  yoniaelf  for  bread, 
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Jasper  had  Imme  her,  and  where  he  had  haetoned  to 
make  her  hie  wife  under  the  aaBumed  name  of  Ham- 
mond, but  his  true  Christian  name  of  Jttsper. 

In  the  disreputable  marriage  Matilda  had  made,  all 
the  worst  patts  of  her  character  seemed  suddenly  revealed 
to  her  father's  eye,  and  he  saw  what  he  had  hitherto 
sought  not  to  see,  the  true  child  of  a  worthless  mother. 
A.  mere  mesalliance,  if  palliated  by  long  or  familiar 
acquaintance  with  the  object,  however  it  might  have 
galled  him,  his  heart  might  have  pardoned;  but  here, 
without  even  a  struggle  of  duty,  without  the  ordinary 
coyness  of  maiden  pride,  to  be  won  with  ao  scanty  a  woo- 
ing by  a  man  who  she  knew  was  betrothed  to  another,  — ■ 
the  diBsimulation,  the  perfidy,  the  combined  efftontoiy 
and  meanness  of  the  whole  transaction,  left  no  force  ia 
Darrell's  eyea  to  the  commonplace  excuses  of  inexpe- 
rience and  youth.  Darrell  would  not  have  been  Darrell 
if  he  could  have  taken  back  to  his  home  or  his  heart  a 
daughter  ao  old  in  deceit,  so  experienced  in  thoughts 
that  diehonor. 

Darrell's  silence,  however,  little  saddened  the  heart- 
less bride,  and  little  dismayed  the  sanguine  bridegroom. 
Both  thought  that  pardon  and  plenty  were  but  the  afiair 
of  time,  —  a  little  more  or  little  less.  But  their  fnnds 
rapidly  diminished ;  it  became  necessary  to  recruit  them. 
One  can't  live  in  hotels  entirely  upon  hope.  Leaving 
his  bride  for  a  while  in  a  pleasant  provincial  town,  not 
many  hours  distant  from  Paris,  Jasper  returned  to  Lon- 
don, intent  upon  seeing  Darrell  himself;  and,  should 
the  father-in-law  still  defer  articles  of  peace,  Jasper 
believed  that  he  could  have  no  trouble  in  raieing  a  pres- 
ent supply  upon  such  an  El  Dorado  of  future  expecta- 
tions. Darrell  at  once  consented  to  see  Jaeper|  —  not 
at  his  own  house,  but  at  his  solicitor's.     Smothering 
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mysolicitor  will  inform  you  on  what  conditions  I  un 
willing,  during  my  life,  to  pay  the  interest  of  the  sum 
which  will  pasB  to  your  wife  at  my  death.  Sir,  I  return 
to  your  hands  the  letters  that  lady  has  addressed  to  me, 
and  which,  it  is  easy  to  perceive,  were  written  at  your 
dictation.  Ko  letter  from  her  will  I  answer.  Across 
my  threshold  her  foot  will  never  pass. '  Thus,  sir,  con- 
cludes all  possible  intercourse  between  you  and  myself; 
what  rests  la  between  you  and  that  gentleman. " 

Darrell  had  opened  a  Bide-door  in  speaking  the  last 
words,  —  pointed  towards  the  respectable  form  of  Mr, 
Gotobed  standing  tall  beside  his  tall  desk,  and,  before 
Jaaper  could  put  in  a  word,  the  father-in-law  was  gone. 

With  becoming  Ivevity  Mr.  Qotobed  made  Jasper 
folly  aware  that  not  only  alt  Mr.  Darrell's  funded  or 
personal  properiy  was  entirely  at  his  own  disposal ;  that 
not  only  the  large  landed  estates  he  had  purchased  (and 
which' jasper  had  v^uely  deemed  inherited  and  in  strict 
entail)  were  in  the  same  condition,  — condition  enviable 
to  the  proprietor,  odious  to  the  bridegroom  of  the  pro- 
prietor's sole  daughter;  but  that  even  the  fee-simple  of 
the  poor  Fawley  Manoi^House  and  lands  was  vested  in 
Darrell,  encumbered  only  by  the  portion  of  £10,000 
which  the  late  Mrs.  Darrell  had  brought  to  her  hnsband, 
and  which  was  settled,  at  the  death  of  herself  and  Dar- 
rell, on  the  children  of  the  marriage. 

In  the  absence  of  marriage -settlements  between  Jasper 
and  Matilda,  that  sum  at  Dsrrell's  death  was  liable  to 
be  claimed  by  Jasper,  in  right  of  his  wife,  so  as  to  leave 
no  certainty  that  provision  would  remain  for  the  support 
of  his  wife  and  family;  and  the  contingent  reversion 
might,  in  the  mean  time,  be  so  dealt  with  as  to  bring 
eventual  poverty  on  them  all. 

"  Sir,"  said  the  lawyer,  "I  will  be  qmte  frank  with 
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70a.  It  !■  Sir  viah,  sdang  fta  Mi.  Dftirell,  so  to 
settle  thia  earn  of  £10,000  on  yoor  wife,  and  any  ohil- 
dren  she  may  teoi  yon,  as  to  place  it  ont  of  tout  power 
to  anticipate  or  diapoae  of  it,  even  with  Mn.  Ham- 
mond's consent.  If  you  port  with  tiiat  power,  not  at 
present  a  valoable  one,  you  are  entitled  to  oompenea* 
tiou.  I  am  prepared  to  make  that  compensation  liberaL 
Perhaps  yon  would  prefer  oommunicating  with  me 
Hirough  your  own  solicitor.  But  I  shoold  tell  yon, 
that  the  terms  are  more  likely  to  be  advantageoos  to 
yon,  in  proportion  as  negotiation  is  confined  to  us  two. 
It  might,  for  instance,  be  expedient  to  toll  your  solicitor 
that  your  true  name  (I  beg  you  a  thousand  pardons)  is 
not  Hammond.  That  is  a  seciet  which,  the  more  yon 
can  keep  it  to  yourself,  the  better  I  think  it  will  be  fcr 
you.     We  have  n6  wish  to  blab  it  out." 

Jasper,  by  this  time,  had  somewhat  reooTsred  the 
first  shock  of  displeasure  and  disappointment;  and  witii 
that  quickness  which  bo  enatically  darted  throi^h  a 
mind  that  contrived  to  be  dull  when  anything  honest 
was  addressed  to  its  apprehension,  he  instantly  divined 
that  bis  real  name  of  Loeely  was  worth  something.  He 
had  no  idea  of  resumii^,  —  was,  indeed,  at  that  time 
aoxiouB  altt^ther  to  ignore  and  eschew  it;  bnt  ha  had 
a  right  to  it,  and  a  men's  rights  are  not  to  be  leaigned 
for  nottiing.  Accordingly,  he  said  with  some  asperity: 
"  I  shall  resume  my  family  name  whrnerer  I  chooee  it. 
11  Kr.  Darrell  does  not  like  his  daughter  to  be  called 
Mrs.  Jasper  Loeely,  —  or  all  the  malignant  tittle-tattle 
whidi  my  poor  father's  unfoitnnato  farial  might  provoke, 
—he  must,  at  least,  ask  me  as  a  &vor  to  retain  the  name 
I  have  temporarily  adopted,  —  a  name  in  my  family,  sir. 
A  Losely  married  a  Hammond,  I  forget  when,  — genera- 
tions ago;  you  '11  see  It  in  the  Baroneti^.     Uy  giand- 
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fstiier,  Sir  Julian,  was  cot  a  ciack  lawyer,  bat  he  was  a 
faatOttet  of  ss  good  birth  aa  any  in  the  countij;  and  mj 
father,  air"  (Jasper's  voice  tiembled)  —  "my  father," 
be  repeated,  fietcely  strildng  hie  clenched  band  on  the 
table,  "was  a  gentleman  eveiy  inch  of  hia  body;  and 
I  '11  pitch  any  man  out  of  the  window  who  eaje  a  irotd 
to  tbe  contraiy  I  " 

"  Sir,"  said  Hi.  Ootobed,  ahrinking  towuda  tiie  bell- 
poll,  "I  think,  on  the  whole,  I  had  better  see  your 
eolicitcff." 

Jasper  cooled  down  at  that  sn^eation;  and,  wiUi  a 
slight  apology  for  natural  excitement,  begged  to  know 
wtut  Mx.  Gotobed  wished  to  propose.  To  make  au  end 
of  this  part  of  the  story,  after  two  or  three  interviews, 
in  which  the  two  negotiator  learned  to  understand  each 
other,  a  settlement  was  legally  completed,  by  which  the 
■nm  of  £10,000  was  inalienably  settled  on  Matilda,  and 
her  children  by  her  marriage  with  Jasper;  in  case  he 
survived  her,  the  interest  waa  to  be  his  for  life,  —  in 
case  she  died  childless,  the  capital  would  devolve  to 
himself  at  Danell's  decease.  Meanwhile,  Danell  agreed 
to  pay  £600  a  year,  aa  the  interest  of  the  £10,000  at 
five  per  cent,  to  Jasper  Hammond,  or  hia  order,  pro- 
vided always  that  Jasper  and  his  wife  continued  to 
reside  leather,  and  fixed  Uiat  residence  abroad. 

By  a  private  verbal  arrangement,  not  even  cammitted 
to  writing,  to  this  sum  waa  added  anotiier  £200  a  year, 
wholly  at  Danell's  option  and  discretion.  It  being 
dearly  compiehended  that  these  words  meant  so  long  as 
Mr.  Hammond  kept  his  own  secret,  and  so  long,  too,  as 
be  forbore,  directly  or  indirectly,  to, molest  or  even  to 
address,  tbe  person  at  whose  pleasure  it  was  held.  On 
the  whole,  tiie  conditions  to  Jasper  were  sufficiently 
favorable:  he  cune  into  au  income  immeasurably  beyond 
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hifl  right  to  believe  &et  be  ahonld  ever  enjo; ;  and  enffi- 
eient— veil  managed — for  even  &  &b  share  of  the  ele- 
gancies aa  Tell  as  oomforte  of  life,  to  a  young  couple 
blessed  in  each  other's  love,  wad  remote  from  the  hor- 
rible taxes  and  emolous  gentilities  of  this  opulent  Eng- 
land, where,  out  of  fear  to  be  thought  too  poor,  nobody 
is  ever  too  rich. 

Katilda  wrote  no  more  to  Darrell.  But  some  months 
aftermuds  he  received  an  extrentely  well-expreesed  note 
in  French,  the  writer  whereof  represented  herself  as  a 
French  lady,  who  hkd  very  lately  seen  ICadame  Ham- 
mond, —  was  now  in  London  hut  for  a  few  days,  and  had 
something  to  communioate,  of  such  importance  as  to  jus*- 
tify  the  liberty  she  took  in  reqiteetii^;  him  to  honor  her 
with  a  visit.  After  some  little  hesitatioa,  Datrell  oalled 
on  this  lady.  Tbongh  Matilda  had  forfeited  his  afEactian, 
he  could  not  contemplate  her  probable  fate  without  pain- 
fnl  anxiety.  Perhaps  Jasper  had  ill-oaed  her, — .per- 
haps she  had  need  of  shelter  elsewhere.  Though  that 
belter  could  not  again  be  under  a  father's  loof ,  and 
though  Darrell  would  have  taken  no  steps  to  sepaiate  hei 
from  the  husband  she  had  chosen,  -— still,  in  secret,  he 
would  have  felt  compsistive  relief  and  ease  had  she 
herself  sought  to  divide  her  fate  from  caie  whose  paUi 
downwards  in  dishonor  his  penetration  instinctively 
divined.  With  an  idea  that  some  comnnmioatioa 
might  be  made  to  him,  to  which  he  mif^t  roply  that 
Matilda,  if  compelled  to  quit  her  hnsband,  should  never 
want  the  home  and  subeistence  of  a  gentlewoman,  he 
repaired  to  the  house  (a  handsome  house  in  a  quiet 
street,  temporarily  occupied  by  the  Frencb  lady).  A 
tall  ehatieur,  in  full  costume,  opened  the  door,  —  a  page 
ushered  him  into  the  drawing-room.  He  saw  a  lady  — 
young,  and  with  all  the  grace  of  a  ParisUnne  in  her 
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maimer— who,  after  some  ezqniaitely-tumed  plinsee  of 
excuse,  shoved  him  (aa  a  tostimooial  of  the  intimacy 
between  heiself  and  Madame  Hammond)  a  letter  she  had 
TBcaiTed  from  Matilda  in  a  veif  heart-broken,  filial 
atrain,  fall  of  pnfgeaioiu  of  penitence;  of  a  posrfonata 
deeire  for  her  father's  foigiTeneaB, — bat  far  trom  com- 
plaining of  Jasper,  or  hinting  at  the  idea  of  dewrtiiig 
$.  spooae,  with  whom,  bat  for  the  haunting  remembrance 
of  a  beloved  parent,  her  lot  would  be  blessed  indead. 
Whatever  of  pathos  was  d^cient  in  the  letter,  the 
French  lady  eupplied  t^  rach  apparent  fine  feeling,  and 
1^  80  many  touching  little  tiaita  of  Matilda's  remorse, 
that  Dairell'B  heart  was  softened  in  ^ite  of  his  naaon. 
He  went  away,  however,  sayii^  very  little,  and  in- 
tending to  call  DO  more.  Bat  another  note  came.  The 
French  lady  had  received  a  lett«r  from  a  mutual  friend ; 
"Matilda,"  she  feared,  "was  dangerously  ill."  This 
took  him  again  to  the  house,  and  the  poor  French  lady 
Boemed  so  agitated  by  the  news  she  had  heard,  —and 
yet  so  desirous  not  to  exaggerate  nor  alarm  him  need- 
lessly, that  Darrell  soapected  his  daughter  was  really 
dying,  and  beoome  nervously  anxious  himself  for  the 
next  report  Thus,  about  three  or  four  visits  in  all  ne- 
cessarily followed  the  first  one.  Then  Darrell  abruptly 
closed  the  intercourse,  and  could  not  be  induced  to  call 
^ain.  Not  that  he  for  an  instant  suspected  that  this 
amiable  lady,  who  spoke  so  becomii^ly,  and  whose 
manners  were  so  high-bred,  was  other  than  the  well-bom 
Baroness  she  oalled  herself,  and  looked  to  he,  but  partly 
because,  in  the  last  interview,  the  charming  ParitiMine 
had  appeared  a  little  to  forget  Matilda's  alarming  ill- 
ness, in  a  not  forward  but  still  coquettish  deeire  to  cenbe 
his  attention  more  upon  herself;  and  the  moment  she 
did  BO,  he  took  a  dislike  to  her  which  he  had  not  befmfl 
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eoneeiTedi  and  partly  becauae  hla  feelings  having  re- 
eoTered  the  fiist  effect  which  tho  Tialon  of  a  penit«nt, 
pining,  dying  daughter  oonld  not  fail  to  produce,  his 
Bxperience  of  Matilda's  duplicity  and  falsehood  made 
him  discredit  t^e  peaitence,  the  pining,  and  the  dying. 
The  Baionem  might  not  wilfully  be  deceiving  him,  — 
Uatilda  might  be  wilfully  deceiving  the  Baroness.  To 
the  next  not«,  therefoie,  despatched  to  him  by  the  feel- 
ing sad  elegant  foreigner,  be  replied  but  by  a  dry  ex- 
cose, — a  stated  hint  that  family  matters  could  never  be 
Batisfaetorily  discussed  except  in  family  councils;  and 
that  if  her  friend's  grief  or  illness  were  really  in  any 
way  occasioned  by  a  belief  in  the  pain  her  choice  of  life 
might  have  inflicted  on  himself,  it  might  comfort  ber  to 
know  that  that  pain  had  subsided,  and  that  his  wish  for 
her  health  and  happiness  was  not  less  sincere,  because 
henceforth  he  could  neither  watch  over  the  one  nor 
administer  to  the  othei.  To  this  note,  after  a  day  or 
two,  the  Baroness  replied  by  a  letter  so  beautifully 
worded,  I  doubt  whether  Hadame  de  Sevign^  could 
have  written  in  purer  French,  or  Madame  de  Stoel  with 
a  finer  felicity  of  phrase.  Stripped  of  the  graces  of  dic- 
tion, the  Bubetance  was  but  small :  "  Anxiety  for  a  friend 
BO  beloved— so  unhappy  —  more  pitied  even  than  be- 
fore, now  that  the  Baroness  had  been  enabled  to  see 
how  fondly  a  daughter  must  idolise  a  father  in  the  man 
whom  a  nation  revered  I  [here  two  lines  devoted  to 
compliment  penonal]  —  compelled  by  that  anxiety  to 
quit  even  sooner  than  she  had  first  intended  the  me- 
tropolis of  that  noble  oountry,"  etc.  (here  four  lines 
devoted  to  compliment  national)  — and  ttien  proceeding 
through  some  charming  sentencea  about  patriot  altars 
and  domestic  hearths,  the  writer  suddenly  checked  her- 
nli — "  would  intrude  no  more  on  time  sublimely  dedi- 
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Oftted  to  the  humaa  laoe,  —  and  concluded  with  the 
OMUTSQce  of  BentimeutB  the  most  dUttnffuiei."  Little 
thought  Dairell  that  this  complimentary  stnuiger,  whom 
he  never  again  beheld,  would  ezeicise  an  influence  over 
that  portion  of  his  destiny  which  then  seemed  to  him 
moat  secure  from  eyil;  towards  which,  then,  he  looked 
for  the  balm  to  every  wound,  —  the  compensatioa  to 
every  loss  I 

I^rrell  heard  no  more  of  Matilda,  till,  not  long  after- 
wards, her  death  was  announced  to  him.  She  had  died 
from  exhaustion  shortly  after  giving  birth  to  a  female 
child.  The  news  came  upon  him  at  a  moment  when, 
from  other  causes  (the  explanation  of  which,  forming  no 
port.ol  his  confidence  to  Albon,  it  will  be  convenient  to 
reserve),  his  mind  was  in  a  state  of  great  afBiction  and 
dieorderj  when  he  had  already  buried  himself  in  the 
solitudes  of  Pawley,  ambition  resigned  and  the  world 
renounced,  —  and  tiie  intelligence  saddened  and  shocked 
him  more  than  it  might  have  done  some  months  before. 
If,  at  that  moment  of  utter  bereavement,  Matilda's  child 
had  been  brought  to  him,  —  given  up  to  him  to  rear,  — 
would  he  have  rejected  iti  Would  he  have  forgotten 
that  it  was  a  felon's  grandchildl  I  dare  not  say.  But 
his  pride  was  not  put  to  snch  a  trial.  One  day  he  re- 
ceived a  packet  from  Mr.  Gotobed,  enclosing  the  formal 
certificates  of  the  infant's  death,  which  had  been  pre- 
sented to  him  by  Jasper,  who  had  arrived  in  Lcmdon 
for  that  melancholy  purpose,  with  which  he  combined 
a  pecuniary  proposition.  By  the  death  of  Matilda  and 
her  only  child,  the  sum  of  £10,000  absolutely  reverted 
to  Jasper  in  the  event  of  DarreU's  decease.  As  the 
interest  meanwhile  was  continued  to  Jasper,  that  wid- 
owed mourner  suggested  "  that  it  would  be  a  gnat  boon 
to  himself  and  no  disadvant^e  to  Darrell  if  the  prin- 
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cipal  were  nude  over  to  him  at  once.  He  had  bMU 
brought  up  originally  to  commerce.  &i  had  abjured  all 
thoughtfl  of  reaamiog  such  vocation  during  his  wife's 
lifrtime,  out  of  that  oonside ration  for  her  family  and 
meient  birth  which  motivea  of  delicacy  imposed.  Now 
that  the  connection  with  Mr.  Danell  was  dissolved,  it 
might  be  rather  a  relief  than  otherwise  to  that.gentle- 
man  to  know  that  a  son-in-law  an  diapleaaing  to  him  was 
finally  settled,  not  only  in  a  foreign  land,  but  In  a  social 
tpben  in  which  his  very  ezisteoca  would  soon  be  ig- 
nored by  all  who  could  remind  Mr.  Darrall  that  bia 
dKDghter  had  once  a  hnsband.  An  occasion  that  might 
never  occur  again  now  preeanted  itseli.  A  trading  firm 
•t  Paris,  opulMit,  but  unoatentationalj  qniet  in  its  tner- 
cantlle  tronsactionB,  would  accept  him  aa  a  partner  could 
he  bring  to  it  the  additional  capital  of  £10,000."  ITot 
without  dignity  did  Jasper  add,  "  that  ainoe  his  connec- 
tion had  been  so  unhappily  diataatefol  to  Mr.  Darrell, 
and  siaoe  the  very  payment,  each  quarter,  of  the  interest 
<m  the  sum  in  queation  most  in  itself  keep  alive  the 
unwelcome  remembrance  c^  that  connection,  he  had  the 
lesa  scruple  in  making  a  proposition  which  would  enable 
the  eminent  personage  who  eo  disdained  his  alliance  to 
get  rid  of  him  altf^ttier."  Darrell  cloeed  at  once  with 
jasper's  proposal,  pleased  to  cut  off  from  his  life  each 
tie  that  could  henceforth  link  it  to  Jasper's;  not  dis- 
pleased to  relieve  his  hereditary  acres  from  every  shilling 
of  the  marriage  portion  which  was  impoeed  on  it  as  a 
debt,  and  associated  with  memories  of  unmingled  bittor> 
nesB.  Accordingly,  Mr.  Qotobed,  taking  care  first  to 
aflcertaiu  that  the  certificates  as  to  the  poor  child's  death 
were  genuine,  accepted  Jasper's  final  release  of  all  claim 
on  Hr.  Darrell's  estate.  There  still,  however,  remained 
the  £200  a  year  which  Jasper  had  received  during 
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Matilda's  life,  on  the  tacit  conditioti  of  lemaining  Ur. 
Hammond,  and  not  peiaonally  addieasii^c  Mr.  Parrel). 
Jasper  inquired  "if  that  annaity  vas  to  continue t" 
Mr.  Gotobed  referred  the  inquiry  to  Darrell,  obflerriiig 
that  the  object  for  which  this  exba  allowance  had  been 
made,  wae  rendered  nugatory  by  the  death  of  Mrs.  Ham* 
mond  and  her  child;  since  Jasper  henceforth  could  baye. 
neither  power  nor  pretext  to  molest  Mr.  Dsrrell,  and 
that  it  could  signify  but  little  what  name  might  in  future 
be  borne  by  one  whose  -connection  with  the  Parrell  &imil; 
was  wholly  diasolved.  Darrell  impatiently  replied, "  that 
nothing  having  been  said  as  to  the  withdrawal  oi  the  said 
allowance  in  case  Jasper  became  a  widower,  he  remained 
equally  entitled ,  in  point  of  honor,  to  receive  that  allow- 
aiice,  or  an  adequate  equivalent." 

This  answer  being  intimated  to  Jasper,  that  gentleman 
obaerred,  "  that  it  was  no  more  than  he  had  ezpect«d 
from  Mr.  Darrell's  sense  of  honor,"  and  apparently  quite 
satistied,  carried  himself  and  his  £10,000  back  to  Paris. 
Not  long  after,  however,  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Gotebed  that 
"  Mr.  Darrell  having  alluded  to  an  equivalent  for  the 
£200  a  year  allowed  to  him,  evidently  implying  that  it 
was  as  disagreeable  to  Mr.  Darrell  to  see  that  sum  eo- 
tend  quarterly  in  hU  banker's  books,  as  it  had  been  to 
see  there  thequartetly  interest  of  the  £10,000,  so  Jasper 
might  be  excused  in  owning  that  ha  should  prefer  an 
equivalent.  The  commercial  firm  to  which  he  waa  about 
to  attach  himself  required  a  somewhat  larger  capital  on 
his  part  than  he  had  anticipated,  eto.,  ete.  Without 
presuming  to  dictate  any  definite  sum,  he  would  obBerve 
that  £1,500  or  even  £1,000  would  be  of  more  avail  to 
his  views  and  ohjeota  in  life,  than  an  annuity  of  £200 
a  year,  which,  being  held  only  at  will,  was  not  suacepti- 
ble  of  a  temporary  loan."    Darrell,  wrapped  in  thoughts 
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whoUf  nmote  from  recollections  of  Jasper,  chafed  it 
being  thns  rec&lled  to  the  sense  of  that  person's  exist- 
ence, wrote  back  to  the  solicitor  who  ttacsmitted  to  him 
this  message, '  that  an  annuity  held  on  hia  word  was  not 
io  be  calculated  by  Mr.  Hammond's  notions  of  its  value. 
That  the  £200  a  year  should  therefore  be  placed  on  the 
same  footing  as  the  £CO0  a  year  that  had  been  allowed 
on  a  capital  of  £10,000;  that  accordingly  it  m^[ht  be 
held  to  represent  a  prinoipal  of  £4,000  for  which  he 
enclosed  a  check,  begging  Mr.  Gotobed  not  only  to 
make  Mr.  Hammond  fully  nnderstand  that  there  ended 
all  possible  acconnts  or  communication  between  them, 
but  never  again  to  trouble  him  with  any  matters  what- 
soever  in  reference  to  affiiirs  that  were  thus  fifially  con- 
cluded." Jasper,  receiving  the  £4,000,  left  Darrell 
and  Gotobed  in  peace  till  the  following  year.  He  then 
addressed  to  Gotobed  an  exceedingly  plaosible,  bofdnew 
like  letter.  "  The  firm  he  had  entered,  in  the  silk-trade, 
was  in  the  most  flourishing  state,  —  an  opportnni^  oe- 
cnrted  to  purchase  a  magnificent  mulberry  plantation  in 
Provence,  with  all  requisite  maffnann«rie$,  etc,  which 
would  yield  an  immense  increase  of  profit.  That  if,  to 
insure  him  to  have  a  share  in  this  lucrativa  purchase, 
Mr.  Darrell  conld  accommodate  him  for  a  year  with  a 
loan  of  £2,000  or  £3,000,  he  saoguinely  calculated  on 
attaining  so  high  a  position  in  the  commercial  world,  as, 
though  it  conld  not  render  the  recollection  of  his  alli- 
uice  more  obtrusive  to  Mr.  Darrell,  would  render  it  leas 
humiliating. " 

Mr,  Gotobed,  in  obedience  to  the  peremptory  insiruc- 
ti<»u  he  had  received  from  hia  client,  did  not  refer  this 
letter  to  Darrell,  but  having  occasion  at  that  time  to 
visit  Paris  on  other  business,  he  resolved  (without  call- 
ing on  Mr.  Hammond)  to  institute  there  some  private 
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iaqaiiy  into  that  riaing  trnder's  pioapecte  and  atotiu. 
He  found,  on  airivKl  at  Paris,  these  inquiries  difiEicalt 
No  one  in  either  the  baau  monde  ot  in  the  haat  oon- 
merce  seemed  to  know  anything  about  this  Mr.  Jasper 
Hammond.  A  few  fashionable  English  rotiis  temem- 
bered  to  have  seen,  once  or  twice  during  SCatilda's  life, 
and  shortly  after  het  deoease,  a  very  fine-looking  man 
shooting  meteoric  acioae  some  equivocal  talofu,  or  lomig- 
ing  in  the  Champa  Blya^,  or  dining  at  the  Caf4  de 
Paris ;  but  of  late  that  meteor  had  vani^ed.  Mi.  Goto- 
bed,  then  cautiotisly  employing  a  commissioneT  to  gain 
some  information  of  Mr.  Hammond's  firm  at  the  private 
residence  from  which  Jasper  addreeaed  hia  letter,  ascer- 
tained that  in  that  private  residence  Jaapar  did  not 
reside.  He  [nid  the  porter  to  receive  occadonal  letters, 
for  which  he  called  or  sent;  and  the  porter,  who  was 
evidently  a  faithful  and  discreet  functionaiy,  declared 
his  belief  that  Monsieur  Hammond  lodged  iu  the  house 
in  which  he  transacted  business,  though  where  was  the 
honse  or  what  was  the  business,  the  porter  obeerved, 
wiUi  well-bred  implied  rebuke,  "  Monsieur  Hammond 
iras  too  reserved  to  communicate,  he  himself  too  in- 
curious to  inquire."  At  length  Mr.  Qotobed's  busiaess, 
which  was,  in  fact,  a  commiasion  from  a  distressed  father 
to  extricate  an  imprudent  son,  a  mere  boy,  from  some 
unhappy  associations,  having  brought  him  into  the  neces- 
sity of  seeing  persona  who  beloi^ed  neither  to  the  beau 
monde  nor  to  the  haxU  oommeroe,  he  gleaned  from  them 
the  information  he  desired.  Mr.  Hammond  lived  in  the 
very  heart  of  a  certain  circle  in  Faria  which  bat  few 
Englishmen  ever  penetrate.  In  that  circle  Mr.  Ham- 
mond had,  on  receiving  his  late  wife's  dowry,  become 
the  partner  iu  a  private  gambling  hell ;  in  that  hell  had 
been  engulfed  all  the  moneys  be  had  received,  —  a  hell 
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that  ought  to  bATe  prospered  with  him,  if  he  could  hjcn 
ecoaomind  Mb  Tillanoas  gains.  His  senior  partner  ip 
that  firm  retired  into  the  country  with  a  fine  fortane,— 
no  doubt  the  very  owner  of  those  mulberry  plantations 
which  were  now  on  sale  I  But  Jaspet  scattered  napo- 
leons faster  than  any  eroupier  could  rake  them  away. 
And  Jasper's  natural  talent  for  converting  solid  gold  , 
into  thin  air  had  been  assisted  by  a  lady  who,  in  the 
course  of  her  amiable  life,  had  assisted  many  richer  men 
than  Jasper  to  lodgings  in  St.  Pelagic,  or  cells  in  the 
MaiscHi  des  Fou&  With  that  lady  he  had  become  ac- 
quainted during  the  lifetime  of  his  wife,  and  it  was 
auppoeed  that  Matilda's  discovet;  of  this  liaison  had 
contributed  perhaps  to  the  illness  which  closed  in  her 
decease;  the  name  of  that  lady  was  Oabrielle  Deamaretfw 
She  might  still  be  seen  daily  at  the  Bois  de  Boulogne , 
nightly  at  opera-house  or  theatre;  eke  had  apartments 
in  the  Chanel  d'Antin  far  from  inaccessible  to  Mr. 
Gotobed,  if  he  ooveted  the  honor  of  her  acquaintance. 
But  Jasper  was  less  befoie  an  admiring  world.  He  was 
supposed  now  to  be  connected  with  another  gambling 
house  of  lower  grade  than  the  last,  in  which  he  bad  con- 
trived to  break  his  own  bank  and  plunder  his  own  till. 
It  was  euppoaed  also  that  he  remained  good  friends  with 
Mademoiselle  Desmarete;  but  if  he  visited  her  at  her 
house,  he  was  never  to  be  seen  there.  In  fact,  his 
temper  was  so  uncertain,  his  courage  so  dauntless,  his 
strength  so  prodigious,  that  gentlemen  who  did  not  wish 
to  be  thrown  out  of  a  window,  or  hurled  down  a  stair- 
case, shunned  any  salon  or  boudoir  in  which  they  bad 
a  chance  to  encounter  him.  Mademoiselle  Desmarets 
had  thus  been  condemned  to  the  painful  choice  between 
his  society  and  that  of  nobody  else,  or  that  of  anybody 
else  with  tite  rigid  privation  of  his.     Not  being  a  turtle 


.y  Google 


150  WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  ETT 

doTB,  she  had  choaen  the  latter  altomatiTe.  It  mt  be- 
lieved, nevertheless,  th&t  if  ever  Qabrielle  DesmantB 
had  known  the  weaknese  of  a  kind  sentiment,  it  was  foi 
this  tarbuleat  ladj^-killer;  and  that,  with  a  libeiali^ 
she  had  never  exhibited  in  any  other  instance,  when  she 
could  no  longer  help  him  to  squander,  she  would  still, 
at  a  pinch,  help  him  to  live;  thoogh,  of  oonrse,  in  snoh 
a  reverse  of  the  normal  laws  of  her  being.  Mademoiselle 
X>eBmBretB  set  those  bounds  an  her  own  generosity  which 
she  would  not  have  imposed  upon  his,  and  had  said  with 
a  sigh,  '  I  could  forgive  him  if  he  beat  me  and  beggared 
my  friends ;  but  to  beat  my  friends  and  to  beggar  me,  — 
tk<U  is  not  the  kind  of  love  which  makes  the  world  go 
round ! " 

Scandalized  to  the  last  nerve  of  his  respectable  system 
by  the  information  Uius  gleaned,  Mr.  Gotobed  returned 
to  London.  More  lettora  from  Jasper, —becoming  ur- 
gent, and  at  last  even  insolent,  —  Mr.  Gotobed,  worried 
into  a  reply,  wrote  bade  shortly, "  that  he  oonid  not  even 
communicate  such  applications  to  Mr.  Darrell,  and  that 
he  must  peremptorily  decline  all  farther  intorcourse, 
epistolary  or  personal,  with  Mr.  Hommcmd." 

Darrell,  on  retumii^  from  one  of  the  occasional  ram- 
bles on  the  Continent,  "remote,  unfriended,  melan- 
choly," by  which  he  broke  the  monotony  of  his  Pawley 
life,  found  a  letter  from  Jasper,  not  fawning,  but  abmpt, 
addressed  to  himself,  complaining  of  Mr.  Ootobed's  im- 
proper tone,  requesting  pecuniary  assistance,  and  Inti- 
mating that  he  could  in  return  communicate  to  Mr. 
Pairell  an  intelligence  that  would  give  him  more  joy 
than  all  his  wealUi  could  purchase.  Darrell  enclosed 
ttiat  note  to  Mr.  Gotobed ;  Mr.  Grotobed  oame  down  to 
H^wley  to  make  those  revelations  of  Jasper's  mode  of 
life  which  were  too  delicate  —  or  too  much  the  reverse 
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qI  delicate  —  to  commit  to  paper.  Great  as  Darrell'i 
disgust  at  the  memor;  of  Jasper  had  hitherto  been,  it 
may  well  be  concoired  how  much  more  bitter  became 
tiiat  memory  now.  No  answer  was,  of  oonise,  vouch 
safed  to  Jasper,  who,  after  another  extremely  foidble 
appeal  for  money ,  and  equally  enigmatical  boast  of  the 
pleasurable  information  it  was  in  his  power  to  bestow, 
relapsed  into  sullen  silence. 

One  day,  somewhat  more  than  Atc  years  after  Ma- 
tilda's death,  Darrell,  coming  in  from  his  musing  waltcB, 
found  a  stranger  waiting  for  him.  This  stranger  wsa 
William  Losely,  returned  from  penal  exile;  and  while 
Darrell,  on  hearing  this  announcement,  stood  mute  with 
haugh^  wonder  that  such  a  visiter  could  cruae  the 
threshold  of  his  father's  house,  the  conTict  began  what 
seemed  to  Darrell  a  story  equally  andacions  and  incom- 
prehensible, —  the  infant  Matilda  had  borne  to  Jasper, 
and  the  certificates  of  whose  death  had  been  so  cere- 
ntoniously  produced  and  so  prudently  attested,  lived 
stilll  Sent  out  to  nurse  as  soon  as  bom,  the  nurse  had 
in  her  charge  another  babe,  and  this  last  was  the  child 
who  had  died  md  been  buried  as  Matilda  Hammond's. 
The  elder  Losely  went  on  to  stemmer  ont  a  hope  that  his 
son  was  not  at  the  time  aware  of  the  fraudulent  ex- 
change, but  had  been  deceived  by  the  nurse,  —  tiiat  it 
had  not  been  a  premeditated  imposture  of  hie  own  to 
obtain  hie  wife's  fortune. 

When  Darrell  came  to  this  part  of  his  etory,  Alban 
Morley's  face  grew  more  seriously  interested.  "  Stop! " 
he  said;  "  William  Losely  assured  yon  of  his  own  con- 
viotion  that  this  strange  tale  was  true.  What  proofs 
did  he  volunteer)" 

"Proobl  Death,  man,  do  yon  think  that  at  Such 
joontento  I  was  but  a  Uoodless  lawyer,  to  question  and 


..Google 


152  WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  IT? 

OKMS-«zuiune  T     I  could  bat  bid  the   impostot  leave 
the  bonee  which  his  feet  polluted." 

Albon  beaTod  a  sigh,  and  munauTed,  too  low  for  Dar- 
lell  to  overhear,  "  Poor  Willy  I  "  then  aloud,  "  But,  my 
deal  friend,  bear  with  me  one  moment.  Suppose  tha^ 
by  the  arte  of  this  diabolical  Jasper,  the  exchange  really 
had  been  effected,  and  a  child  to  your  ancient  line  lived 
still,  would  it  not  be  a  solace,  a  comfort  —  " 

"Comfort! "  cried  DarreU,  "comfort  in  the  perpetua- 
tion of  infamy  I  The  line  I  promised  my  father  to 
restore  to  its  lanlc  in  the  land,  to  be  renewed  in  the 
giandchild  d  a  felon  1  —  in  the  child  of  the  yet  viler 
sharper  of  a  bell!  You,  gentleman  and  soldier,  call 
that  thought — '  comfort  t'  Ob,  Alben! — out  on  you  t 
Fie!  fiel  Kol  —  leave  such  a  thought  to  the  lips  of  a 
William  Loeely!  He  indeed,  claepii^  his  hands,  fal- 
tered forth  some  such  word ;  he  seemed  to  count  on  my 
forlorn  privation  of  kith  and  kindred,  —  no  heir  to  my 
wealth;  no  representative  of  my  race, —  would  I  deprive 
myaelf  of  —  ay:  your  veiy  words — of  a  solace, — a 
comfort  I    He  asked  me,  at  least,  to  inquire." 

"  And  yon  answered  1 " 

"  Answered  so  as  to  quell  and  crush  in  the  bud  all 
hopes  in  the  success  of  so  flagrant  a  falsehood,  —  an- 
swered, 'Why  inquire t  Know  that,  even  if  your  tale 
were  true,  I  have  no  heir,  no  representative,  no  de- 
scendant in  the  child  of  Jasper  —  the  grandchild  of 
William  —  Losely.  I  can  at  least  leave  my  wealth  to 
the  son  of  Gharlee  Haugbton.  True,  Charles  Haugbton 
was  a  spendthrift,  — a  gamester;  but  be  was  neither  a 
professional  cheat  nor  a  convicted  felon.' " 

"  You  said  that,  —  oh,  Darrell ! " 
-  The    Colonel    checked    himself.     But    for    Ghailes 
Knughton,  the  spendthrift  and  gamestOT,  would  William 
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Loaely  have  been  ftie  convicted  felon  T  He  checked 
titat  thought,  and  homed  on :  "  And  how  did  William 
Loeelj  replf  t " 

"  He  mode  no  leply,  —  he  akolked  away  witlioiit  a 
■word." 

Danell  then  proceeded  to  relate  the  interview  which 
Jasper  had  forced  on  him  at  Fawley  during  Uonel's 
visit  then,  —  on  Jasper's  part  an  attempt  to  tell  the 
same  tale  as  William  had  told;  on  Darrell's  pait^  the 
same  acomfnl  refuml  to  hear  it  out.  "And,"  added 
Durell,  "  the  man,  finiling  it  thus  impoaeible  to  dupe 
my  reaaon,  had  the  inconceivable  meanness  to  apply  to 
me  for  alma.  I  oonld  not  better  show  the  disdain  in 
wMch  I  held  himself  and  his  story  than  in  recognizing 
his  plea  as  a  mendicant,  I  threw  my  purse  at  his  feet, 
and  BO  left  him. 

"But,"  continued  Dairell,  his  brow  gIDwiI^(  darker 
and  darker, —  "but  wild  and  moDstroue  as  the  story 
was,  still  the  idea  that  it  kiqht  be  true:  a  supposition 
which  derived  its  sole  strength  from  the  character  of 
Jasper  Losely ;  from  the  interest  he  had  in  the  supposed 
death  of  a  child  Uiat  alone  stood  between  hiniself  and 
the  money  he  longed  to  grasp,  —  an  interest  which 
ceased  when  the  money  itself  was  gone,  or  rather 
changed  into  the  counter-interest  of  proving  a  life  that, 
he  thought,  would  re-establish  a  hokt  <m  me;  still,  I 
say,  an  idea  that  the  story  might  be  true,  would  force 
itoelf  on  my  fears,  and  if  ac^  tho^h  my  resolution 
never  to  acknowledge  the  child  of  Jasper  Losely  as  a 
representative,  or  even  as  a  daughter,  of  my  house, 
would  of  ooune  be  immovaUe,  — yet  it  would  become 
my  duty  to  see  that  her  infancy  was  sheltered,  her 
childhood  reared,  ber  youth  guarded,  her  exietenoe  am- 
ply provided  for." 
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"  Bight,  —  70111  pUin  datf, "  said  Altno,  UnnUy, 
"  Intricate  eometimsB  are  the  oUigatioiu  imposed  od  as 
ss  gentlemen;  'nobletee  oblige'  is  a  motto  which  ii> 
Tolves  puszles  for  a  casni^j  but  oar  duties  as  men  an 
plain,  the  idea  very  properly  hannted  you,  and  —  " 

"  And  I  hastened  to  ezorcise  the  spectre.  I  left  Eng- 
land, I  wMit  to  the  French  town  in  which  poor  Matilda 
died;  I  conld  not,  of  couiae,  make  formal  or  avowed 
inquiries  of  a  nature  to  raise  into  importance  the  vray 
conspiracy  (if  conspiracy  there  were)  which  threatened 
me.  But  I  aaw  the  physician  who  had  attended  both 
my  daughter  and  her  child;  I  sought  those  who  had 
seen  them  both  when  living,  — seen  them  both  when 
dead.  The  doubt  on  my  mind  was  dispelled,  — not  a 
pretext  left  for  my  own  self-tonnent.  The  only  person 
needful  in  eTldence  whom  I  failed  to  see  was  the  nuise 
to  whom  the  in&nt  had  been  sent.  She  lived  in  a 
village  some  miles  from  the  town ;  I  called  at  her  house, 
she  was  ottt.  I  left  word  I  should  call  the  next  day ; 
I  did  so, — she  had  aheconded.  I  might,  doubtless, 
have  traced  her,  but  to  what  end  if  she  were  merely 
Jasper's  minion  and  tool  1  Did  not  her  very  flight  prove 
her  guilt  and  her  terror  t  Indirectly  I  inquired  into  her 
antecedents  and  character.  The  inquiry  opened  a  field 
of  conjecture,  from  which  I  hastened  to  turn  my  eyes. 
This  woman  had  a  sister  who  had  been  in  the  service  of 
Gabrielle  Desmarete ;  and  Gahrielle  DeemamtB  had  been 
in  the  ne^hborhood  during  mf  poor  daughter's  lifetime, 
and  just  after  mj  daughter's  death.  And  Hm  nurse  had 
had  two  infanta  under  her  charge;  the  nune  had  re- 
moved with  one  of  them  to  Paris,  —  and  Oabrielle 
Desmarets  lived  in  Paris;  and  oh,  Alban,  if  there  be 
leally  in  flesh  and  life  a  child  by  Jaaper  Loeely  to  be 
forced  upon  laj  puree  or  my  pily,  —  is  it  his  chUd,  not 
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by  the  ill-fated  Matdtda,  but  by  the  vile  womaD  for 
whom  Matilda,  Bven  in  bei  first  year  of  wedlock,  was 
deserted!  Conceive  bow  credulity  itself  would  Bhrink 
appalled  from  the  horrible  snare  I  —  I  to  acknowledge, 
adopt,  proclaim  as  the  last  of  the  Darrells,  the  adulterooe 
ofispring  of  a  Jasper  LoEely  and  a  Oabrielle  Deamaretel 
— or,  when  I  am  in  my  grave,  some  claim  advanced 
upon  the  earn  settled  by  my  marriage  articles  on 
Matilda's  issue,  and  which,  if  a  child  survived,  could 
not  have  been  legally  transferred  to  its  father,  —  a  ckim 
with  witoesaee  suborned;  a  claim  &at  might  be  fraudu- 
lently established;  a  claim  that  would  leave  the  repre- 
sentative—  not  indeed  of  my  lands  and  wealth,  but,  more 
precions  far,  of  my  lineage  and  blood  —  in  —  in  the 
person  of — of — " 

Darrell  paused,  almost  stifling,  and  became  so  pale 
tliat  Alban  started  from  his  seat  in  alarm. 

"  It  is  nothing, "  resumed  Darrell,  faintly,  "  and,  ill  or 
well,  I  must  finish  this  subject  now,  so  that  we  need  not 
reopen  it. 

"I  remained  abroad,  as  you  know,  tta  some  years. 
Daring  that  time  two  or  three  letters  from  Jasper 
Losely  were  forwarded  to  me;  the  latest  in  date  more 
insolent  than  all  preceding  ones.  It  contained  demands 
as  if  they  were  rights,  and  insinoated  threats  of  public 
exposure,  reflecting  on  myself  and  my  pride:  'He  was 
my  son-in-law  after  all,  and  if  he  came  to  disgrace,  the 
world  should  know  the  tie.'  Enough.  This  is  oil  I 
knew  until  the  man  who  now,  it  seems,  thrusts  himself 
forward  aa  Jasper  Losely's  friend  or  agent,  spoke  to  me 
(he  other  night  at  Mrs.  Haughton's.  That  man  yon 
have  seen,  and  you  say  that  be  —  " 

"  Bepresents  Jasper's  poverty  as  extreme ;  his  temper 
mucmpuloua  and  desperate;   that  he  is  capaUe  cf  any  . 
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amount  at  Bcandal  or  violence.  It  seemB  that  though  at 
Paris  he  has  (Poole  betieTea)  atill  preserred  the  name 
of  Hammond,  yet  that  in  England  he  haa  resumed  that 
of  Iioeely,  eeems  by  Poole's  date  of  the  time  at  which  he, 
Poole,  made  Jasper's  acquaintauce,  to  have  done  so  after 
his  baffled  attempt  on  you  at  Favley,  —  whether  in  so 
doii^  he  intimated  the  commencement  of  hostilities,  or 
whether,  as  is  more  likely,  the  sharper  finds  it  conven- 
tent  to  hare  one  name  in  <Hie  country,  and  one  in  an- 
other, 'tis  useless  to  inquire;  enough  that  the  idmtity 
between  the  Hammond  who  married  poor  Matilda,  and 
the  Jasper  Losely  whose  father  was  transported,  that 
unscrupulous  rogue  haa  no  longer  any  care  to  conceaL 
It  is  true  that  the  reyelation  of  this  identity  would  now 
be  of  slight  moment  to  a  man  of  the  world  —  as  thick- 
skinned  aa  myself,  for  instance ;  but  to  you  it  would  be 
disagreeable,  — there  is  no  denying  that,  — and,  there- 
fore, in  short,  when  UJr.  Poole  advisee  a  compromise, 
by  which  Jasper  could  be  secnred  {rom  want  and  your- 
self from  annoyance,  I  am  of  the  same  opinion  as  Ifr. 
Pode  is," 

"  Tou  are !  ■ 

"  Certainly.  My  dear  Darrell,  if  in  your  secret  heart 
there  was  eometbing  bo  galling  in  the  thot^ht  that  the 
man  who  had  married  your  daughter,  though  without 
your  consent,  was  not  merely  the  commonplace  adven- 
turer whom  the  world  supposed,  but  the  son  of  that  poor, 
dear  —  I  mean  that  rascal  who  was  tran8port«d,  Jasper, 
too,  himself  a  cheat  and  a  sharper;  if  this  galled  yon  so, 
that  you  have  concealed  the  true  facts  from  myself,  your 
oldest  friend,  till  this  day ;  if  it  has  oost  yon  even  now 
so  sharp  a  pang  to  divnlge  the  true  name  of  that  Mr. 
Hammond,  whom  our  society  never  saw,  whom  even 
gossip  has  forgotten  in  connection  with  yourself,  —  how 
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intolerable  vould  l>e  your  suffering  to  havfl  this  nun 
watchii^  for  you  in  the  etreete,  some  wretched  girl  in 
his  hand,  and  ciying  out,  '  A  penny  for  yonr  Bon-in-law' 
and  your  grandchild  I '  Pardon  me,  —  I  most  be  blunt. 
You  can  give  him  to  the  police,  —  send  him  to  the  tread- 
mill, Doea  that  mend  the  matter  T  Or,  worae  still, 
suppose  the  man  commita  some  crime  that  fills  all  the 
newspapers  with  his  life  and  adventures,  including,  of 
course,  his  runaway  marriage  with  the  famous  Guy  Dat- 
rell's  heiress,  — no  one  would  blame  you,  no  one  respect 
you  less;  but  do  not  tell  me  that  you  would  not  be  glad 
to  save  yonr  daughter's  name  from  being  coupled  with 
such  a  miscreant's  at  the  price  of  half  youi  fortune. " 

"  Alban, "  said  Darrell,  gloomily,  '  you  can  say  nothing 
on  this  score  that  has  not  been  considered  by  myself. 
But  the  man  baa  bo  placed  the  matt«r,  that  honor  itself 
forbids  me  to  bargain  with  him  for  the  price  of  my 
name.  So  long  as  he  thieatons,  I  cannot  buy  off  a 
threat;  so  long  as  he  persists  in  a  story  by  which  he 
would  establish  a  claim  on  me  on  behalf  of  a  child 
whom  I  have  every  motive  as  well  as  every  reason  to 
disown  as  inheriting  my  blood,  —  whatever  I  bestowed 
on  himself  would  seem  like  hush-money  to  suppress 
that  claim." 

"  Of  course,  —  I  understand,  and  entirely  ^ree  with 
you.  But  if  the  man  retract  all  threats,  confess  his 
imposture  in  respect  to  this  pretended  offspring,  and 
consent  to  retire  for  life  to  a  distant  colony,  upon  an 
annuity  that  may  sufBce  for  his  wants,  but  leave  no 
surplus  beyond  to  render  more  glaring  his  vices,  or 
more  effective  his  powers  of  evil,  if  this  conld  be 
arranged  between  Mr.  Poole  and  myself,  I  think  that 
your  peace  might  be  permanentiy  secured  without  the 
slightest  sacrifice  of  honor.     Will  you  leave  the  matter 
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in  my  hands  on  this  assuruice,  —  that  I  will  not  give 
this  person  a  farthing  except  on  the  conditions  I  have 
ptemised  1 " 

"  On  these  conditiona,  yes,  and  most  giatefnlly, "  said 
DartelL  "Do  what  yoa  will  —  but  one  favor  more: 
never  again,  speak  to  me  (unless  absolutely  compelled) 
in  r^eienra  to  this  dark  portion  of  my  inner  life." 

Alban  pressed  his  friend's  hand,  and  hoth  weie  sOent 
for  some  momenta.  Then  said  the  Colonel,  with  an  at- 
tempt at  cheerfulness,  "  Danell,  m<»e  than  ever  now  do 
I  sea  that  the  new  house  at  Fswley,  so  long  suspended, 
must  be  finished.  Marry  again  you  must  I  —  you  can 
never  baniah  old  remembrances  anleas  you  can  supplant 
them,  by  fiesh  hopes." 

"  I  feel  it,  —  I  know  it, "  cried  Darrell,  passioiiately. 
"And  ohi  if  one  remembrance  amid  be  wrenched  awayl 
But  it  shall,— it  shaU!" 

"Ahl"  thought  Alban, — "the  remembrance  <^  his 
former  coitjugal  life  I  —  a  remembrance  which  might 
well  make  the  youngest  and  the  boldest  Benedict  shrink 
from  the  hazard  of  a  similar  experiment. " 

la  proportion  to  the  delicacy,  the  earnestness,  the 
depth  of  a  man's  nature,  will  there  be  a  something  in 
his  character  which  no  male  friend  can  conceive^  and 
a  something  in  the  secreta  of  his  life  which  no  male 
friend  can  ever  conjecture. 
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CHAPTBE  XL 

Oor  old  friaad  tlu  Pocket  Cmnnilial  erlncoi  nnexpacMd  patriotlini 
Knd  philoaophkal  moden^D,  coDtented  with  a  itakk  oB  hii 
own  nieciilent  liiaiid  in  tha  lia  of  hii  own  nktiT*  akf  ■ 

GoLONXL  Mom-XT  hkd  a  second  intomew  with  Hr, 
Poole.  It  nwded  not  Albau's  knowledge  of  the  world 
to  diacoTsr  tW  Poole  waa  no  partial  friend  to  Jasper 
Loselyi  that,  for  some  reason  or  other,  Poole  was  no 
less  anxious  than  the  Colonel  to  get  that  formidable 
dient,  whose  cause  he  bo  warmly  adrooated,  pensioued 
and  packed  off  into  the  region  moat  remote  from  Great 
Britain  in  which  a  spirit  hitherto  so  restless  might  con- 
sent to  settle.  And  although  Mi.  Poole  had  evidently 
taken  ofience  at  Mr.  Darrell's  disoourteous  rebuff  of  his 
amiable  intentions,  yet  no  grudge  against  Darrell  fuN 
nisbed  a  motive  for  conduct  equal  to  his  Christiaii  desire 
that  Darrell's  peace  should  be  purchased  by  Loeely'a 
perpetual  exile.  Accordingly,  Colimel  Morley  took  leave^ 
with  a  well-placed  c<mfidenee  in  Poole's  determination 
to  do  all  in  bis  power  to  induce  Ja^>er  to  listen  to  reason. 
The  Colonel  had  hoped  to  learn  something  from  Poole 
of  the  elder  Losely's  present  residence  and  lesoucoes. 
Poole,  as  we  know,  could  give  him  there  no  information. 
The  Colonel  also  failed  to  ascertain  any  particulars  rela- 
tive to  that  female  pretender  on  whoee  behalf  Jasper 
founded  his  principal  claim  to  Darrell's  aid.  And  so 
great  was  Poole's  embarrassment  in  reply  to  all  questions 
on  that  score, —  Where  was  the  young  person!  With 
whom  had  she  lived  1  What  was  she  like  I  Could  the 
Colonel  see  her,  and  hear  her  own  tale  I  —  that  Alban 
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entartoiiied  a  atrong  snepidou  th&t  no  Buch  girl  was  in 
existence;  that  she  was  a  pure  fiction  and  myth;  or  that, 
if  Juper  were  compelled  to  ptodnce  acme  petticoated 
fair,    ahe  would  be   an  artful    haggoge    hlied  for  the 


Poole  waited  Jasper'a  next  viait  with  impatience  and 
Bangoine  delight.  He  had  not  a  doubt  that  the  raffian 
would  cheerfully  conaent  to  allow  that,  on  farther  in- 
quiry, he  found  he  had  been  deceived  in  his  belief  of 
Sophy's  parentage,  and  that  there  was  nothing  in  Eng- 
land ao  peculiarly  sacred  to  hia  heart,  but  what  he  might 
conaent  to  breathe  the  freer  air  of  Columbian  skies,  ot 
eren  to  share  the  shepheid's  harmleae  life  amidst  the 
pastures  of  auriferous  Australia!  But,  to  Poole's  in- 
effable consternation,  Jasper  declared  sullenly  that  ha 
would  not  consent  to  expatriate  himsdf  merely  tor  the 
sake  of  living. 

"I  am  not  so  young  aa  I  was,"  said  the  Ikkto;  "I 
dm't  speak  of  yean,  but  feeling.  I  have  not  the  same 
energy;  <Hice  I  had  high  spirits, — they  are  broken; 
oncelhad  bope, — Iharenone:  I  am  not  up  to  exer- 
tion; I  have  got  into  lazy  habits.  To  go  into  new 
Bcenee,  form  new  plana,  lire  in  a  horrid,  raw,  new  worid, 
eveiybody  round  me  boatUng  and  pushing,  —  not  that 
may  suit  your  tian,  dapper,  light  Hop-o'^ny-thambsl 
Look  at  mel  See  how  I  have  increased  in  weight  tiie 
last  five  years,  —  all  mild  bone  and  mnade.  I  defy  any 
fonr  draymen  to  move  me  aa  inch  if  I  am  not  in  the 
mind  to  it;  and  to  be  blown  off  to  the  antipodes  as  if 
I  were  the  down  of  a  pestilent  thistle,  I  am  not  in  the 
mind  for  that,  Dolly  Poole  I  " 

"Hnml"  aaid  Poole,  trying  to  smile.  "This  is  funny 
talk.  Yon  olwaya  were  a  funny  fellow.  But  T  am 
quite  sure,  from  Colonel  Morley's  decided  manner,  that 
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you  can  get  noihing  htsm  Duidl  if  joa  ohoon  to  »- 
main  in  En^and." 

"  Well,  when  I  have  nothing  else  Iflft,  I  may  go  to 
Darrall  myeel^  and  hare  that  matter  out  with  him.  At 
pTvaent  I  am  not  np  to  it.  Dollj,  don't  boiel  "  And 
the  braro,  opemng  a  jaw  Bbong  eaoogh  for  any  cami- 
vonms  animal,  yawned,  yawned  mnch  as  a  bond  tiger 
does  in  the  faee  at  a  philosophical  stodent  of  hti^ 
manners  in  the  Zoological  Gardens. 

"  Bore  I  "  said  Poole,  astounded,  and  recoiling  from 
that  expanded  jaw,  "Bat  I  ahoold  have  tiiooght  no 
Hobject  couM  bore  you  less  than  the  eonaideiatit»i  of  how 
you  are  to  live  I " 

"  Why,  Dolly,  I  have  learned  to  be  easily  contented, 
and  you  see  at  present  I  live  upon  you." 

"Yea,"  groaned  Foole;  "but  that  oant  go  ob  foreret; 
and,  besides,  you  proniiaed  that  you  would  leave  me 
in  peace  as  soon  as  I  had  got  Dairell  to  provids  Sot 
you." 

"So  I  will,  Zounda,  air,  do  you  doubt  my  wordl 
So  I  will.  But  I  don't  call  exile  '  a  provin<»i,' — ftasto/ 
I  understand  from  you  that  Colonel  Uorley  offers  to 
restore  the  niggardly  £200  a  year  Darrell  formerly  al- 
lowed to  me,  to  be  paid  monthly  or  weekly,  through 
Bome  agent  in  Tan  Diemen's  Land,  or  some  sooh  un- 
comfortable half-way  house  to  eternity,  that  was  not 
even  in  the  atlas  when  I  studied  geography  at  school. 
But  £200  a  year  is  exactly  my  income  in  England,  paid 
weekly  too,  1^  your  agreeable  self,  with  whom  it  is  a 
pleasure  to  talk  over  old  times.  Therefore  that  proposal 
is  out  of  &e  question.  Tell  Colonel  Morley,  wiUi  my 
compliments,  that  if  he  will  double  the  sum,  and  leave 
me  to  spend  it  where  I  please,  I  scorn  haggling!,  and 
say  '  done,'  And  as  to  the  girl,  eince  I  cannot  find  h«i 
voi.  u.  —  II 
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(iriiicli,  cm  peiialt]r  of  being  threahed  to  «  mummj,  70a 
will  take  caie  not  to  let  out),  I  voold  agiee  to  leave 
Mi.  Danell  free  to  disown  her.  But  are  you  each  a 
dolt  as  not  to  «ee  that  I  put  the  aoe  of  tmrnpa  on  my 
adversaiy's  pitiful  deuce,  if  I  depose  that  my  ovn  child 
is  sot  my  own  child,  when  all  I  get  for  it  is  what  I 
oqually  get  out  of  you,  with  my  aoe  of  tnimpa  still  in 
my  handat  BoMtal  —  I  aay  again,  batta!  It  is  evi- 
dently an  object  to  Danell  to  get  rid  of  all  fear  that 
Sophy  ehould  ever  pounce  upon  him  tooth  and  claw :  if 
he  be  Bo  convinced  that  she  is  not  his  daughter's  child, 
why  make  a  point  of  my  saying  that  I  lold  him  a  fib, 
when  I  said  she  wast  Evidently,  too,  be  is  afraid  of 
my  power  to  hanuB  and  annoy  him;  dt  why  make  it  a 
point  that  I  ahaU  caily  nibble  his  cheeae  in  a  trap  at  the 
world's  end,  stared  at  by  bushmen,  and  wombats,  and 
rattlesnakes;  and  alligatora,  and  other  American  citizens 
or  British  setUersI  £200  a  year,  and  my  wife's  father  a 
millionuaire  I  The  offer  ia  an  insult.  Ponder  this ;  put 
on  the  screw ;  make  them  come  to  terms  which  Z  can  do 
them  the  hooor  to  accept;  meanwhile,  I  will  trouble  you 
for  my  four  Boreretgue." 

Poole  had  tie  chagrin  to  report  to  the  Colonel  Jasper's 
refusal  of  the  terms  proposed,  and  to  state  the  counter- 
prapoaition  he  was  commisBioned  to  make.  Alban  was 
at  first  iurprised,  not  conjecturing  the  means  of  supply, 
in  his  native  land,  which  Jasper  had  secured  in  the 
coffers  of  Poole  himself.  On  sounding  the  unhapi^ 
negotiator  as  to  Jasper's  reasons,  he  sujmised,  however, 
one  part  of  the  truth,  —  namely,  that  Jasper  built  hopes 
of  better  terms  piecieely  on  the  faot  that  terms  had  been 
offered  to  him  at  all ;  and  this  induced  Alban  almost  to 
regret  that  he  had  made  any  such  oveiturea,  and  to 
believe   that  Danell's  repugnance  to  open  ^le  door  <rf 
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eoneilution  a  Bingle  ioch  to  so  Btordy  a  nmiidiaai,  wu 
more  worldly-wim  than  Alfaan  bad  originally  eappowd. 
Yet,  partly  even  for  Darroll'B  own  eecaiity  and  peace, 
from  that  persuasion  of  hia  own  powera  of  management 
which  a  consummate  man  of  the  world  is  apt  to  enter- 
tain, and  partly  from  a  strong  curiosity  to  sea  tlie  aur 
dadouB  son  of  that  poor,  dear  nscal  Willy,  and  examine 
himself  into  tlie  facts  he  asserted,  and  tiie  objects  he 
aimed  at,  Alhan  bade  Poole  baSorm  Jasper  that  Coloitel 
Horley  would  be  quite  willing  to  conTince  him,  in  a 
personal  interriew,  of  Uie  imposdlHlity  of  acceding  to 
the  propositions  Jasper  had  made;  and  that  be  should 
be  still  more  wiUing  to  see  the  young  person  whom 
Jasper  asserted  to  be  the  child  of  his  marriage. 

Jasper,  after  a  moment's  moody  deliberation,  dsdinsd 
to  meet  Colonel  Morley,  —  actuated  to  some  extent  in 
that  reftisal  by  the  sensitiTe  vanity  which  once  had  given 
him  delight,  and  now  only  gave  him  pain.  Meet  thus 
— altered,  fidlen,  imbmted  —  the  fine  gentlunan  whose 
calm  eye  had  quelled  him  in  the  widow's  drawing-romn 
in  bis  day  of  comparative  splendor:  that  in  itself  was 
distasteful  to  the  degenerated  bravo.  But  he  felt  as  if 
he  should  be  at  more  disadvantage  in  point  of  argument 
with  a  cool  and  waiy  representative  of  Darrell'a  interests, 
than  he  should  be  even  with  Darrell  himself.  And, 
unable  to  produce  the  child  whom  he  arrogated  the  right 
to  obtrude,  he  should  be  but  exposed  to  a  fire  <d  cross 
questions  without  a  shot  in  his  own  looker.  Accordingly 
be  declined,  point-blank,  to  see  OoloneL  Morley;  and 
declared  that  the  terms  he  himself  had  proposed  were 
the  lowest  he  would  accept,  "Tell  Colonel  Moriey, 
however,  that  if  negotiations  fail,  I  shall  not  feul,  sooner 
or  later,  to  argue  my  view  of  the  points  in  ditqpnte  willt 
my  kind  ^ther-iaJaw,  and  in  person." 


.y  Google 


164  THAT  WILL   HE  DO  WITH   IT? 

'YtB,  hang  iti "  cried  Fode,  exasperated;  "go  and 
see  Danetl  jounelf.     He  k  easily  found." 

"  Ay,"  aiuwered  Jaspar,  with  the  haideet  look  of  his 
downcast  aide-linig  eye,  — "  ay ;  Bome  day  or  other  it 
may  come  to  that.  I  would  nther  not,  if  possible.  I 
might  not  keep  my  temper.  It  is  not  merely  a  matter 
of  mtmey  between  ua,  if  we  two  meet.  There  are  af- 
fronts to  eliace.  Banished  his  house  like  a  mangy  dog,  ' 
—  treated  by  a  jackanapes  lawyer  like  the  dirt  iu  the 
kennel!  The  Loaelys,  I  suspect,  would  have  looked 
down  on  the  DarreUs  fifty  years  ago;  and  what  if  my 
father  was  bom  out  of  wedlock,  is  the  blood  not  the 
samef  Does  the  breed  dwindle  down  for  want  of  a 
gold  ring  and  priest  1  Look  at  me.  Ko;  not  what  I 
now  am;  not  even  as  you  saw  me  five  years  ago;  but  as 
I  leaped  into  youth  t  Wae  I  bom  to  cast  sums  and  nib 
pens  as  a  City  clerk  I  Aha,  my  poor  father,  you  were 
wrong  there  I  Blood  wiU  out!  Had  devil,  indeed,  is 
a  racer  in  a  citiz^i's  gig!  Spavined,  and  windgalled, 
and  foundered, — let  the  bruto  go  at  last  to  the  knackers; 
but  by  his  eye,  and  his  pluck,  and  his  bone,  the  brute 
shows  the  stock  that  he  came  from!  " 

Dolly  opened  his  eyes  and  —  blinked.  Never  in  his 
gandy  days  had  Jasper  half  so  openly  revealed  what, 
periiaps,  had  bem  always  a  sore  in  his  pride;  and  his 
outburst  now  may  poesibly  aid  the  reader  to  a  subtler 
compiehension  of  the  arrogance,  and  levity,  and  egotism 
which  accompanied  his  insensibility  to  hraor,  and  had 
converted  his  very  claim  to  the  blood  of  a  gentleman  into 
an  excuse  for  a  i^nic'a  disdain  of  Uie  very  virtues  for 
which  a  gentleman  is  moat  desirous  of  obteining  credit. 
But  by  a  very  ordinary  prooess  in  the  human  mind,  as 
Jasper  had  fallen  lower  and  lower  into  the  lees  and  dr^ 
of   fortune,    his  pride   had   more   prominently    emerged 
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bom  the  group  of  the  other  and  gaudier  Tices,  by  which, 
in  health  and  high  apiiits,  it  had  been  poshed  aside  and 
oatshone. 

"Htunphl  "  said  Fools,  after  a  pause.  "If  Danell 
was  as  onciTil  to  you  aa  he  was  to  me,  I  don't  wonder 
that  you  owe  him  a  grudge.  But  even  if  you  do  lose 
temper  in  seeing  him,  it  might  rather  do  good  than  not. 
You  can  make  yourself  cursedly  onpleaaant  if  yon  choose 
it;  and  perhaps  you  will  have  a  batter  chance  of  getting 
your  own  tenna  if  they  see  you  can  bite  as  well  as  barki 
Set  at  Darrell,  and  worry  bifflj  it  ia  not  fair  to  wony 
nobody  but  me  I " 

"  Dolly,  don't  blnsterl  If  I  could  stand  at  his  door, 
or  stop  him  in  the  streets,  with  the  girl  in  my  hand, 
yoor  adrice  would  be  judiciona.  The  world  would  not 
care  for  a  row  between  a  rich  man  and  a  penniless  son- 
in-law.  But  as  interesting  young  lady,  who  calls  him 
grandfather,  and  falls  at  his  knees,  —  he  could  not  send 
h&r  to  hard  labor;  and  if  he  does  not  believe  in  bar 
birtti,  let  the  thii^  but  just  get  into  Qie  newapapen^ 
and  there  are  plenty  who  will;  and  I  should  be  in  a 
very  different  position  for  treating.  'T  is  just  beouue,  if 
I  meet  Darrell  again,  I  don't  wish  that  again  it  should  be 
all  bark  and  no  late,  that  I  postpone  ^le  interview.  All 
your  own  laziness,  —  exert  yourself  and  find  the  girL  " 

"  But  I  can't  find  the  girl  and  you  know  it.  And  I 
tell  you  what,  iSs,  Losely,  Colonel  Morley,  who  is  •  very 
shrewd  man,  does  not  believe  in  the  girl's  existence. " 

"  Does  not  bet  I  begin  to  doubt  it  myself.  But,  at 
all  events,  yea  can't  doubt  of  mine,  and  I  am  grateful  for 
yours ;  and  since  you  have  given  me  the  trouble  of  coming 
here  to  no  purpose,  I  may  as  well  take  the  next  week's 
pay  in  advance,  —  four  aoveteigna,  if  you  pleosci,  Dolly 
Pode." 
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CHAPTBB  Xn. 

AaaAMhak.    Chugeof  Honea,— and attmonUw  nwL 

CoLOHEL  MoBLET,  OQ  leanuDg  that  Jasper  declined  a 
personal  cotkferenoe  witii  himself,  and  that  the  piopoeal 
of  an  interview  with  Jaeper'a  oll^^  daughter  was 
eqoalty  8Coat«d  or  put  aside,  became  still  more  coaSrmed 
in  his  belief  that  Jasper  had  not  jet  been  blesaed  with  a 
daughter  suf&cientljr  artful  to  produce.  And  pleased  to 
think  that  tiia  sharper  was  thus  nnpiorided  with  a  means 
of  annojunce,  which,  skilfully  managed,  might  hare  been 
Beriouslf  harassing;  and  conrinced  that  when  Jasper 
found  no  farther  notice  taken  of  him,  he  himself  would  be 
compelled  to  petition  for  the  terms  he  now  rejected,  the 
Colonel  dzjrly  informed  Pools  "  that  his  interference  was 
at  an  end ;  that  if  Ur,  Loselj,  either  through  himself,  or 
through  Hr.  Poole,  or  any  one  else,  presumed  to  address 
Mr.  Darrell  direct,  the  offer  prerionslj  made  would  be 
peremptorily  and  irrevocaUy  witiidiawn.  I  myself," 
added  the  Colonel,  "  shall  be  going  abroad  rery  shortly 
for  the  rest  of  the  summer;  and  should  Mr.  Loaely,  in 
the  meanwhile,  think  better  of  a  ptopoeal  which  eecnres 
him  from  want,  I  refer  him  to  Hr.  Danell's  solicitor. 
To  that  proposal,  according  to  yonr  account  of  his  deeti- 
tntion,  he  must  come  sooner  or  later;  and  I  am  glad  to 
see  that  he  has  in  yourself  so  judicious  an  adviser, "  — a 
compliment  which  by  no  means  consoled  the  miserabb 
Poole. 

In  the  briefest  words,  Alban  informed  Darrell  of  his 
persuasion  that  Jasper  was  not  only  without  evidence  to 
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sapport  a  daughter's  claim,  but  that  the  daughter  henelf 
ma  etall  in  that  part  of  Virgil'a  Hades  appropriated  to 
souls  that  have  not  yet  appeared  upon  the  upper  earth; 
and  that  Jasper  himself,  although  holding  back,  as  might 
be  natutallj  expected,  in  the  hope  of  conditions  more  to 
his  taste,  bad  only  to  be  left  quietly  to  his  own  medit«- 
ticoie  in  order  to  recognise  the  advantages  of  emigration. 
Another  £100  a  year  or  eo,  it  is  true,  he  'might  bargain 
for,  and  such  a  demand  might  be  worth  coDoediiig.  But, 
on  the  whole,  Alban  congratulated  Darrell  upon  the  prolv 
ability  of  hearing  very  little  more  of  Die  son-in-law,  and 
no  more  at  all  of  the  son-in-law's  dau^ter. 

Danell  made  no  comment  nor  reply.  A  grateful  look, 
a  wann  pressure  of  the  hand,  and,  when  the  subject  was 
changed,  a  clearer  brow  and  livelier  smile,  tihanked  the 
Tingliah  Alban  better  than  all  words. 
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CHAPTER  Xra. 

Cidmiel  Horie;  ihowi  that  it  Ii  not  without  mMoa  that  h»  mtjaja 
hii  npntktian  of  knowing  Bomethiiig  kbont  eTerybod/. 

"  Will  met,"  said  Dariell,  the  da;  aft«r  Alban  had 
eonveyed  to  him  the  comforting  aaauraiices  which  had 
taken  <me  thorn  from  his  aide,  —  dispersed  one  cloud  in 
hiB  evening  sky,  —  "well  met,"  said  Darrell,  encounter- 
ing the  Colonel  a  few  paces  from  his  own  door.  "  Fray 
walk  with  me  aa  far  as  the  New  Boad.  I  have  prom- 
ised Liimel  to  vint  the  studio  of  an  artist  friend  of  his, 
in  whom  he  ohoosea  to  find  a  Baphael ,  and  in.  whom  I 
sappose,  at  the  price  of  truth,  I  shall  be  nibanely  com- 
pelled to  compliment  a  dauber." 

"  Do  you  speak  of  Frank  Vance  ? " 

"  The  same ! " 

*You  could  not  visit  a  wortiiier  man,  nor  oompli* 
ment  a  more  promising  artist.  Vance  is  one  of  the 
few  who  unite  fftisto  and  patience,  fancy  and  bnuh- 
work.  His  female  beads,  in  especial,  are  exquisite; 
though  they  are  all,  I  confess,  too  much  like  one  an- 
other. The  man  himself  is  a  thoroughly  fine  fellow. 
He  haa  been  much  made  of  in  good  society,  and  remains 
unspoiled.  You  wiil  find  his  manner  rather  off-hand, 
the  reverse  of  shy;  partly,  perhaps,  because  he  has  in 
himself  the  racy  freahnese  and  boldness  which  he  gives 
to  his  colors;  partly,  perhaps,  also,  because  he  haa  in 
his  art  the  self-esteem  that  patricians  take  from  their 
pedigree,  and  shakes  a  duke  by  the  hand  to  prevent  the 
duke  holding  out  to  him  a  finger." 
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"Good,"  said  Darrell,  with  hie  nre,  manly  lai^h. 
"  Being  ehy  myself,  I  like  man  who  meet  one  halfway. 
I  gee  that  we  shall  be  at  our  ease  with  each  other." 

"  And  perhape  still  more  when  I  tell  you  that  he  is 
connected  with  an  old  Eton  friend  of  ours,  and  deriring 
no  gnat  benefit  from  that  connection;  you  remember 
poor  Sidney  Branthwaite  1 " 

"  To  be  sate.  He  and  I  were  great  friends  at  Eton, 
—  Bomewhat  in  the  same  position  of  pride  and  poverty. 
Of  all  the  boys  in  the  school  we  two  had  the  least 
pocket-money.  Foot  Bianthwaitel  Z  lost  sight  of  him 
afterwards.  He  went  into  the  Chnich,  got  only  a  cur- 
acy, and  died  young." 

"And  left  a  son,  poorer  tikan  himself,  who  married 
Frank  Vance'e  sister." 

"  You  don't  say  so.  The  Branthwaites  were  of  good 
old  family;  what  is  l£r.  Vance's  1 " 

"Kespectable  enough.  Vance's  father  was  one  of 
(khose  clever  men  who  have  too  many  strings  to  their 
bow.  He,  too,  was  a  painter;  but  he  was  also  a  man 
of  letters,  in  a  sort  of  a  way,  —  had  a  share  in  a  jonr- 
nal,  in  which  he  wrote  criticisms  on  the  Fine  Arte.  A 
musical  composer,  too.  Rather  a  fine  gentleman,  I  sus- 
pect, with  a  wife  who  was  rather  a  fine  lady.  Their 
house  was  much  frequented  by  artists  and  literary  men: 
old  Vance,  in  short,  was  hospitable,— his  wife  extrara- 
gant.  Believing  that  posterity  would  do  that  jnstice 
to  his  pictures  which  his  oontempoiaries  refused,  Vance 
left  to  his  family  no  other  provision.  After  sellii^  his 
pictures,  and  paying  his  debts,  there  was  just  enough 

left  to  bury   him.     Fortunately,  Sir  ,  the  great 

painter  of  that  day,  had  already  conceived  a  liking  to 
Frank  Vance,  —  then  a  mere  boy, — who  bad  shown 
genins  bom  an  infant,  as  all  true  artista  do.     Sir 
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took  him  into  his  etadio,  and  gave  him  lessoni.  It 
wonld  have  been  unlike  Sir  ,  who  ma  open- 
hearted,  bat  cloBe-fiBted,  to  give  anytliiiig  else.  But 
the  boy  contriTed  to  support  his  mother  and  sister. 
That  fellow,  who  is  now  as  arrogant  a  stickler  for  Qie 
dignity  of  art  as  yoa  or  my  Lord  Chancellor  may  be 
for  that  of  the  bar,  stooped  than  to  deal  clandestinely 
witii  fancy  ehopa,  and  imitate  Watteau  on  fans.  I  have 
two  hand'screens  that  he  painted  for  a  shop  in  Bathbone 
Place.  I  suppose  he  may  have  got  10s.  for  them,  and 
now  any  admirer  of  Frank's  would  give  £100  apieoe  fw 
them. " 

"That  is  the  true  soul  iu  which  genius  lodges,  and 
out  of  which  fire  springs,"  cried  Darrell,  cordially. 
"  Give  me  the  fire  that  luiks  in  the  flint,  and  answers 
by  light  the  stroke  of  the  hard  steeL  I  'm  glad  Lionel 
hae  won  a  friend  in  each  a  man.  Sidney  Bnmth- 
waito's  son  married  Vance's  sister,  —  after  Vance  had 
won  reputation  I" 

"  TSo ;  while  Vance  was  still  a  boy.  Young  Arthnr 
Bianthwaito  was  an  orphan.  If  he  had  any  living 
relations,  they  were  too  poor  to  assist  him.  He  wrote 
poetxy  much  praised  by  the  critics  (they  deserve  to  be 
hailed,  those  criticsl),  —  scribbled,  I  suppose,  in  old 
Vance's  journal;  saw  Mary  Vance  a  liUle  before  her 
faXhex  died;  fell  in  love  with  her;  and  on  the  stt«ngth 
<rf  a  volume  of  verse,  in  which  the  critics  all  solenmly 
depoeed  to  hia  sorpasaing  riches  —  of  imagination, 
rushed  to  the  altar,  and  sacrificed  a  wife  to  the 
MuaesI  Those  villanous  critics  will  have  a  dark 
acoonnt  to  render  in  the  next  world!  Poor  Arttiar 
Branthwaitel  For  the  sake  of  onr  old  friend  his 
father,  I  bon^t  a  copy  of  his  little  volume.  LitUe 
as  tiM  volume  was,  I  could  not  tead  it  thxough." 
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"  What  I  —  below  contempt  I " 

"  On  the  contnrjr,  above  compreheDsianI  All  poetiy 
praiaed  hy  critics  nowadflys  is  as  hard  to  aoderetaod  as 
a'  hieroglyphic.  I  own  a  veaknese  foi  Pope  and  com- 
mon seoBe.  I  could  keep  up  with  our  age  as  fai  as 
Byron;  after  him  I  was  thrown  out.  However,  Arthur 
was  declared  by  the  critics  to  be  a  great  improvement  on 
Byron, — more  'poetical  iu  form;'  more  '  (Bsthetically 
artistic; '  more  '  objective '  or  '  subjective  '  (I  am  sure 
I  forget  which,  but  it  was  one  or  the  other,  nonsBnai' 
oal,  uid  not  English)  in  hia  views  of  nun  and  K&ttire. 
Very  possibly.  All  I  know  ia,  —  I  bought  the  poems, 
bat  could  not  read  t^em ;  the  critics  read  them ,  but  did 
not  bay.  Ail  that  Frank  Vance  could  otake  by  paint- 
ing hand-acreena  and  fans  and  albnm-scnpa,  he  seat,  I 
believe,  to  the  poor  poet;  but  I  fear  it  did  not  suffice. 
Arthur,  I  suspect,  must  have  been  publishing  another 
volume  on  hia  own  account.  I  saw  a  Uonody  on  aome- 
&ing  or  other,  1^  Artbnr  Bianthwaite,  advertieed,  and 
no  doubt  Frank's  fsms  and  hand-Bdeena  must  have 
melted  into  the  printer's  bill.  But  the  Monody  never 
appeared:  the  poet  died,  his  young  wife  too,  Frank 
Vance  remains  a  bachelor,  and  sneers  at  gentility,  abhors 
poets,  is  insulted  if  you  promise  posthumous  fame,  gets 
the  best  price  he  can  for  his  pictures,  —  andia  proud  to 
be  Uiougbt  a  miser.     Here  we  are  at  his  door." 
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OHAPTEB  XIT. 

Boniaiitic  Lon  patbdoglcallj  r^fudad  I7  FnuitT>iK«  and 
Alban  Hod«7. 

Tavob  wbs  befoie  his  easel,  Lionel  looking  otct  his 
BlionldeT.  Nerer  was  Darrell  more  genial  tJian  he  wu 
that  day  to  Frank  Vanco.  The  two  men  took  to  eooh 
other  at  onoe,  and  talked  as  fiuniliarly  as  if  the  retired 
lawyer  and  the  rieii^;  painter  were  old  fellow-tisTellers 
along  the  same  road  of  life.  Danell  was  really  an  ex- 
qaisite  judge  of  art,  and  hia  piaiee  was  the  more  grati- 
fying becBOse  discriminating.  Of  course  he  gave  the 
due  mead  of  panegyric  to  the  female  heads,  hy  which 
the  artist  had  become  bo  renowned.  Lionel  took  his 
kinsman  aside,  and,  with  a  moumfal  expreeeion  of  face, 
showed  him  the  portrait  by  which  all  those  varying 
ideals  had  been  suggested,  —  tbe  portrait  f^  Sophy  as 
Titania. 

"  And  that  is  Lionel,"  said  the  artlsi,  pointing  to  tin 
rough  outline  of  Bottom. 

"Fish I"  said  Lionel,  angrily.  Then  turning  to 
Darrell :  "  This  is  th»  Sophy  we  have  failed  to  find, 
sir,  —  is  it  not  a  lovely  face  ? " 

"It  ia  indeed,"  said  Darrell;  "hnt  that  namelesa 
refinement  in  expression,  that  arch  yet  tender  elcganoa 
in  the  simple,  watchful  attitude, — these,  Mr.  Vance, 
must  be  your  additions  to  the  original." 

"No,!  assnre  yon,  dr,"  said  Lionel;  "besides  that 
elegance,  that  refinement,  there  was  a  delicacy  in  the 
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look  uid  air  of  that  child,  to  vliioli  Vance  biled  to  do 
jOBtica.     Own  it,  Frank. " 

*  BMamiTe  yoniaelf,  Mr.  I>BTrell,"  nid  Vance,  "of 
asy  feara  which  Lionel's  enthnaiaam  might  excite.  He 
telle  me  that  Titania  is  in  America;  yet,  after  all,  I 
would  lather  he  saw  har  again, —>  no  cure  for  love  at 
firat  sight  like  a  second  sight  of  the  beloved  object  after 
a  long  absence. " 

Dabbxll  (somewhat  gravely). — *A  hazardona  rem- 
edy, —  it  might  kill,  it  it  did  not  cure." 

GoLOirsL  MoBLKT.  —  "I  luapect,  from  Vanoe'a  man- 
ner, that  he  has  tested  its  efficacy  on  hie  own  person. " 

LiomL. — "No,  mon  Colonel,  —  I'll  answer  fot 
Vance,     ffe  in  love  I    Never." 

Vance  colored — gave  a  touch  to  the  nooe  of  a  Koman 
aenator  in  the  famous  classical  picture  which  he  was 
then  painting  for  a  merchant  at  Manoheator — and  made 
no  reply.  Darrell  lcK>ked  at  the  artist  with  a  aharp  and 
searching  glance. 

CoLOMEL  MoBiiBT. — "Then  all  the  more  credit  to 
Vance  for  his  intuitive  perception  of  philosophical  truth. 
Suppose,  my  dear  Lionel,  that  we  light,  one  idle  day, 
on  A  beautiful  novel,  a  glowing  romance,  —  suppose  that, 
by  chance,  we  an  torn  bom  the  book  in  the  middle  of 
the  interest:  we  remain  under  the  spell  of  the  illusion; 
we  recall  the  scenes;  we  try  to  guees  what  should  have 
been  the  sequel ;  we  think  that  no  romance  ever  was  so 
captivating,  simply  because  we  were  not  allowed  to  eon- 
elude  it.  Well,  if,  some  years  afterwards,  the  romance 
fall  ^ain  in  our  way,  and  we  open  at  the  page  where  we 
left  off,  we  cry,  in  the  maturi^  of  out  sober  judg' 
ment,  'Hawkish  stuff — is  this  the  same  thing  that 
I  once  thought  so  beautiful  t  —  how  one's  tastee  do 
alter! ' " 
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.  DlSBCLt.  —  "  Dou  it  not  depend  on  the  ige  in  whiah 
one  began  the  romance )  " 

LiONBi-  — "Bather,  let  me  think,  lir,  npon  tiw real 
depth  of  the  interest,  — the  true  beanty  of  the— " 

Vakob  (interropting). — "  Heroine  1  Xot  at  all, 
Lionel.  I  once  fell  in  love,  —  incradible  aa  it  may 
seem  to  yaa,  —  nine  years  ago  last  January.  I  was 
too  poor  then  to  aspire  to  any  young  lady's  hand,— 
therefore  I  did  not  tall  my  lore,  bat '  let  conoealment,' 
et  cetera,  et  cetera.  She  went  away  with  her  mamma 
to  oomplete  her  education  on  the  Continant.  I  re* 
mained  'Patienoe  on  a  monument.'  She  waa  alwaya 
befora  my  eyes,  —  the  slendsreat,  shyest  croature;  juat 
eighteen.  I  never  had  an  idea  that  she  oould  grow  any 
older,  lees  slender,  or  less  shy.  Well,  four  years  aftei^ 
wards  (just  before  we  made  onz  excursion  into  Surrey, 
Lionel),  she  returned  to  England,  atill  unmarried.  I 
went  to  a  pai^  et  whioh  I  knew  she  was  to  be,  — aaw 
her,  and  was  cured. " 

"  Bad  case  of  smallpox,  or  whatt "  asked  the  Oolooel, 
amiling. 

Vavgx.  —  "Kay;  everybody  said  she  waa  extremely 
improved;  that  was  the  mischief,  —  she  had  improved 
herself  out  of  my  fancy.  I  had  been  faithful  as  wax  to 
one  settled  impiession,  and,  when  I  saw  a  fine,  foil- 
formed,  young,  Frenchified  lady,  quite  at  her  ease,  armed 
with  eye-glaas  and  bouquet  and  bnatle,  away  went  my 
dream  of  the  slim,  blushing  maiden.  The  Colonel  is 
quite  right,  Lionel;  the  tomanoe  once  auepended,  'tia 
a  haunting  remembrance  till  thrown  again  in  our  way, 
but  oomplete  disilluaioii  if  we  try  to  renew  it;  though 
I  awear  that  in  my  case  the  interest  waa  deep,  and  the 
heroine  improved  in  her  beauty.  So  wiUi  you  aoA  that 
dear  little  creature.     See  her  again,  and  you  '11  tease  me 
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116  mon  to  giT«  jon  that  portndt  of  Titania  at  watch 
over  Bottom's  soft  alumben.  All  a '  Midsmmnar  Night's 
Dream,*  Lionel.  Titania  fadea  hack  into  the  anus  of 
Obeton,  and  irould  not  be  Titania  if  ;oa  coold  make 
her — Mts.  Bottom." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

Sm  Cdimel  MaiUj,  knowing  srerybody  ud  eTeiytblng,  b  pn*- 
tM.  whaa  it  GomM  to  tlw  pUin  qiwrtum,  "  What  will  he  do 
with  itt" 

"I  AM  delighted  with  Vance,"  said  Darrell,  when  he 
and  the  Colonel  were  again  walking  arm-in-arm.  "  Hie 
is  not  one  of  those  meagre  intellects  which  have  nothing 
to  spare  out  of  the  professional  line.  He  has  humor. 
Humor,  —  strength's  rich  superfluity." 

"I  like  your  definition,"  said  the  Colonel;  "and 
humor  in  Vance,  though  fontastic,  is  not  without 
subtlety.  There  was  much  real  kindness  in  his  obvi- 
ous design  to  quis  Lionel  out  of  that  silly  enthusiasm 
for—" 

"For  a  pretty  child,  reared  up  te  be  a  strolling 
player,"  interrupted  Danell.  "  Don't  call  it  silly 
enthusiasm.  I  call  it  chivalrous  compassion.  Were 
it  other  than  compassion,  it  would  not  be  enthusiasm, 
—  it  would  be  degradation.  But  do  you  believe,  then, 
ihat  Vanoe'e  confession  of  first  love,  and  its  oura,  was 
but  a  whimsical  invention  I " 

GoLOMBL  UoBLBT.  — "  2Tot  BO.  Mony  a  grave  truth 
ia  spoken  jestingly.  I  have  no  doubt  that,  allowing  for 
the  pardonaUe  exaggeration  of  a  roMnteur,  Vance  was 
narrating  an  episode  in  his  own  life." 

Dabbell.  — "Do  you  think  that  a  grown  man,  who 
has  ever  really  felt  love,  con  make  a  jest  of  it,  and  to 
mere  acquuntancea  1 " 

Colonel  Moblet.  —  *  Tes;  if  he  be  so  thoroughly 
cured  that  he  has  made  a  jest  of  it  to  himself.     And  the 
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mon  lightly  he  epeaks  of  it,  perh&ps  the  mon  Nlsnmly 
at  one  time  he  felt  it  Levity  u  his  nvenge  on  the  pw 
rion  that  fooled  him. " 

Dabbbli^  — *  Tou  are  evidently  an  experienced  phil- 
osopher in  the  lore  of  each  folly.  'Cotunllug  ituapi- 
entit  tapientite.'  Tet  I  can  scarcely  believe  that  yon 
have  ever  been  in  love." 

"Tea,  I  have," said  the  Colonel,  bluntly,  "and  very 
often  I  Eveiybody  at  ray  age  has, — except  yonnelf. 
So  like  a  man's  obeervation,  thai,"  continoed  the 
Colonel,  Tith  mnch  tartneaa,  "No  man  ever  thinks 
another  man  capable  of  a  pnrfonnd  and  nnnantio 
sentiment  I " 

Darrbll. — "Tnie^  I  ovn  my  shallor  bnlt,  and 
beg  yoQ  ten  thousand  pardons.  So,  then,  you  really 
believe,  from  your  own  experience  that  there  is  mnch 
in  Vance's  theory  and  your  own  very  happy  illustia- 
tioni  Could  we,  after  many  years,  turn  back  to  the 
romance  at  the  page  at  which  we  left  off,  we  should —  " 

CoLONBL  HoBLBT.  — "Not  care  a  straw  to  read  tml 
Certainly,  half  the  peculiar  charm  of  a  person  beloved 
must  be  ascribed  to  locality  and  circumstance." 

Dabbell.  — "  I  don't  quite  understand  you." 

CoLOKBL  MoRLET. — "Then,  as  you  liked  my  former 
illnstration ,  I  will  explain  myself  by  another  one,  more 
homely.  In  a  room  to  which  yon  are  accusiomed,  there  is 
a  piece  of  furniture,  or  an  ornament,  which  so  exactly 
miito  tte  place,  that  yoo  say, '  The  prettiest  thing  T  evw 
sawf*  Yon  go  away, — yonretum;  (he  piece  of  furni- 
ture or  the  omnment  has  been  moved  into  another  room. 
You  see  it  there,  and  yon  say:  'Bless  me,  is  that  the 
thing  I  so  much  admired! '  The  strange  room  does  not 
suit  it,  —  losing  its  old  associations  and  accessories,  it 
has  lost  Its  charm .  So  it  is  with  human  beings  —  seen 
TOi.  n. '-  la 
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IB  one  place,  the  place  would  be  nothing  withont  them 
— >eeeD  in  another,  the  place  without  them  would  be  ell 
the  bettorl " 

Darbell  (musingly).  — *  There  are  some  puzzles  ia 
life  which  reeemUe  the  riddles  a  child  asks  70U  to  solve. 
Your  imaginAtton  cannot  descend  low  enough  foi  the 
right  guess.  Yet,  when  you  are  t«ld,  you  aie  obliged 
to  say,  '  How  clever! '     Man  lives  to  learn." 

"Since  you  have  arrived  at  that  conviction,"  replied 
Colonel  Morley,  amused  by  his  friend's  gravity,  "  I 
hope  tiiat  you  will  rest  satisfied  with  the  experiences 
of  Vance  and  myself;  and  that  if  you  have  a  mind  to 
propose  to  one  of  the  young  ladies  whose  merits  we  have 
already  discussed,  you  will  not  deem  it  necessaiy  to  tcy 
what  effect  a  prolonged  absence  might  produce  on  yonr 
good  resolution." 

"Ko!"  said  Darrell,  with  sadden  animation.  "Be- 
fore three  days  are  over,  my  mind  shall  be  made  up." 

"  Bravo!  — aa  to  whom  of  the  tiiree  you  would  aak  in 
mamagel" 

"  Or  as  to  the  idea  of  ever  marrying  again.  Adieu,  I 
am  goii^  to  knock  at  that  door. " 

"Mr.  Vyvyan'st  Ah,  is  it  bo,  indeedt  Verily,  yon 
are  a  true  Dare-all." 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed.  I  go  afterwards  to  an  exhibi- 
tion with  Lady  Adela,  and  I  dine  with  the  Carr  Viponla. 
My  choice  is  not  yet  made,  and  my  hand  still  free." 

"  His  hand  stJU  free! "  muttered  the  Colonel,  putsu- 
lag  his  walk  alone.  "Yes;  but,  three  days  hence,— 
what  will  he  do  with  iti " 


.y  Google 


WHAT  WnX  HE  DO   WITH  ITt 


CHAPTEB  XVT. 

Ooj  Dunll'a  DecMon. 

Out  Dabrkll  retnmed  home  from  Carr  Yipont's  din- 
ner  at  a  late  hour.  On  hia  table  'waa  a  note  bom  Lady 
Adela'B  fsther,  GOidially  inviting  Darrell  to  pan  the 
next  week  at  hie  country -houee ;  London  was  now 
emp^ng  taet.  On  the  table,  too,  was  a  parcel,  con- 
tainit^  a  book  which  Darrell  had  lent  to  Misa  Vjvjm 
aome  weeks  ago,  and  a  note  from  herself.  In  calling 
at  her  father's  house  that  moFning,  he  had  learned  that 
Mr.  Yyvyan  had  suddenly  resolved  to  take  her  Into 
Switzerland,  with  the  view  of  passing  the  next  winter 
in  Italy,  The  room  was  filled  with .  loungers  of  both 
aezes.  Darrell  had  stayed  but  a  short  time.  The  leave- 
taking  bad  been  somewhat  formal,  —  Flora  nnnsually 
rilent.  He  opened  her  note,  and  read  the  first  lines 
listlessly;  l^oae  that  followed,  with  a  changing  cheek 
sad  an  earnest  «ye.  He  laid  down  the  note  very  gently, 
again  took  it  up,  and  repemsed.  Then  he  held  it  to  the 
candle,  and  it  dropped  from  his  hand  in  tinder.  "  The 
innocent  child/'  mnrmnred  he,  with  a  soft  paternal  ten- 
derness; "she  knows  not  what  she  writes."  He  began 
to  pace  the  room  with  his  habitual  restlsBBneas  when 
in  solitary  thought,  —  oft«n  stopping;  often  sighing 
heavily.  A.t  length  his  face  cleared,  —  his  lips  be- 
came finnly  set.  He  summoned  his  favorite  servant. 
"  Mills,"  said  he,  "  I  shall  leave  town  on  horseback  as 
soon  as  the  sun  rises.  Put  what  I  may  require  for  a 
day  or  two  into  the  saddle-bags.     Possibly,  however, 
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I  ratj  be  back  hj  dinner-tiine.  Call  me  at  five  o'clock, 
and  then  go  nund  to  the  stables.  I  shall  requiie  no 
groom  to  attend  me." 

The  next  morning,  while  tlie  stoeets  were  deserted, 
no  houses  as  yet  astir,  but  the  sun  bright,  the  ait  fresh, 
Ouy  Damll  rode  from  his  door.  He  did  not  return  the 
same  day,  nor  the  next,  nor  at  all.  But,  late  in  tia 
evening  of  the  second  day,  his  horse,  reeking  h(^,  and 
evidently  hard-ridden,  stopped  at  the  poroh  of  Fswley 
Manot-House;  and  Danell  flung  himself  from  the  sad- 
dle, and  into  Fsirthom's  arms.  "Back  again,  bock 
again, — and  to  leave  no  morel"  said  he,  looking 
round;   "Spet  et  Fortv,na  vaUttt" 
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CHAPTER  XVH. 

A,  Han'i  LettM,  —  Tiniwti«f|>rtory  and  ptoroklng  u  a  maa'a  lattan 

DAHBBLL  TO  COLONEL  MOBLBT. 

Fawlet  UuiOR-Houts,  Angost  19,  IB-. 
I  HATi  decided,  my  deai  Albao.  I  did  not  take  three  dsy* 
to  do  so,  ttoogb  the  tbitd  day  may  be  juat  over  ere  you  leant 
my  deciuon.  I  sliall  never  marry  ^^ ;  I  abandon  that  last 
dieam  of  declining  yean.  My  object  in  leturning  to  the  Lou- 
don world  was  to  try  whether  I  conld  not  find,  amongst  th^ 
foinst  and  most  attractive  women  that  the  world  prodacee,  — 
at  least  to  an  English  eye,  —  some  one  who  conld  inspire  me 
with  that  ainglenesa  of  affection  which  conld  alone  justify  the 
hope  that  I  might  win,  in  retorn,  a  wife's  esteem  and  a  con- 
tented home.  That  object  is  now  finally  lelinqnished,  an^i 
with  it,  all  idea  of  reAoming  the  life  of  dtiee.  I  might  have 
le-entered  a  political  career,  had  I  Snt  aecored  to  myself  a 
mind  sufBciently  serene  aivl  heelthfol  for  duties  that  need  the 
concentration  of  thonght  and  desire.  Such  a  state  of  mind  I 
cannot  secure,  I  have  striven  for  it ;  I  am  baffled.  It  is  said 
that  politics  aze  a  jealous  mistress,  —  that  they  lei^uira  the 
whole  man.  The  saying  is  not  invariably  true  in  the  appli- 
cation it  eooiTnonly  receives,  —  that  is,  a  politician  may  have 
some  other  employment  of  intellect,  which  rather  enlarges  his 
powers  than  dintracts  their  political  usee.  Sncceesfiil  politir 
dans  have  united  with  great  pariiiunentary  t«l  and  triomph 
legal  occopattons  or  learned  studies.  Bat  politics  do  leqnin 
that  tlie  htart  should  be  &ee,  and  at  peace  &om  aU  moie  al> 
•orbing  private  anxieties,  —  from  the  gnawing  of  a  memtoy  or 
a  care  which  doUs  ambition  and  pandyiea  energy.  In  this 
sense  politics  do  require  the  whole  jnan.    If  I  returned  to 
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politics  now,  I  Ghonld  fsil  to  them,  and  tiuj  to  me.  I  feet 
that  the  loief  interval  between  me  and  the  grave  has  need  of 
Tepoee:  I  find  that  repoee  here.  I  hftve  tiierefore  given  the 
neceaiaiy  orden  to  dioaiw  the  pompona  retinae  which  I  left 
behind  me,  and  initructed  my  agent  to  bcU  my  London  hoiue 
for  whatever  it  may  fetch.  I  was  unwilling  to  sell  it  before, 
—  utiwillJDg  to  abandon  tiie  hope,  however  fitint,  that  I  might 
yet  regain  stiength  for  action.  But  the  very  struggle  to  obtain 
BDch  strength  leaves  me  exhausted  more. 

Too  may  believe  that  it  is  not  without  &  pang,  leee  of  pride 
than  of  lemone,  that  I  neign  nnfulfilled  the  object  towards 
which  all  my  earlier  life  was  so  resolately  shaped.  The  honse 
I  promised  my  father  to  re-foand,  dies  to  dost  in  my  gnve. 
To  my  father's  blood  no  heii  to  my  wealth  eon  trace.  Tet  it 
is  a  eonsolatioa  to  think  that  Lionel  Haoghton  is  one  on  whom 
my  lathei  would  have  smiled  approvingly.  At  my  death, 
therefore,  at  least  the  old  name  will  not  die:  lionel  Haughbm 
will  take  and  be  worthy  to  bear  it.  Strange  weakneas  of  mine, 
yon  will  say;  but  I  cannot  endnie  the  thought  that  the  old 
name  should  be  quite  blotted  out  of  the  land.  I  trust  that 
Idonel  may  early  form  a  suitable  and  happy  marriage.  Bnie 
that  he  will  not  chooee  ignobly,  I  impose  no  fettsn  on  U> 
ch<Hce. 

One  word  only  on  that  hateftal  subject^  confided  w  tangly 
tH  your  Mendship,  left  so  tJiankfiilly  to  youf  discration.  Now 
that  I  have  once  more  boried  myself  in  Fawley,  h  ia  my  un- 
likely that  the  man  it  pains  me  to  name  will  seek  me  here. 
If  he  does,  he  cannot  molest  me  as  if  I  were  in  the  Iiondoti 
world.  Continue,  then,  I  pray  yon,  to  leave  him  alone.  And, 
in  adopting  your  own  shrewd  belief,  that  after  all  there  is  no 
such  child  as  he  pretends  to  claim,  my  mind  becomes  tran- 
qnillized  on  all  that  part  of  my  private  grieft. 

Ruewell,  old  school-fiiendl  Here,  so  fiu  as  I  can  fbreteD, 
—  here,  where  my  life  b^an,  it  returns,  when  Hearen  pleases, 
to  clos«.  Hem  I  conld  not  ask  ^u  to  visit  me  :  what  is  reat 
to  me  wonld  be  loss  of  ttnhe  to  you.  But  in  my  late  and  vain 
attempt  to  r»«nter  that  existence  in  which  you  have  calmly 
jud  wisely  gathered  ronnd  yourself^  "  all  Quit  ahoold  oeeom- 
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{MBj  old  agt, — lumot,  lon^  obedianee,  ttoop*  of  bicodi*  — 
nothing  ao  npud  the  ^brt,  —  aothing  now  m  pleuuitly  »• 
munj  toiMolleotionu  the  bri^  renewal  of  thit  owf  commnne 
whkh  men  like  me  nerer  know,  esTe  with  thow  whoee  lan^ter 
tvingn  back  to  them  a  gfie  ftom  the  old  plej-f;roand.  "  FtM, 
mic'  I  will  not  add,*'iSM  mmior  mci.*  ^  man^  m^  obli- 
gations to  four  kindnen,  that  jtm  will  be  forced  to  lemembei 
me  whenever  joa  neall  the  not  "  painful  rabjecta  "  of  earlf 
Mendihip  and  lasting  gntitud^  Becall  only  thoee  when  re- 
ntatdadof 
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CHAPTEE   XVIIl. 
Ho  oobaagt  In  dicnlatiim  w  flnctnates  in  ndne  m  the  woith  (rf  % 

CoLOHBL  KoBLXT  wu  not  suipnsed  (fAof,  we  know, 
he  could  not  be,  bf  any  fresh  experience  of  human  way- 
wardneaa  and  caprice),  but  mnch  disturbed  and  much 
Taxed  by  &e  unexpected  nature  of  DaireU's  communica- 
tion. Sf^mea  for  Darrell's  future  had  become  plans  ot 
hia  own.  Tslk  with  his  old  schoolfellow  had,  within  the 
last  three  months,  entered  into  the  pleasnies  of  his  age. 
Darrell's  abrupt  and  final  renunciation  of  Uiis  social 
world,  mode  at  once  a  void  in  the  boeiness  of  Alban's 
mind,  and  in  the  afieotions  of  Alban's  heart.  And  no 
adequate  reason  assigned  for  so  sudden  a  flight  and  so 
morbid  a  resolrel  Some  tormenting  temembranoe  — 
some  rankling  grief — distinct  from  those  of  which  Alban 
was  oogniiant^  from  those  in  which  he  had  been  con- 
sulted, was  implied  bat  by  vague  and  general  hints.  But 
what  was  the  remembrance  or  the  grie^  Alban  Morley, 
who  knew  everything,  was  quite  persuaded  that  Darrell 
would  never  suffer  him  to  know.  Could  it  be  in  any  way 
coonected  with  thoee  three  young  ladies  to  whom  Darroll's 
attentions  had  been  so  perreraely  impartial  t  The  Col- 
onel did  not  fail  to  obBerre  tliat  to  &ose  young  ladies 
Danell's  letter  did  not  even  allude.  Was  it  not  possible 
that  he  had  really  felt  for  one  of  them  a  deeper  senti- 
ment than  a  man  advanced  in  years  ever  likes  to  own 
even  to  his  nearest  friend,  — hazarded  a  proposal,  and 
met  with  a  rebuffi    If  so,  Alban  conjectured  the  female 
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eolprit  hy  whom  the  Bentiment  had  bean  iiupiied,  and 
the  nbaff  adminiBtered.  "  That  miBchiBToSB  kitten, 
Fhna  VyTran,"  growled  tiie  ColoneL  "I  alvaya  felt 
that  she  had  Uie  claws  of  a  tigreas  nndet  her  patte  de 
velouTt  I  "  fiooeed  b;  this  BUspiciou,  he  aoUied  forth  to 
call  on  the  YyvjaoB,  Mi.  Vyvyan,  a  widower,  one  of 
those  quiet  genUeman-like  men  who  dt  much  in  the 
drawing-loom  and  like  leceiving  morning  yioitor^  was  at 
hotue  to  him.  "  So  Danell  has  left  town  for  the  season,  * 
■aid  the  Colonel,  poshing  stiaight  to  the  point. 

"  Tee, "  said  Mr.  Vyryan.  *  I  had  a  note  from  him 
tbia  morning,  to  say  he  had  renounced  all  hope  of  — " 

"  What  I "  cried  tiie  Colonel 

"Joining  us  in  Switzerland.  I  am  so  aorty.  Flora 
still  more  sorry.  She  is  acoustomed  to  hare  her  own 
way,  and  she  had  set  her  heart  on  hearing  Darrell  read 
'Manfred'  in  sight  of  the  Jung  Fraul" 

"  Uml  "  said  tiie  Colonel.  "  What  might  he  sport  to 
her  might  be  death  to  him.  A  man  at  his  age  is  not  too 
old  to  fall  in  love  with  a  young  lady  of  hers.  But  he  is 
too  old  not  to  be  extremely  ridiculous  to  $ueh  a  yoong 
lady  if  he  does." 

"  Colonel  Morley, — fie  I  "  cried  an  angry  voice  behind 
him.  Flora  had  entered  the  room  nnobeerred.  Hei 
face  was  much  flushed,  and  her  eyelids  looked  as  if  tears 
had  lately  swelled  beneath  them,  and  were  swelling  still. 

"  What  bare  I  said  to  merit  your  rebuke  I  "  asked  the 
Colonel,  composedly. 

"  Said  I  coupled  the  thought  of  ridicule  with  the 
name  of  Mr.   Darrell ! " 

"Take  care,  Morley,"  said  Mr.  Yyvyan,  langhii^. 
*  Flora  is  positiTely  sopeiatitious  in  her  respect  for  Guy 
Darrell ;  and  yon  cannot  offend  her  more  than  by  Imply- 
ing that  he  is  mortal     Nay,  child,  it  is  veiy  natnnJ. 
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Quito  aput  from  hu  fame,  Umfb  is  Bometlung  in  QuA 
tDBn'a  familiar  talk,  or  rather,  pathape,  in  the  very  souod 
of  his  voice,  which  makes  moat  other  Bociety  eeem  flat 
and  insipid.  I  feel  it  myself.  And  when  Floia'a  yonng 
admireiB  flatter  and  babble  ronnd  her,' — just  after  Dar- 
rell  has  qnitted  his  chair  beside  her,  —  Qiey  seem  very 
poor  company.  I  am  ani«,  Flora, "  continued  Yyvyau, 
kindly,  "  that  the  mere  acquaintance  of  such  a  man  has 
done  you  much  good ;  and  I  am  now  in  great  hopes  that, 
wheneveT  you  many ,  it  vill  be  a  man  of  sense. " 

"  Um  I  "  again  said  the  Ct^nel,  eying  Floia  adant, 
but  with  much  attention.  "  How  I  wish,  for  my  friend's 
sake,  that  he  was  of  an  age  which  inspired  Mies  Vyryan 
with  less  —  reneiation.'' 

Flora  tamed  her  bat^  on  the  Colonel,  looking  out  of 
ttie  window,  and  her  small  foot  beating  the  groond  vi& 
nervous  irritation. 

"It  waa  given  out  that  Dariell  intended  to  many 
agun, "  said  Mr.  Yy vyao.  "  A  man  of  that  sort  requires 
a  very  superior,  highly -educated  woman;  and  if  Miss 
Gbr  Tipont  had  been  a  littie  more  of  his  age,  she  would 
have  just  suited  him.  But  I  am  patriot  enough  to  h(^ 
that  he  will  remain  single,  and  have  no  wife  bat  his 
ooohtry,   like  ilb.  Pitt." 

The  Colonel,  havii^;  now  satisfied  hia  coriosilj,  and 
assured  himself  that  Darrell  was,  there  at  least,  no  r&- 
jeoted  suitor,  rose  and  approached  Flora  to  make  peace, 
and  to  take  leave.  As  he  held  out  his  hsnd,  he  was 
Bbuck  wi&  the  change  in  a  ooontenance  usually  so  gay  in 
its  aspect, —  it  spoke  of  more  than  dejection:  it  betrayed 
distress;  when  she  took  his  hand,  she  retained  it,  and 
looked  into  his  eyes  wistfully.  Evidently  there  was 
eometiung  on  her  mind  which  she  wished  to  egress  and 
did  not  know  how.     At  length  she  said  in  a  whisper. 
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'Yoa  ftre  t/tt.  Dftirell's  most  intimate  friend;  I  h^ve 
Iword  him  say  so ;  shall  you  see  him  soon  1 " 

"  I  fear  not;  but  why )  " 

"  Why  1  you,  his  fiieud ;  do  you  not  peiceive  that  he  U 
not  happy !  I,  a  mere  stianger,  saw  it  at  the  first.  Yon 
should  cheer  and  comfort  him;  you  have  that  rights  — it 
is  a  noble  privilege." 

"  My  dear  young  lady, "  said  the  Colonel,  touched ; 
"  you  have  a  better  heart  than  I  thought  foT.  It  is  true 
Darrell  is  not  a  happy  man ;  but  can  you  give  me  any 
message  that  might  cheer  him  more  than  an  old  bachelor's 
commonplace  exbortationa  to  take  heart,  fo^t  the  rains 
of  yesterday,  and  hope  for  some  gleam  of  sun  on  the 
morrow." 

"  So, "  said  Flora,  sadly;  "  it  would  be  a  presumption 
indeed  in  me  ta  affect  the  consoler's  part ;  but "  (her 
lips  quivered)  —  "  but  if  I  may  judge  by  his  letter,  I  may 
never  see  hi™  again." 

"  His  letter!  He  has  written  to  }/ou,  than,  as  well  at 
to  your  father  T  " 

"Yea,"  said  Flora,  confused  and  coloring;  "a  few 
lines  in  answer  to  a  silly  note  of  mine:  yes,  tell  him 
that  I  shall  never  forget  his  kind  counsels,  his  delicate, 
indulgent  construction  of  —  of — in  short,  tell  him  my 
father  is  right,  and  that  I  shall  be  better  and  wiser  all 
my  life  for  the  few  short  weeks  in  which  I  have  known 
Guy  Darrell." 

"  What  secrets  are  you  two  whispering  theret "  asked 
Mr.  Yyvyan  from  his  easy-chair. 

"Ask  her  ten  years  hence,"  said  the  Colonel,. as  he 
retreated  to  the  i^i.  "  The  fairest  leaves  in  the  flower 
are  the  last  Uiat  the  bud  will  disclose. " 

From  Mr.  Yyvyan  the  Colonel  went  to  Lord 'b. 

His  lordship  had  also  heard  from  Darrell  that  morning; 
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Darrell  declined  the  invitatioii  to Hall:  basiness  at 

Fawley.  Lady  Adela  had  home  the  disappointment  with 
her  wonted  serenity  of  temper,  and  had  gone  out  shop- 
ping. Darrell  had  certainly  not  offered  his  hand  in  that 
quut«T ;  had  ho  done  bo,  — ■  whether  refused  or  accepted, 
—  all  persons  yet  left  in  London  would  hare  heard  the 
news.  Thence  the  Colonel  repaired  to  Carr  Vipont's. 
Lady  Selina  was  at  home,  and  exceedingly  cross.  Carr 
hod  been  astonished  hy  a  letter  from  Mr.  Dairell,  dat«d 
Fawley;  left  town  for  the  season  without  even  calling 
to  take  leave,  —  a  most  eccentric  num.  She  feared  his 
head  was  a  little  touched,  ^  that  he  knew  it,  bat  did  not 
like  to  own  it ;  perhaps  the  doctore  had  told  him  he  must 
keep  quiet,  and  not  excite  himself  with  politics.  "  I  had 
thought, "  said  Lady  Selina,  "  that  he  might  have  felt  a 
growing  attachment  for  Honoria;  and  conddering  the 
disparity  of  years,  and  that  Honoria  certainly  might 
marry  any  one,  he  was  too  proud  to  incur  the  risk  of 
refusal.  But  I  will  tell  you  in  confidence,  as  a  relation 
and  dear  friend,  that  Honoria  has  a  veiy  superior  mind, 
and  might  have  overlooked  the  mere  age :  congenial 
tastes,  — you  iindeTstand.  But  on  thinking  it  all  over, 
I  b^n  to  doubt  whether  that  be  the  true  reason  for  his 
running  away  in  this  wild  sort  of  manner.  My  maid 
tells  me  that  his  hoose-stewaid  called  to  say  that  the 
establishment  was  to  be  broken  up.  That  looks  as  if  he 
had  resigned  Tjondon  for  good;  just,  too,  when,  Carr 
says,  the  cBisis,  bo  long  put  off,  is  sure  to  burst  on  us. 
I  'm  quite  sick  of  clever  men,  —  one  never  knows  how 
to  trust  them;  if  they  are  not  dishonest,  they  are  eccen- 
tric I  I  have  just  been  telling  Honoria  that  clever  men 
an,  after  all,  the  most  tiresome  husbands.  Well,  what 
makes  you  so  silent)  What  do  you  sayl  Why  don't 
you  speak  T  " 
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*  I  am  dowly  recovering  from  my  atock, "  said  ttw 
Colonel.  "  So  Danell  aioAa  tax  CKtsis,  and  haa  not 
even  hinted  a  preference  for  Honoria,  the  veiy  fpxl  in 
all  London  that  wonld  have  made  him  a  safe,  istional 
companion.  I  told  him  ao,  and  he  never  denied  it.  Bot 
it  is  a  comfort  to  Uiink  he  is  no  Iobb.     Old  montrterl  " 

"  Kay, "  said  Lady  Selina,  mollified  by  so  much  aym. 
pathy;  "  I  don't  say  he  is  no  loss.  Honestly  speaking, 
— between  ourselves,  — I  think  he  is  a  very  great  loss. 
An  alliance  between  him  and  Honoris  would  have  united 
all  the  Yipont  Influence.  Lord  Montfort  haa  the  great- 
eet  confidence  in  Darrell;  and  ii  this  crisis  comes,  it  ia 
abeolutely  neceasaiy  for  the  Yipont  interest  that  it  should 
find  somebody  who  can  apeak.  Beally,  my  dear  Colonel 
Morley,  you  who  have  such  an  influence  over  this  veiy 
odd  man,  should  exert  it  now.  One  must  not  be  over  nice 
in  timeeof  GBiBis;  the  country  is  at  stake.  Cousin  Alhan." 

"I  will  do  my  best,"  said  the  Colonel;  "I  am  quite 
aware  that  an  alliance  which  would  secure  Darrell's 
talents  to  tiie  House  of  Yipont,  and  the  Honae  of 
Yipont  to  Darrell's  talents,  would  —  but  t  is  no  nae  talk- 
ing, we  most  not  sacrifice  Honoria  even  on  the  altar  of 
her  country's  interest!" 

"  Sacrifice  t  Koneenael  The  man  is  not  young  eer^ 
tainly,  but  &en  what  a  grand  creature,  and  so  clever." 

"  Clever,  —  yesl  But  that  was  your  very  otgeclion  to 
him  live  minutes  ago. " 

"I  foi^t  the  CK1SI8.  One  don't  want  clever  men 
every  day,  but  there  are  days  when  one  does  want 
theml" 

"I  anvy  you  that  aphorism.  But  from  what  you 
now  imply,  I  fear  that  Honoria  may  have  allowed  her 
thoughts  to  settle  upon  what  may  never  take  place; 
and  if  so,  ahe  may  fret," 
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"Fietl  a  dAuglxter  of  mine  fretl  —  and  of  all  my 
daughten,  Honorial  A  girl  of  the  beat-disciplined 
mindl     Fret!  what  a  woid,  — vuJgarl  " 

CoLoxrsi.  MoKLXx. —  "So  it  ia;  I  bluah  for  it;  but 
let  OS  imdeTBtand  each  other.  If  Darrell  proposed  far 
HoDoiia,  jon  think,  ambition  apart,  she  would  eatoem 
him  sufficiently  for  a  decided  pieferenoe." 

Last  Sblika.  —  "If  that  be  hlB  doubt,  reassure  him. 
He  is  shy,  — men  of  genius  are;  Honoria  viould  eatoeat 
him  I  Till  he  haa  actually  proposed,  it  would  compromise 
her  to  say  more  even  to  you." 

CoLONSi.  M0BI.EY.  —  "  And  if  that  be  not  the  doubt, 
and  if  I  ascertain  that  Dairell  has  no  idea  of  propoainf^ 
Honoria  would  —  " 

Lajit  Sbuka.  —  "  Despise  him.  Ah,  I  see  by  your 
Gountenance  that  you  think  I  should  prepare  her.  Is 
it  so,  frankly  1 " 

CoLONEi.  MosLZT.  —  "  Frankly,  then.  I  think  Gt^ 
Danell,  like  many  other  men,  haa  been  so  long  ""^'"g 
up  his  mind  to  marry  again,  that  he  has  lost  the  right 
moment,  and  will  never  find  it." 

Lady  Selina  smells  at  her  Tiuaigrette,  and  replies 
in  her  softest,  affectedest,  ciTilest^  and  crushiogest 
manner,  — 

"Poor— I)«i«— OLD  MAlfr" 
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CHAPTEB  XIX. 

Uaa  b  not  pennitted,  with  ultimate  impnnitj,  to  axupent«  tiM 
eBTiM,  anil  itiMilt  ths  miieries  of  thoM  around  him,  by  a  iji 
lematic  pemeventnce  in  wilfnl  —  Celibacy.  In  viun  maj  he 
BchemA,  in  the  maniage  of  injured  frienda,  to  provide  aim- 
chaixE,  and  footetcols,  and  prattling  babiea  foi  Che  Inxittiotu 
delectation  of  hii  indolent  age.  'Hie  avenging  Emnfinides  (being 
Ihemselvea  ancieat  *itgin«  neglected )  bIibII  hnmble  his  in«olence, 
baffle  liis  project*,  and  coadeom  hia  declining  yean  to  the  bor- 
rore  of  aoLtude,  —  raielj  eren  wakening  hia  wnl  to  the  grace  of 


Thx  Colonel,  before  retaming  home,  dropped  into  the 
clul»,  &nd  took  oare  to  give  to  DaneU's  sudden  di8^>- 
peaiance  a  plausible  and  commonplace  ctmstruction. 
The  seaaon  was  just  ovet.  Danell  had  f[oiie  to  the 
country.  The  town  establiihmeat  vas  btoken  up,  be- 
cause the  house  in  Carlton  Gardens  was  to  be  sold. 
Darrell  did  not  like  the  situation, — found  the  air 
relaxing;  Park  Lane  or  Orosvenor  Square  were  on 
higher  ground.  Besides,  the  staircase  was  bad  for  a 
house  of  such  pieteneions,  — not  suited  to  Uige  parties. 
Kezt  season  Darrell  might  be  in  a  poeition  when  he 
would  faaye  to  give  large  parties,  etc,  etc  As  no 
one  is  inclined  to  suppose  that  a  man  will  retire  from 
public  life  just  when  he  has  a  chatioe  of  office,  bo  the 
clubs  took  Alban  Morlcj's  lemarka  unBuspicioualy,  and 
generally  agreed  that  Darrell  ebowBd  great  tact  in  ab- 
senting himself  from  town  during  the  transition  state 
of  politics  that  always  precedes  a  ckisib;  and  that  it 
was  quite  clear  that  he  calculated  on  playing  a  great 
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port  when  the  cbisis  wob  over,  hf  finding  hie  honaa 
bad  grown  too  email  foi  him.  Thua  paving  tiie  way  to 
Darrell's  easy  return  to  the  world,  should  he  repent 
of  his  retreat  (a  chance  which  Alban  by  no  means  dis- 
missed from  his  lockoning),  the  Colonel  returned  home 
to  find  his  nephew  George  awaiting  him  there.  The 
scholarly  clergyman  had  ensconced  himself  in  the  baok 
dittwing-ioom,  fitted  up  as  a  library,  and  was  making 
free  with  Uie  books.  "  What  have  you  there,  George! " 
asked  the  Colonel,  after  shaking  him  by  the  hand. 
"  You  seemed  quite  absorbed  in  its  contents,  and  would 
not  have  noticed  my  presence  but  for  Gyp's  hark." 

"A  volume  of  poema  I  never  chanced  to  meet  before; 
full  of  true  genius." 

"  Bless  me,  poor  Arthur  Branthwaite'e  poeme.  And 
you  were  poeitively  reading  those,  —  not  induced  to  do 
so  1^  raspect  for  hie  father!  Could  you  make  bead  <» 
tail  of  them  I " 

"  There  is  a  oless  of  poetiy  which  displeases  middle 
age  by  the  very  attributes  which  render  it  charming  to 
the  young;  for  each  generation  has  a  yout^  with  idio- 
lyncrasiea  peculiar  to  itself,  and  a  peculiar  poetry  by 
which  those  idioaynorasiee  are  expressed." 

Here  George  was  beginning  to  grow  metaphysical, 
and  somewhat  German,  when  his  uncle's  face  assumed 
an  expression  which  can  only  be  compared  to  that  of 
a  man  who  dreads  a  very  severe  and  long  operation. 
George  humanely  hastened  to  relieve  his  mind. 

"  But  I  will  not  bore  you  at  present. " 

*  Thank  you,"  said  the  Colonel,  hrightenlhg  ap. 

"Perh^M  you  will  lend  me  the  book.  I  am  going 
down  to  Lady  Montfort'a  by-and-by,  and  I  can  read  it 
l>y  the  way." 

"  Yes,  I  will  lend  it  to  you  till  next  season.     Let  me 
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have  it  again,  then,  to  put  on  the  t&ble  when  Auik 
Vance  comes  to  breakfast  with  me.  The  poet  iraa  hia 
bn>ther-in-law^  and  though,  for  that  reason,  poete  and 
poetry  an  a  sore  subject  with  Frank,  yet,  the  last  time 
he  breakfasted  here,  I  felt  by  the  di&ke  of  his  hand  in 
parting,  that  he  felt  pleased  hj  a  mark  of  reepect  to  all 
that  is  left  of  poor  Arthur  Branthwaite.  So  jcn  ai* 
going  to  Lady  Hontfort  T    Ask  her  why  she  ents  me  I " 

"My  dear  nuolel  You  know  how  secluded  her  life 
is  at  present;  but  she  has  charged  me  to  assure  yon  of 
her  unalterable  regard  for  yon;  and  whenever  her  health 
and  spirita  aie  somewhat  more  recovered,  I  have  no 
doubt  that  she  will  ask  yon  to  give  her  the  ooeasion 
to  make  that  assurance  in  person." 

CoiMNKL  MoBLET.  — '  Can  her  health  and  spirits 
continue  ao  long  affected  by  grief  for  the  loss  of 
tiut  distant  acquaintance  whom  the  law  called  her 
hnahandt " 

Gboboc. — "She  is  very  far  &om  well,  and  her 
spirits  are  certainly  much  broken.  And  now,  TJncle, 
for  the  little  favor  I  came  to  ask.  Since  yon  pre- 
sented me  to  Mr.  Darrell,  he  kindly  sent  me  two  or 
three  invitations  to  dinner,  which  my  frequent  absence 
from  town  would  not  allow  me  to  accept.  I  ought  to 
call  on  him;  and,  as  I  feel  ashamed  not  to  have  done  so 
before,  I  wish  you  would  accompany  me  to  his  house. 
One  happy  word  from  you  would  save  me  a  relapse  into 
stutter.     When  I  want  to  apologin,  I  always  stutter." 

"Darrell  has  left  town,"  said  the  Colonel,  roughly; 
"  yon  have  missed  an  opportunity  that  wiU  never  occur 
again.  The  most  charming  companion:  an  intellect  so 
manly,  yet  so  sweet  I  I  shall  never  find  meh  another." 
And,  for  the  first  time  in  thir^  yean,  a  tear  «tol«  to 
Altnn  Morley's  eye. 
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CteOBOS.  — "When  did  be  leave  townt" 
OoLONKL  MoBLET.  — "Three  days  ago." 
GcoBOK.  — "  Three  days  ago  I  and  for  the  Continent 
again!" 

GoLOHBL  MoBLFT.  — "No;  for  the  Hermitage, 
George,  I  have  such  a  letter  from  him  I  You  know 
hoT  many  years  He  hae  been  absent  from  the  world. 
When,  Qua  year,  be  reappeared,  he  and  I  grew  more 
intimate  than  we  had  erer  been  eince  we  had  left  school ; 
for  though  the  same  capital  held  ua  before,  he  was  then 
too  occupied  for  much  familiarity  with  an  idle  man  like 
me.  Bat  juet  when  I  was  intertwining  what  is  left  of 
my  life  with  the  bright  threads  of  his,  he  snaps  the  web 
asunder;  he  quits  this  London  world  again;  says  be 
will  letom  to  it  no  more." 

Gboboe. — "Yet  I  did  hear  that  he  proposed  to 
renew  his  parliamentary  career;  nay,  that  he  was  about 
to  form  a  second  marriage,  with  Honoria  Vipontt " 

GoiONBL  MoBLR7. —  "  Mere  gossip,  —  not  trae.  No, 
he  will  noTer  again  marry.  Ibiee  days  ago  I  thought 
it  certein  that  he  would;  certain  that  I  should  find  for 
my  old  age  B  nook  in  his  home, —  the  easiest  chair  in 
his  social  circle;  tii&t  my  daily  newspaper  would  have 
a  tiesh  interest,  in  the  praise  of  bis  name,  or  the  report 
of  his  speech;  that  I  should  walk  proudly  into  White's, 
sure  to  bear  there  of  Ouy  Danell ;  that  I  should  keep 
from  misanthropical  rust  my  dry  knowledge  of  life, 
planning  shrewd  panegyrics  to  him  of  a  young,  happy 
wife,  needing  all  bis  indulgence,  — penegyrios  to  her  of 
the  bigh-minded  seasitive  man,  claiming  tender  respect, 
and  delicate  soothing;  —  that  thus,  day  by  day,  I  should 
have  made  more  pleasant  the  home  in  which  Z  should 
have  planted  myself,  and  found  in  bis  childien  boys  to 
lecture  and  girls  to  spoil.     Don't  be  jealous,  George.     I 
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like  jQMT  wife,  I  love  your  little  ones,  end  yon  will 
inherit  all  I  have  to  leave.  But  to  an  old  hochelor, 
who  would  keep  joung  to  the  laat,  there  ie  no  place  so 
snnny  as  the  hearth  of  an  old  school-friend.  Bat  my 
house  of  carda  is  blown  down ;  talk  of  it  no  more,  —  't  is 
a  painful  subject.  Yon  met  Lionel  Haughton  here  tlie 
last  time  you  called,  —  how  did  you  like  him  T " 

"  Very  mucb,  indeedl " 

"Well  then,  since  you  cannot  call  on  Darrell,  call 
on  bim. " 

Gbobob  (with  animation). — "It  is  just  what  I 
meant  to  do,  —  what  is  his  address  T" 

GoLOiTBi.  UoKLKT. — " 'Fhsre  is  his  caid,  —  take  it. 
He  was  hero  last  night  to  inquire  if  I  knew  wbeie 
Danell  had  gone,  tbougb  no  one  in  his  household,  nor 
I  either,  suspected  till  this  morning  that  Danell  bad 
left  town  for  good.  Tou  will  find  Lionel  at  home,  for 
I  sent  him  word  I  Would  call.  But  really  I  am  not 
up  to  it  now.  Tell  bim  from  me  that  Mr.  I>an«U  will 
not  return  to  Carlton  Gardens  this  season,  and  is  gone 
to  Fawley.  At  present  Lionel  need  not  know  more, — 
you  understand  f  And  now,  my  dear  Geoige,  good- 
day." 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

Each  gmeatioit  hw  iU  own  critiial  canom  in  pottry  ■«  wdl  ■■  in 
political  craeds,  fiawidal  lyitenu,  or  whatever  othez  dungeabla 
matten  of  taate  am  called  "Settled  QiicBtioiiB"and  "Fixed 

Ol^OUB." 

Geobos,  maring  much  orei  all  that  his  uncle  had  said 
respecting  DBirell,  took  his  way  to  Lionel's  lodgings. 
The  young  man  received  him  with  the  cordial  greeting 
duefram  Danell'e  kinsman  to  Colonel  Morley's  nephew, 
bat  tempered  by  the  respect  no  less  due  to  the  distinc- 
tion and  the  calling  of  the  eloquent  preacher. 

Lionel  was  perceptibly  affected  by  learning  that 
Darrell  had  thos  suddenly  retnmed  to  the  gloomy 
beech-woods  of  Fawley;  and  he  evinced  his  anxious 
interest  in  his  benefactor  with  bo  much  spontaneous 
tenderness  of  feeling,  that  G«orge,  as  if  in  empathy, 
warmed  into  the  same  theme.  "  I  can  well  conceive," 
said  he,  "  yoni  afEection  for  Mr.  Danell.  I  remember, 
when  I  was  a  boy,  how  powerfully  he  impressed  me, 
though  I  saw  but  little  of  him.  He  was  then  in  the 
icnilii  of  his  career,  and  had  but  few  moments  to  gire 
to  a  boy  like  me;  bat  the  ring  of  his  voice  and  the  fiash 
of  his  eye  sent  me  back  to  Bchool,  dreaming  of  fame,  and 
intent  on  priies.  I  spent  part  of  one  Easter  vacation  at 
his  house  in  town ;  he  bade  his  son,  who  was  my  school- 
fellow, invite  me." 
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Lionel.  — *  Too  knew  Mb  ami  How  Hr.  Dazntl 
has  felt  that  loesl " 

Gxosoc  — "  HeaTBii  oftem  Toils  its  moat  piorident 
mercy  in  what  to  man  seems  its  sternest  infiictions. 
That  poor  boy  must  have  changed  his  whols  naton,  if 
his  lite  bad  not  to  a  bther,  like  Hi.  Darrell,  occasioned 
grief  sharper  than  his  death." 

LioHXiu  — "  Ton  amaie  me.  Hr.  Darrell  spoke  of 
him  as  a  hoy  of  great  promise. " 

Gbobob.  — "He  had  that  kind  of  energy  which  to  a 
father  conveys  the  idea  of  promise,  and  which  might 
deceive  tboee  older  than  himself,  —  a  fine  bright-eyed, 
bold-tongued  boy,  with  just  enon^  awe  of  hia  father 
to  bridle  his  worst  qualities  "before  him." 

LiONSi'.  —  "  What  were  those  t  " 

Qxomax. — "  Headstrong  arrogance , — lel^tleea  emelty. 
He  had  a  pride  which  would  have  shamed  his  &ther 
out  of  pride,  had  Guy  Darrell  detected  its  nature, — 
puree  fvidel  I  remember  his  father  said  to  me  with 
a  half-laugh,  '  My  boy  must  not  be  galled  and  morti- 
fied as  I  was  every  hour  at  school, — clothes  patched 
and  pockets  empty.'  And  so,  out  of  mistaken  kindness, 
Mr.  Ifeirell  ran  into  the  opposite  extreme,  and  the  sm 
was  proud,  not  of  his  father's  fame,  but  of  his  btber's 
m<Hiey;  and  witiial  not  generous,  nor  exactly  extiavft- 
pnt,  but  using  money  as  power,  — power  that  allowed 
him  to  insult  an  equal  or  to  buy  a  slave.  In  a  ymul, 
his  nickname  at  school  was  '  Sir  Giles  Overreaoh.'  His 
death  was  the  result  of  his  strange  passion  for  tor- 
menting oUiers.  He  had  a  fag  who  could  not  swim, 
and  who  had  tha  greatest  terror  of  the  water;  and  it 
was  while  driving  this  child  into  the  river  ont  of  his 
depth,  that  cramp  seixed  hinLself,  and  he  was  drowned. 
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Teif  vhen  I  think  vhat  that  boy  would  hav«  b«en  u 
nutD,  moceeding  to  Darrell's  wealth,  —  and  had  Dar- 
Tell  psnevered  (as  1i«  would,  peibape,  if  the  boy 
had  lived)  in  hie  public  career, — to  the  rank  and 
titles  he  voold  probably  have  acquired  and  beqaeathed: 
again,   I  aay,  in    man's   aiSictioQ  is  often  HeSTen'a 

Lionel  listened  aghaet.  Geo^  continued:  "Would 
that  I  could  speak  as  plainly  to  Mr.  Danell  himMlf  t 
For  w«  And  constantly  in  the  world  that  there  is  no 
error  that  misleads  us  like  the  error  that  is  half  a  truth 
wrenched  from  the  other  half;  and  nowhere  is  such  an 
error  so  comjnon  as  when  man  applies  it  to  the  judgment 
of  some  event  in  Ma  own  life,  and  eepaiatea  calamity 
from  consolation." 

Lioim..  — "  True;  hot  who  could  have  the  heart  to 
tell  a  mourning  father  thai  his  dead  eon  was  worthleaa  t " 

Qbobgk.  — "  Alas,  my  young  friend,  the  preacher 
must  sometimee  hardm  hii  own  heart  if  he  would 
strike  home  to  another's  aoul.  But  I  am  not  eun 
tiiat  Mr.  Darrell  would  need  so  cmel  a  kindness.  I 
beliere  that  his  clear  intellect  must  have  divined  some 
portions  of  his  son's  nature  which  enabled  him  to  bear 
the  loss  with  fortitude.  And  he  did  bear  it  bravely. 
But  now,  Mr.  Haughton,  if  yon  have  the  rest  of  the  day 
free,  Z  am  about  to  make  yon  as  unoeiemonious  proposi- 
tion for  its  disposal.  A  lady  who  knew  Mr.  Darrell 
when  she  was  veiy  young,  has  a  strong  desire  to  form 
your  acquiuntance.  She  resides  on  the  hanks  of  the 
Thames,  a  little  above  Twickenham.  I  have  promised 
to  call  on  her  this  evening.  Shall  we  dine  together  at 
Bichmondt  And  afterwards  we  can  take  a  boat  to  her 
villa." 
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Lionel  at  onoe  ueepted,  thinfcing  so  little  of  tiie  lady 
that  he  did  not  even  ask  lier  name.  He  was  pleased  to 
have  a  companioD  with  whom  he  could  talk  of  Dairell. 
He  asked  but  delaj  to  write  a  few  llnea  of  affeotioiiato 
iuqnirj  to  his  kinsmaD  at  Fawtey,  and,  vhile  he  wrote, 
Geoigs  took  out  Arthui  firanthwaite's  poems,  and  le- 
nuned  theii  perosal.  Lionel  having  aealed  his  letter, 
Qeoige  extended  the  book  to  him.  "  Hen  aie  eome 
remarkable  poems  by  a  btother-in-law  of  that  lemarli- 
able  artist,  Frank  Vance. " 

"Frank  Vance!  True,  he  bad  a  brother-in-law  a 
poet.  I  admire  Frank  ao  much;  and,  though  he  pro- 
feaaes  to  aoeer  at  poetry,  he  ia  so  associated  in  my  mind 
with  poetical  images,  that  I  am  prepoeaesBed  beforehand 
in  favor  of  all  that  brings  him,  despite  himself,  in  otm- 
nection  with  poetry. " 

"  Tell  me  then,"  said  George,  pointing  out  a  passi^  in 
the  yolume, "  what  you  think  of  these  lines.  Hy  good 
imcle  would  call  them  gibberish.  I  am  not  son  that  T 
can  oonstrue  them;  but  when  I  was  your  age,  I  think 
I  could,  —  what  say  you  I " 

Lionel  glanced.  "Exquisite  indeedl  —  nothing  can 
be  clearer:  they  ezpreee  exactly  a  aentimeut  in  myself 
that  I  could  never  explain. " 

"Just  so,"  said  George,  laughing.  "Youth  has  a 
sentiment  that  it  cannot  ezplun,  and  the  sentiment  is 
ezpresaed  in  a  form  of  poetry  that  middle  age  cannot 
oonatrae.  It  ia  true  that  poetry  of  the  grand  order 
intereeta  equally  all  ages;  but  the  world  ever  throws 
out  a  poeby  not  of  the  grandest;  not  meant  to  he  doia- 
ble,  —  not  meant  to  be  universal,  but  following  the 
shifts  and  changes  of  human  sentiment;  and  just  like 
those  pretty  anudiala  formad  by  floweiSt  which  bloom  to 
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tell  the  hour,  open  their  boda  to  tell  it,  and,  telling  it, 
jade  themeelyeB  from  time. " 

Kot  liateaing  to  the  oritic,  Licmel  continaed  to 
Tead  ttis  poenu,  ewlaiming,  "How  exqniutel  —  how 
tnul' 
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b  lib,  M  In  Art,  tb«  B«uitifiil  marm  In  canv. 

Tbet  hftve  dined.  Qeorge  Motley  takes  the  oon,  and 
the  boat  cati  throagh  the  dance  of  waves  flushed  hj  the 
golden  nmeet.  BeaTitiful  rivert  which  might  furnish 
the  Et^lish  tale-teller  with  legends  wild  aa  those  culled 
on  shoiee  lickod  b;  Hjdaspes,  and  swset  aa  those  which 
CephiBOB  ever  blended  with  the  eongs  of  nightingales 
and  the  breatii  of  violetal  But  what  tme  English  poet 
ever  names  thee,  0  Father  Thames,  without  a  melodious 
tribdtet  And  what  child  ever  wMled  away  summer 
ikxtna  along  thy  grassy  banks,  nor  hallowed  thy  remem- 
hranoe  among  the  fairy  days  of  life  t 

Silently  Lionel  bent  over  the  side  of  the  gliding  boat, 
hia  mind  carried  back  to  the  same  soft  stream  five  years 
ago.  How  raai  a  apaoe  in  his  short  axistence  those  five 
years  seemed  to  fill !  And  how  distant  from  the  young 
nan,  rich  in  the  attributes  of  wealth,  armed  with  each 
weapon  of  distinction,  seemed  the  hour  when  the  boy 
had  groaned  sloud,  "  Fortune  is  so  far,  fame  so  impossi- 
ble! "  Farther  and  farther  yet  than  his  present  worldly 
statiiui  from  bis  past,  seemed  the  image  that  had  first 
called  forth  in  his  breast  the  dreamy  sentiment,  which 
the  sternest  of  as  in  after  life  never  utterly  forget. 
Passions  i^o  and  vanish,  and  when  all  their  stomu 
■re  gone,  yea,  it  may  be,  at  the  verge  of  the  very  grave, 
we  look  back  and  see  like  a  star  the  female  face,  even 
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thongb  it  be  a  child's,  that  first  set  ua  vaguely  wouder- 
ii^  at  the  charm  in  a  hmnan  piesence,  at  the  void  in 
a  amile  withdrawn  1  How  m&ny  of  us  could  recall  a 
Beatrice  through  the  gaps  of  ruined  hope,  aeen,(tsby 
the  Florentine,  on  the  earth  a  guilelesB  infant,  in  the 
heavtins  a  spirit  glorified!  Yea:  Laura  waa  an  affecta- 
tion, —  Beatrice  a  reality  1 

George's  voice  broke  somewhat  distastetally  on  Lio- 
nel's reverie,  "  We  near  our  destination,  and  you  have 
not  aeked  me  even  the  name  of  Hxb  lady  to  whom  yon 
are  to  render  homage.  It  is  IMy  Mootfoit,  widow  to 
the  last  Marquees.  You  have  no  doubt  heard  Mr.  l>ar- 
lell  apeak  of  herl" 

"Never  Mi.  Darrell,  —  Colonel  Morley  often.  And 
in  the  world  I  have  heaid  her  cited  as  perhaps  the 
handsomest,  and  certainly  the  haughtiest  woman  in 
England." 

"Never  heard  Mr,  Darrell  mention  hot!  That  is 
strange,  indeed,"  said  George  Morley,  catching  at 
Lionel's  first  words,  and  nnnoticing  his  after  comment. 
"  She  was  much  in  his  house  as  a  child,  —  shared  in 
his  daughter's  education." 

*  Ferhape  for  that  very  reason  he  shuns  her  name. 
Never  but  once  did  I  heat  him  allude  to  his  daughter; 
nor  can  I  wonder  at  Uiat,  if  it  be  true,  as  I  have  been 
told  by  people  who  seem  to  know  very  liUle  of  the  par- 
ticuUta,  that,  while  yet  scarcely  out  of  the  nmvei;,  she 
fled  from  his  bouse  with  some  low  adventurer,  —  a  Mt. 
Hammond,  died  abroad  the  first  year  of  that  onluqvpy 
manisge." 

"  Yes,  that  is  t^  correct  outline  of  the  atoiy;  and  n 
you  gness,  it  explains  why  Mr.  Darrell  avoids  mention 
of  one  whom  be  associates  with  his  daughter's  name; 
though,  if  you  desire  a  theme  dear  to  Lady  Hontfni, 
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50a  tsan  seleot  none  that  more  intereetB  her  giatsfnl 
heart  than  praim  of  the  man  vho  saved  her  mother 
from  penury,  and  eecoied  to  herself  the  aocompUah- 
mente    and    instroetion  which   have   been   har   chief 

"  Chief  solaoe  I  Was  she  not  happj  with  Lord  Mont- 
fortt     What  sort  of  man  was  he  I  " 

"  I  owe  to  Lord  Montfort  the  living  I  hold,  and  I  can 
remember  ^le  good  qualitiea  alone  of  a  benefactor.  If 
Lady  Hontfort  was  not  happy  with  him,  it  is  jnst  to 
both  to  Bay  that  she  never  complained.  Bat  there 
ia  much  in  Lady  Montfort'a  character  which  the  Mar- 
queaa  apparently  failed  to  appreciate ;  at  all  events,  they 
had  little  in  common,  and  what  was  called  Lady  Mont- 
fort's  haughtineea  was  perhaps  but  the  dignity  with 
which  a  woman  of  grand  nature  checks  the  pity  that 
wonld  debase  her,  —  the  admiration  that  would  snlly; 
guards  her  own  beauty,  and  protects  her  husband's 
name.  Here  we  are.  Will  you  stay  for  a  few  min- 
utes in  the  boat,  while  I  go  to  prepare  Lady  Montfort 
for  your  visit  t " 

Qeoige  leaped  ashore,  and  Lionel  remained  under  the 
covert  of  mighty  willows  that  dipped  their  leaves  into 
the  wave.  Lookii^  through  the  gieen  interstices  of  the 
foliage,  he  saw  at  the  far  end  of  the  Uwn,  on  a  curving 
bank  hy  which  the  glittering  tide  shot  oblique,  a  simple 
arbor,  — an  arbor  like  that  from  which  he  had  looked 
upon  summer  stars  five  yearn  ago:  not  so  densely  cov- 
ered with  the  honeysuckle;  atill  the  honeysnokle,  re- 
cently trained  there,  was  fast  creeping  up  the  sides;  and 
through  the  trellis  of  the  woodwork  and  the  leavec  of 
Qte  flowering  shrub,  he  juet  caught  a  glimpse  of  some 
form  withiu,  —  the  white  robe  of  a  female  form  in  a 
■low,  gentle  movement;  tending  perhaps  the  flowers  that 
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vnathed  (he  arbor.  Xow  it  was  still,  now  it  atured 
again,  —  now  it  traa  suddenly  lost  to  view.  Had  tbo 
inmate  left  (he  arbor  1  Was  (he  inmate  Lady  Mtmt- 
fortt  Geoige  Morley's  step  had  not  paaeed  in  that 
dixecUtai. 
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CHAPTER  TTTT. 

A  qniet  *Miia, — in  nnqpilit  baut. 

Kbaswhils,  not  far  from  the  willow  bonk  which  Bhel> 
tend  Lionel,  but  &t  enough  to  be  out  of  her  nght,  and 
beyond  her  hearing,  George  Morley  foond  Lady  Mont- 
fort  seated  alone.  It  was  a  spot  on  which  Uilton  might 
have  placed  the  Lady  in  "Comua,"  — a  circle  ol  the 
smootheet  swaid,  ringed  everywhere  (except  at  one  open- 
ing which  left  ttke  glassy  river  in  full  view)  with  thick 
bosks  of  dark  eve^reens,  &nd  shrube  of  livelier  verdure; 
oak  and  chestnut  backing  and  oveihanging  alL  Flowers, 
too,  raised  on  rustic  tiers  and  st^es;  a  tiny  fountain, 
shooting  up  from  a  basin  starred  with  Qie  water-lily; 
a  rustic  taUe,  on  which  lay  books  and  the  implements  of 
woman's  graceful  work,  —  so  that  Uie  place  had  the 
home-look  of  a  chamber,  and  spoke  that  intense  love  of 
the  outdoor  life  which  abounds  in  our  old  poets  from 
Chaucer  down  to  the  day  when  minstrels,  polished  into 
wita,  took  to  Wills'  CofTeehoase,  and  the  lark  come  no 
more  to  bid  barda 

"  OoodmoiTow 
¥itnn  hif  watdi-tawer  in  tbe  skies." 

But  long  since,  thank  Heaven,  we  have  again  got  back 
ttie  "BngliBh  poetry  which  chimes  to  the  babble  of  the 
watery  and  tha  riot  of  the  biids;  and  just  as  that 
poetry  ia  the  freshest  which  the  outdoor  life  has  the 
moet  noniished,  so  I  believe  that  there  is  no  snrer  sign 
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of  tbe  rich  vitality  trhiflh  fittda  its  noieet  J07B  in  Bonnes 
(he  most  innocent,  than  the  child-like  taBt«  for  that  same 
outnloor  life.  Whether  yon  take  from  fortune  tiie  palace 
or  the  cottage,  add  to  yoni  chamhen  a  hall  in  the  oootti 
of  Kataie.  Let  the  earth  hnt  gire  you  room  to  etand 
on;  veil,  look  np,  — is  it  nothing  to  hare  for  your  roof- 
tree' — hearent 

Caroline  Montfort  (be  her  titles  dropped)  Is  changed 
nnce  ire  last  saw  her.  The  beauty  is  not  leas  in  degree, 
but  it  has  gained  in  one  attribute,  lost  in  ano&er;  it 
conunands  tees,  it  tonohee  man.  Still  in  deep  monro' 
ing,  the  somite  dreas  throws  a  paler  shade  orer  the 
oheek.  The  ayes,  more  aonken  beneath  the  brow,  appear 
larger,  softer.  There  is  that  expression  1^  fatigue  which 
either  accontpoiiies  impaired  health,  or  succeeds  to  mental 
straggle  and  disquietude.  But  the  coldness  or  pride  of 
mien  which  was  peculiar  to  Caroline  as  a  wife,  is  gone^ 
' — as  if  in  widowhood  it  was  no  longer  needed.  A 
something  like  htunili^  prevailed  over  the  look  and 
the  bearing  which  had  been  so  tranquilly  majestic. 
As  at  the  approach  d  her  cousin  she  started  from 
her  seat,  there  was  a  nervous  tremor  in  her  eagerness;  a 
rush  of  color  to  the  cheeks;  an  anxious  quiveriDg  of  tha 
lip;  a  flutter  in  the  tones  of  the  sweet  low  voio^ 
"Well,  George." 

"Mr.  Darrell  is  not  in  London;  he  went  to  Eawley 
three  days  ago;  at  least  he  is  there  now.  I  have  this 
from  my  uncle,  to  whom  he  wrote;  and  whom  his  depart- 
nre  haa  vexed  and  saddened." 

"Three  days  ^ol  It  must  have  been  he,  then)  X 
was  not  deceived,"  murmured  Carolina,  and  her  eyv 
wandered  tonnd. 

"  There  is  no  truth  In  the  report  you  heard  that  he 
was  to  marry  Honoria  Viponb     Uy  uncle  thinks  be  will 
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never  man;  agun,  and  implies  that  he  has  lemuned  hii 
■oliUiy  lifa  at  Fawlej  with  a  revolve  to  quit  it  no 
moie." 

Jjodj  Abuttfort  liateued  sUentlj,  bending  her  face  oTei 
the  fotmtein,  and  dropping  auiidBt  its  playful  ajway.  the 
leaves  of  a  rose  whidi  she  had  ahettsotedly  plucked  as 
G«orge  was  speaking. 

"  I  have,  thsrefore,  fulfilled  your  oonunission  so  far," 
renewed  George  Uoriey.  "  I  have  ascertained  that  Ur. 
Darrell  is  alive,  and  doubtless  well;  so  Uiat  it  oonld  not 
have  been  his  ghost  that  startled  you  amidst  yonder 
thicket.  But  I  have  done  more:  I  have  forestalled  the 
wish  you  expressed  to  become  acquainted  with  young 
Haughtou ;  and  yooi  object  in  pOBtp<mii^  ttie  acctmiplisb- 
ment  of  that  wish  while  Ur.  Darrell  himself  was  in 
town,  having  ceased  with  Kr.  DarreU's  departure,  I  han 
ventured  to  bring  the  young  man  with  me.  He  is  in  the 
boat  yonder.  Will  you  receive  himt  Or — but,  my 
dear  cousin,  are  you  not  too  unwell  to-day  t  What  is  the 
matter  T  Oh,  I  can  easily  make  an  excuse  for  you  to 
Haughton.     I  wiU  run  and  do  so." 

"  No,  Geoige,  no.  I  am  as  well  as  usual  I  will  see 
Mr.  Haughttm.  AH  tiut  you  have  heard  of  him,  and 
have  told  me,  interests  me  so  much  in  his  favor;  and 
besides  — "  She  did  not  finish  the  Bentonce;  but^  led 
away  by  some  other  thought,  asked,  "  Have  you  no  news 
of  our  miiwTng  friend  t " 

"  None  as  yet;  bat  in  a  few  days  I  shall  renew  my 
search.     Xow,  then,  I  will  go  for  Haughton." 

"Do  so;  and,  George,  when  you  have  presented  him 
to  me,  wiU  you  kindly  join  Uiat  dear,  anxious  child 
yonder  t  She  is  in  the  new  arbor,  or  near  it, — her 
favorite  qtoi.  Tou  must  sustain  her  spirits,  and  giv« 
her  hope.     Yon  cannot  guess  how  eagerly   she  looks 
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forwBid  to  your  viedta,  and  liow  giBtefullj  Ate  raliea  on 
yonr  ezerlionB." 

Gmi^  ihook  his  head  half  deBpoDdingly,  and  Baying 
Iniiefly,  "  My  exertions  have  established  no  clum  to  her 
gratatoda  aa  yet,"  went  quickly  lack  for  Lionel. 
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Something  oo  an  old  nbjcct,  which  bai  nam  baan  mM  befon. 

Altbodoh  Lionel  wu  prepared  to  aee  a  veiy  hand- 
some woman  in  Lady  Montfort,  th«  beauty  of  her  coonte- 
nance  took  him  by  surprise.  Vo  preparation  by  the 
enlog^  of  description  can  lessen  the  effect  that  the 
fint  Di^t  of  a  beautiful  otject  produces  upon  a  mind 
to  which  lefinement  of  idea  gvree  an  accurate  and  quick 
comprehension  of  beauty.  Be  it  a  work  of  art,  a  scene 
in  Nature,  or,  laiest  of  all,  a  human  bee  dirine,  a  beauty 
never  before  beheld  strikes  us  with  hidden  pleasure,  like 
a  burst  of  light.  And  it  is  a  pleasuie  that  elevates;  the 
inu^inatjon  feels  itself  richer  by  a  new  idea  of  ezcelieace ; 
for  not  only  is  real  beauty  wholly  ori^^inal,  having  no 
prototype,  but  its  immediate  influence  is  spiritual.  It 
may  seem  strange,  —  I  appeal  to  every  observant  artist 
il  the  assertion  be  not  trae,  —  but  the  first  sight  of  the 
most  perfect  order  of  female  beauty,  rather  th&n  court- 
ing, rebukes  sod  strikes  bock  eveiy  grosser  instinct  that 
would  alloy  admiration.  There  must  be  some  meanness 
and  blemish  in  the  beauty  which  the  sensualist  Do  sooner 
beholds  ibaa  he  covets.  In  the  higher  incarnation  of 
the  abstract  idea  which  runs  through  all  our  notions  of 
moral  good  and  celestial  puri^,  —  even  if  t^  moment 
the  eye  sees  the  heart  bves  the  image,  —  the  lore  has 
in  it  something  of  the  reverence  which  it  was  said  the 
charms  of  Virtue  would  produce  could  her  form  be 
made  visible;  nor  could  mere  human  love  obtrude  itself 
till  Uie  sweet  awe  of  the  first  efflact  had  been  fiuniliir- 
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bed  sway.  And  I  apprehend  that  it  u  thia  exalting,  or 
etheiealizmg  attribute  of  beauty  to  which  all  poets,  all 
vriteTS  who  wonld  poetize  the  realities  of  life,  have 
umconaciouBly  rende^  homage,  is  &e  lank  to  which 
they  elevate  what,  stripped  of  such  attribute,  would  be 
but  a  gaudy  idol  of  painted  clay.  If  from  the  loftiest 
epic  to  the  triteet  uovel,  a  heroine  is  often  little  more 
tlun  a  name  to  which  we  are  colled  upon  to  bow,  as  to 
a  symbol  representing  beauty;  and  if  we  ourselves  (be 
we  ever  so  indifferent  in  our  conunon  life  to  fair  &cee) 
feel  that,  in  art  at  least,  imagination  needs  an  image. of 
the  beautiful, — if,  in  a  woid,  both  poet  and  leodei 
here  would  not  be  left  excuaelesa,  it  is  because  in  oui 
inmost  hearte  there  ia  a  sentiment  which  links  the  ideal 
of  beauty  with  the  superaensual.  Wouldst  thou,  for 
instance,  form  some  vague  conception  of  the  shape  worn 
by  a  pure  soul  released  j  wouldst  thou  give  to  it  the 
llkenqas  of  an  ugly  hagT  or  wouldst  thou  not  ransack 
all  thy  remembrances  and  conceptions  of  forms  most 
beauteous,  to  clothe  the  holy  image T  Do  so:  now  bring 
it  Uius  robed  with  the  richest  graces  before  thy  mind's 
eye.  Well,  seest  thou  now  the  excuse  foi  poets  in  the 
rank  they  give  to  beauty  T  Seest  thou  now  how  high 
from  the  realm  of  the  senses  soare  t^e,  mysterious  arche- 
type t  Without  the  idea  of  beauty,  couldst  thou  con- 
ceive a  form  in  which  t«  clothe  a  soul  that  has  entered 
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GHAPTER  XXIV. 

'  Agrembte  ■oiprlaM  are  the  perqnIittM  of  jooth. 

It  the  beauty  of  Lodf  Montfoit's  oountenuuw  took 
Iiiouel  by  Buipriee,  still  more  migfat  he  wonder  at  the 
viimiiig  kiadaesB  of  her  addiees,  —  a  kindneaa  of  look, 
manner,  voice, —  which  seemed  to  welcome  him  not 
as  a  chance  acqiiaintaitce  but  as  a  new-fotmd  relatioo. 
The  first  few  sentences,  m  gmng  them  a  sahjeot  of 
common  interest,  introduced  into  their  ctmTsrse  a  sort 
of  confiding  household  familiarity.  For  Lionel,  asi»ib- 
ing  Lady  Montfoit's  gracious  reception  "to  her  early 
Kcollections  of  his  kinsman,  began  at  onoe  to  speak  of 
Guy  Darrell;  and  in  a  little  lime  they  were  walking  orer 
the  turf,  or  through  the  winding  aJleya  of  the  garden, 
linking  talk  to  the  same  theme,  —  she  by  qoeetion,  he 
by  answer;  he,  charmed  to  expatiate,  she,  pleased  to 
listen;  and  liking  each  other  more  and  more,  as  she 
recognized  in  all  he  said  a  bright,  young  heart,  oreiflow- 
ing  with  grat«ful  and  proud  affection,  and  as  he  tfAt 
instinctiTely  that  he  was  with  one  who  sympatlmed  in 
his  enthusiasm,  —  one  who  had  known  the  great  man 
in  l^s  busy  day,  er«  Uie  rush  of  hie  career  bad  paused; 
whose  childhood  had  lent  a  smile  to  the  great  man's  home 
before  childhood  and  smile  had  left  it. 

As  they  thus  conversed,  Lionel  now  and  then,  in  the 
turns  of  their  walk,  caught  a  glimpse  of  Geoi^  Ifforley 
in  the  distance,  w&lking  also  aide  by  side  with  some 
young  companion,  and  ever  as  he  caught  that  glimpse 
a  strange,  netless  curiosity  shot  across  his  mind,  and 
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distmcted  it  even  £rom  praise  of  Guy  Duretl.  Wlio 
conld  th&t  be  with  Qeoige  t  Was  it  s  relation  of  Lad; 
Montfort's  t  The  figoie  was  not  in  mouming ;  ite  shape 
seemed  slight  and  youthful:  now  it  passes  by  that  acacia 
tree,  — standing  for  a  moment  apart  and  distinct  fiom 
Qeorge's  shadow,  but  its  own  outline  dim  in  the  deepen- 
ing twilight;  now  it  has  passed  on,  lost  amongst  the 
laojels. 

A  toRt  in  Uie  walk  l»oaght  Lionel  and  Lady  Mont- 
fort  before  ibe  windows  of  the  house,  which  was  not 
large  for  tite  rank  of  the  owner,  but  commodious,  with 
no  pretence  to  architectural  beauty:  dark-red  brick,  a 
century  and  a  half  old,  — Irregular;  juUing  forth  here, 
receding  there,  so  as  to  pEoduce  that  depth  of  light  and 
shadow,  which  lends  a  certain  pictuieaqne  charm  even 
to  the  least  ornate  buildings  -~  a  cdutnn  to  which  the 
Gothic  architecture  owes  half  ite  beauty.  Jasmine, 
roses,  woodbine,  ivy,  Gained  up  the  angles  and  between 
the  windows.  Altogether  the  house  had  that  air  of 
HOXS  which  had  been  wanting  to  the  r^al  formality 
erf  HJQutfort  Court.  One  ot  the  windows,  raised  above 
the  gronnd  by  a  short  winding  stair,  stood  open.  Lights 
had  just  been  brought  into  the  room  within,  and  Lionel's 
eye  was  caught. by  the  gleam. 

Lady  Montfort  turned  up  the  stur,  and  Lionel  fol- 
lowed her  into  the  apartment.  A  haip  stood  at  one 
oomer,  —  not  far  ixam,  it  a  piano  and  mosic-Btand.  On 
OM  of  the  tables  there  were  the  implemeiits  of  drawing, 
—  a  sketch  in  water-colors  half  finished. 

"  Out  work-room,"  said  Lady  Montfort,  with  a  wann, 
cheerful  smile,  and  yet  Lionel  could  see  that  tears  were 
in  ber  eyes,  —  "  mine  and  my  dear  pupil's.  Yes,  that 
harp  is  heo.  Is  be  still  fond  of  music,  —  I  mean  Mr. 
Darrellt" 
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'Yea,  thoogli  he  does  not  care  for  it  id  oroirdi;  bnt 
he  can  listen  for  hours  to  Fairthom'B  late.  Ton  r^ 
membei  Hr.  Fairthomi" 

"A;,  I  remBmbei  him,"  answered  Ladif  Hontfort, 
aofUy.     "  Mi.  Danell  then  Ukea  hit  mnaic,  atill  1  " 

Lionel  here  uttered  an  eKclamatjon  of  more  than  but- 
prise.  He  had  tamed  to  examine  the  wateinsolor  sketch : 
a  nutic  inn,  a  honeyancUe  arbor,  a  riv^  in  front,  a  boat 
yonder,  — just  begun. 

f  I  know  the  apod  "  he  cried.  "  Did  ;oa  maks'  Qi« 
iketch  of  it  t " 

"It  no ;  it  ia  hen,  —  my  pnpil'a,  my  adopted  ohild'a- " 

Lionel'!  dark  eyea  tura^  to  I^y  Montfort'a  wist- 
fully, inquiringly;  they  asked  what  hia  lipe  could  not 
presume  to  ask.  "  Youi  adopted  child ;  what  ia  she  I  — 
who!" 

Aa  if  answering  to  the  eyee,  Lady  Montfort  audr 
"Wait  hero  a  m<Hnent;  I  will  go  for  her." 

She  left  him;  descended  Ate  staiiv  into  the  gaiden; 
joined  George  Moiley  and  hie  oompaoitHi;  book  ande 
the  former,  whisperod  him,  then  drawing  iha  arm  of 
the  latter  within  her  own,  led  her  ))ack  into  ths  room ; 
while  Qeocge  Morley  nmaioed  in  the  garden,  throwing 
himself  on  a  bench,  and  gasing  on  the  atara  m  l^y  now 
came  forth.  Cut  and  fieqoeat,  though  one  bf  one. 
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CHAPTEE  XXV. 

'  Qnem  Fon  dienuii  cnnqne  daUt 
LncTD  sfipoiie." — Hobat. 

LiosxL  Btood,  expect&nt,  in  the  centn  of  tiie  iDom,  and 
as  the  two  female  fotme  entered,  the  lights  were  full 
upon'  their  faces.  That  younger  face,  —  it  is  she;  it  is 
she,  the  nnfoigotten,  —  the  long  lost.  Instinctivelf ,  as 
if  no  yeaiB  had  loUed  hetween,  —  as  if  she  trtax  still  the 
little  child,  he  the  boy  who  had  coveted  such  s  aiater,  -~ 
he  sprang  forward  and  opened  his  arms,  and  as  suddenly 
halt^  dropped  the  arms  to  his  aide,  blushing,  confused, 
abashed.  She!  that  vagmnt  diildl  She!  tiiat  fons  ao 
et^^ant;  that  great  peeress's  pupil,  — adopted  dai^ter. 
iSAe  the  poor  wandering  Sophy !     She  I  —  impossible  I 

But  her  eyes,  at  first  downcast,  are  now  fixed  on  him. 
She,  too,  starts,  —  not  forward,  but  in  recoil;  die,  too, 
ruses  her  arms,  not  to  open,  but  to  press  them  to  her 
breast;  imd  Bhe,  too,  as  suddenly  checks  an  impulse,  and 
stands,  like  him,  blushing,  confused,  abashed. 

"  Yes, "  stud  Caroline  Montfort,  drawing  Sophy  nearer 
to  ber  breast,  —  "  yes,  you  wiD  both  forgive  me  for  the 
eurpriae.  Tee,  you  do  see  before  you,  grown  up  to  ■ 
become  the  pride  of  those  who  cherish  her,  that  Sophy 
who  — " 

"Sopbyl"  cried  Lionel,  advancing;  "it  is  a<^  tiienl 
I  knew  yon  were  no  sticUer's  grandchild." 

Sophy  drew  up :  "I  am,  I  am  Au  grandohild,  and 
na  proud  to  be  ao  as  I  was  titaa, " 
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"  F&idon  me,  pordoa  me ;  t  meant  to  nf  thai  tie, 
too^  was  not  wh»t  -lie  seemed.  You  fotgive  me,"  ex- 
tending hi*  huid,  and  Self's  aoft  hand  fell  into  his 
forgivingl7. 

"But  he  liveBl  is  wellt  is  heret  is  —  "  Sophy  bunt 
into  teuB,  And  Lady  Moattrnt  made  a  sign  to  Lionel  to 
gt>  into  the  garden,  and  leare  them.  Belnotantly  and 
dimly,  as  one  in  a  dnam,  he  obeyed,  lea-rii^  the  va- 
grant's grandchild  to  be  ffocAhed  in  the  fostering  snns  of 
her  vhom,  an  hour  or  two  aff>,  he  knew  but  by  the  titles 
of  her  rank  and  the  reputation  of  her  pride. 

It  was  not  many  minntea  before  Lady  H<mtfOTt  re- 
joined him. 

"  Ton  toQohed  nnawares, "  stud  she,  "  upon  the  poor 
child's  most  anxiona  cause  of  sorrow.  Her  grandfather, 
6x  whom  her  affection  is  so  senaitiTely  keen,  has  dis- 
aiq>eared.  I  will  speak  (rf  tt»t  later;  and  if  yoa  wish, 
yon  shall  be  taken  into  oar  consultations.  But  —  "  she 
paused,  looked  into  hie  face:  open,  loyal  &ce,  face  of 
gentleman,  with  heart  of  man  in  its  eyes,  soul  of  man  on 
its  hioiw;  fsice  formed  to  look  up  to  the  stars  which  now 
l^hted  it,  —  and  laying  her  hand  lightly  on  his  shoulder, 
resumed  with  hedtating  voice,  —  "  but  I  feel  like  a  cul- 
prit in  asking  you  what,  nevertheless,  I  must  ask,  as  an 
imperative  condition,  if  your  visits  here  are  to  be  re- 
newed, —  if  yoar  intunacy  here  is  to  be  established. 
And  unless  you  comply  with  that  condition,  come  no 
more;  we  cannot  confide  in  each  other." 

"  Oh,  Iiady  McHitfort,  impose  any  condition.     I  pro- 


"Not  beforehand.  The  condition  is  this:  inviolable 
secrecy.  You  will  not  mention  to  any  one  your  visits 
here;  your  introduction  to  me;  your  discovery  of  the 
stroller's  grandchild  in  my  adopted  daughter." 
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•KofctoMr.  DumUI- 

"To  Mm  Uut  cd  all;  bat  tiiU  I  add,  it  is  for  Mr. 
Dunll's  Bskfl  that  I  inedat  on  audi  oonoiolmeat}  and  I 
tnut  the  concealment  will  not  be  long  protracted." 

"For  Mr.  DaneU^s  sakel " 

"  For  tiie  sake  of  bis  happineBB, "  cried  Lady  Uont- 
fort,  clasping  ber  hmids.  "  My  deU  to  him  ia  larger  far 
than  yonn;  and  in  Uiub  appealing  to  yon,  I  acfaame  to 
pay  back  a  part  of  it.     Do  you  trnat  me  t " 

"I do,  I  do." 

And  from  that  evening  Lionel  Hanghb»  became  the 
(XHUtant  visitor  in  tbat  house. 

Tvo  or  three  days  aftervaids  Colonel  Moriey,  quit- 
ting England  for  &  G«nnan  Spa  at  which  be  annually 
recruited  himeelf  for  a  few  weeks,  relieved  Lionel  from 
the  embarrassment  of  any  questione  which  that  Bhrewd 
obaerver  might  otherwise  have  addieesed  to  him.  Lon- 
don itself  was  now  empty.  Lionel  found  a  quiet  lodging 
in  the  vicinity  of  Twickenham.  And  when  bis  foot 
passed  along  the  ahady  lane  through  yon  wicket  gate  into 
that  region  of  tuif  and  flowers,  be  felt  as  might  have  felt 
that  fiimoue  Minstrel  of  Ercildonn,  when,  blessed  witb 
tiia  privilege  to  enter  Fairyland  at  will,  tbe  lUiymer  stole 
to  the  grassy  hillside,  and  murmured  tbe  spell  that  un- 
locks tbe  gates  ot  Ofaexoo. 
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CHAPTEB  I. 

"  A  litUe  fln  biuiu  af  ■  gnU  dMl  of  con."  —  Ou>  Pxotmw. 

Gd7  Dabbell  raramed  the  thread  of  Bolitaiy  life  at 
Fawley  vith  a  calm  which  vaa  deeper  in  ito  gloom  than 
it  had  been  before.  The  experiment  of  return  to  the 
social  world  had  failed.  The  resolutions  which  had 
induced  the  experiment  were  finally  renounced.  Five 
years  nearer  to  death,  and  the  last  hope  that  had  flitted 
acroea  the  narrowing  passage  to  the  gTave,  fallen  like  a 
faithlese  torch  from  hia  own  hand,  and  trodden  out  t^ 
hia  own  foot. 

It  was  peculiarly  in  the  nature  of  Dsrrell  to  connect 
his  objects  with  posterity, —  to  regard  eminence  in  the 
present  bat  as  a  beacon-height  from  which  to  pass  on  to 
the  future  the  name  he  had  token  from  the  past.  All 
hia  early  ambition,  sacrificing  pleasure  to  toil,  had 
placed  its  goal  at  a  distance,  remote  from  the  huzzas  of 
bystanders;  and  ambition  halt«d  now,  baffled  and  de- 
spairing. Childless,  his  line  would  perish  with  him- 
self, —  himself,  who  had  so  vaunted  its  restoration  in 
tiiS  landl  His  genius  was  childless  also,  —  it  would 
leave  behind  it  no  ofiepring  of  the  t^n.  By  toil  h« 
had  amassed  ample  wealth;  by  talent  he  had  achieved 
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ft  splendid  tepatation.  But  the  repatstion  was  as  per- 
ishable as  the  wealth.  Let  a  half-centniy  pass  over  hia 
tomb,  and  nothing  would  be  left  to  apeak  of  the  sac- 
ceasful  lawyer,  the  applauded  orator,  save  traditional 
anecdotes,  a  laudat(^,niotioa  in  ,G<aitemporaiieous  me- 
moiia;  perhaps,  at'  most,  quotations  of  eloquent  sen- 
tences lavished  on  forgotten  cases  and  obsolete  debates, 
—  shreds  aud  fr^ments  of  a  great  intellect,  which  an- 
other half-centuiy  would  sink  without  a  bubble  into  the 
depths  of  time.*  He  had  enacted  'no  laws,  be  had  ad- 
ministered no  state,  he  had  composed  no  books.  Like 
the  llgare  on  a  clock,  which  adonffl  the  case  and  has  no 
connection  with  the  movement,  he,  ao  prominent  an 
ornament  to  time,  had  no  part  in  it«  works.  Removed, 
the  eye  would  miss  him  for  a  while;  but  a  nation's 
literature  or  history  was  the  same,  whether  with  him  or 
without.  Some  with  a  tithe  of  his  abilities  have  the 
luck  to  fasten  their  names  to  things  that  endure ;  they 
have  been  responsible  for  measures  they  did  not  invent, 
and  which,  for  good  or  evil,  influence  long  generations. 
They  have  written  volumes  out  of  which  a  couplet  of 
verse,  a  period  in  prose,  may  cling  to  the  rock  of  ages, 
as  a  shell  that  survives  a  deluge.  But  the  orator,  whose 
effects  ore  immediate;  who  entiiralU  his  andience  in 
proportion  as  he  nicks  the  hour;  who,  were  he  speaking 
like  Burke  what,  apart  from  the  subject-matter,  closet 
students  would  praise,  must,  like  Burke,  thiu  his  audi- 

1  It  is  so  with  manj  a  PoUio  of  the  Bar  and  Senate.  Fiftj 
yean  bonce,  and  how  faint  upon  the  page  of  EanBaid  will  be  the 
TBstigea  of  FollMtl  No  printer's  ^pe  can  record  hii  d*M»nnH 
giBce, — the  penDBdon  of  hia  ■ilvery  tongne.  A  hnndrsd  yaan 
beace,  ma;  not  even  Flmkett,  weightiest  speaker,  on  hit  own  inb. 
iect,  in  the  assenUy  that  coataiued  a  ClaDning  and  a  Brongham, 
lie  a  myth  t«  oar  Krandeoaa  t 
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ence,  and  exchange  proaent  oiatoiical  Bucceae  for  ulti- 
mate intellectual  renown,  -^  a  man,  in  short,  whose 
OTatoi7  i^  emphatically  that  of  the  debaieb,  Ib  like  on 
actor,  reworded  with  a  loud  applause  and  a.  complete 
oblivion.  Woife  on  the  village  stage  might  wul  <^P- 
plause  no  less  load,  followed  by  oblivion  not  mora 
complete. 

Dairell  waanot  blind  to  the  brevity  of  bis  fame.  In 
his  [oeviona  aecLusian  be  had  been  resigned  to  that  ooa- 
viction,  —  now  it  saddened  him.  Then,  imconfeswd  by 
himself,  the  idea  that  he  might  yet  leappear  in  active 
life,  and,  io  somethipg  which  the  world  would  net  wil* 
lingly  let  die,  had  softened  the  face  of  that  tianijail 
nature  from  which  be  must  soon  now  pass  out  of  reach 
and  sight.  On  the  tree  of  time  he  was  a  leaf  already 
seat  upon  &e  bough,  —  not  an  insdiptioii  graven  into 
the  rind. 

Ever  slow  to  yield  to  weak  regrets,  ever  seeking  to 
eombat  his  own  enemies  within,  —  Darrell  said  to  him- 
self one  night,  while  Fairtbom'e  dute  was  breathing, 
an  air  of  romance  through  the  melancholy  walls :  "  la  it 
too  late  yet  to  employ  this  still  busy  bain  upon  works 
that  will  live  when  I  am  dust,  and  make  posterity  supply 
the  heir  that  fella  to  my  house  t" 

He.  shut  himself  up  with  immortal  auUiors,  —  he 
meditated  on  the  choice  of  a  tbeme ;  bis  knowledge  was 
wide,  bi£  taste  refined;  —  words!  —  ke  could  not  want 
woidsl  Why. should  be  not  write!  Alaat  wbyindeedl 
He  who  hs4  never  beena  writer  in  bis  youth,  oan  no 
more  be  a  writer  in  his  age  than  be  can  be  a  painter, — 
8  musician.  What!  not  write  a  bookl  Oh,  yee, — aa 
he  may  paint  a  picture  or  set  a  song.  But  a  writer,  in 
the  emphatic  sense  of  the  word^a  writer  as  Darrell  was 
an  orator, — oh,  no!     And,  least  of  all,  will  be  be  a 
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vriter  if  he  baa  been  an  orator  by  impnlM  uul  habit,  — 
an  orator  too  happily  gifted  to  require ,  and  too  labori- 
ouBly  occupied  to  resort  to,  tbe  tedious  aids  of  written 
preparation;  an  orator  as  modem  life  forms  orators: 
not,  of  course,  an  orator  like  tbose  of  tbe  classic  world, 
who  elaborated  sentences  before  delivery,  and  who,  after 
delivery,  polished  each  extemporaneous  interlude  into 
rhetorical  exactitude  and  musical  perfection.  And  how 
narrow  the  range  of  compositions  to  a  man  burdened 
already  by  a  grave  reputation  I  He  cannot  have  the 
eelf-abandonment,  he  cannot  venture  the  headlong  charge, 
with  './hich  youth  flings  the  reins  to  genius,  and  dashes 
into  the  ranks  of  tama.  Few  and  austere  his  themea, 
—  fastidious  and  hesitating  his  taste.  Bestricted  an 
the  movements  of  him  who  walks  for  the  first  time  into 
the  Forum  of  Letters  with  the  purple  bem  on  his  sena- 
torial toga.  Guy  Darrell,  at  his  age,  entering  among 
authors  as  a  novice!  —  he,  the  great  lawyer,  to  whom 
attorneys  would  have  sent  no  briefs  had  he  been  eas- 
peoted  of  coquetting  with  a  muse;  he,  the  great  orator, 
who  had  electrified  audiences  in  propoition  to  die  sud- 
den effects  which  distinguish  oral  inspintion  from  writ- 
ten  eloquence;  he  achieve  now,  in  an  art  which  his 
whole  life  had  neglected,  any  ancoess  commensurate  to 
hia  contemporaneous  repute, — how  unlikely!  But  a 
success  which  ^nld  outlive  that  repute,  win  the  '  ever- 
lasting inheritance  "  which  could  alone  have  nerved  him 
to  adequate  effort, — how  impossible!  He  could  not 
himaelf  comprehend  why,  never  at  a  loss  for  language 
felicitously  apposite  or  richly  ornate  when  it  had  but  to 
flow  from  bis  thought  to  his  tongue,  nor  wanting  eaae, 
even  eloquence,  in  epistolary  cortespondence  confiden- 
tially familiar,  —  he  should  find  words  fail  ideas,  and 
ideas  ful  worda,  the  moment  bis  pen  became  a  wand 
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Qai  eoigtned  up  the  gbost  of  the  dread  public  I  Tbit 
roore  copionshia  thcnights,  the  mora  embartaaaiiig  tiielr 
selectton;  the  more  exquieite  bis  perception  of  excel- 
lence  in  otbera,  the  more  timidlj  frigid  his  efforte  at 
foultless  style.  It  would  be  the  aame  vitii  the  moat 
■kilfnl  aathor,  if  the  ghost  of  the  pnblic  bad  not  long 
Btnce  ceased  to  haunt  him.  While  be  writ«a,  the  true 
anther's  solitnde  ia  abeolnte  or  peopled  at  his  will.  But 
take  an  audience  from  an  oiator,  what  ia  he  1  He  com- 
mands the  living  public,— the  ghost  of  the  public  awes 
himulf. 

"  Snrely  once,"  sighed  Darrell,  as  he  gave  his  blurred 
pages  to  the  flames,  — "  Bural;f  once  I  had  some  pit- 
tance of  the  author's  talent,  and  have  spent  it  npon 
lawraite  t " 

The  author's  talent,  no  doubt,  Guy  Banell  once 
had,  —  the  author's  temperament,  never.  What  ia  the 
author's  temperamentt  Too  long  a  task  to  define.  But 
without  it  a  man  may  write  a  clever  book,  a  useful  book, 
a  book  that  may  live  a  year,  ten  years,  fifty  years.  He 
will  not  stand  oat  to  distant  ages  a  representative  of  the 
age  that  rather  lived  in  him  than  he  in  it.  The  author's 
temperament  is  that  which  makes  him  an  integral,  ear- 
nest, original  unity,  distinct  from  all  before  and  all  that 
may  succeed  him.  And,  as  a  father  of  Hm  church  baa 
said,  tliat  the  consciousness  of  individual  being  is  the 
sign  f)t  immortality,  not  granted  to  the  inferior  creat- 
ures,— so  it  is  in  this  individual  temperament,  one  and 
indivisible,  and  in  the  intense  conviction  of  it,  more 
ttkan  in  all  the  works  it  may  throw  off,  that  the  author 
becomes'  immortal.  Nay,  his  works  may  perish  like 
those  of  Orpheus  or  Pythagoras ; '  but  he  himself,  in  his 

1  It  need  KSrcely  be  said  that  the  works  nscribed  to  Oipbeiu  0( 
Pjtb»gon»  art  gsnenllf  sllowsd  not  to  be  gsnuiiw. 
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ji«Bie,  in  the  footprint  of  hU  being,  remune,  like  Of 
pUeuB  01  Pythagons,  undestroyed,  tndeHfarucUUe. 

Beeigning  litoratnre,  tho  adita^  retamed  to  acienoe. 
There  he  was  moie  at  home.  He  had  cultivated  sci- 
ence, in  his  dazsling  aoadamical  comer,  witb  ardor  and 
fiucoese;  he  had  renewed  the  etady,  on  his  first  retire- 
ment to  Fawley,  as  a  diabaction  from  tormenting  memo- 
ries 01  unextinguished  passions.  He  now  for  the  flrat  time 
regarded  the  absorbiifg  abstruse  occupation  as  a  possible 
Bource  of  fame.  To  be  one  in  the  starry  procession  of 
those  sous  of  light  who  have  solved  a  new  law  in  ttie 
-statute-book  of  heaven  1  Surely  a  grand  ambition,  not 
unbecoming  to  his  years  and  station,  and  pleasant  in  its 
labors  to  a  man  who  loved  Nature's  outward  scenery  with 
poetic  passion,  and  had  studied  her  inwaid  mysteries 
with  a  sage's  minute  research.  Science  needs  not  the 
author's  art:  she  r^ects  its  graces,  —  she  recoils  with  a 
shudder  from  itA  fancies.  Bat  science  leqnirea  in  the 
mind  of  the  disooverar  a  limpid  calm.  The  lightnings 
that  reveal  Diespiter  most  flash  in  serene  ekiea.  No 
clouds  store  that  tbundsr, — 

"  Quo  bnittt  t«IIafl,  et  vaga  flumina. 
Quo  Styx,  et  inviu  horrida  TEenaii 
Sedes,  Atianteusque  fiais 
GoncatitiU'I " 

So  long  as  you  take  science  only  as  a  distraction, 
science  will  not  lead  you  to  discovery.  And  from  some 
cause  or  other,  Guy  Darcell  was  more  unquiet  and  per- 
turbed in  his  present  than  in  his  past  seclusion.  Sci- 
ence ttua  time  failed  even  to  distract.  In  the  midst  of 
august  meditations,  of  dose  experiment,  some  hatmting 
angry  thought  from  the  for  world  passed  with  rude 
shadow  between  intellect  and  truth,  —  the  heart  eclipsed 
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thft  mind.  The  fact  ia,  tliat  Damll's  geniui  ms  «aMa- 
liall;  formed  for  action.  His  waa  the  tms  ontor'a  tem- 
penuneat,  with  the  qualities  that  belong  to  it;  the  gnup 
of  a&ira,  the  comprebenaion  of  man  and  etatea,  th» 
conatractiTe,  MlminiattatiTe  fsoultiea.  In  such  cftreet, 
and  in  such  career  alone,  eonld  he  hare  developed  all 
hia  powers,  and  achieved  an  imperishable  name.  Gradu- 
ally, as  science  lost  ite  interest,  be  retreated  bom  all 
his  former  occnpationa,  and  would  wander  for  long  boun 
over  the  wild,  unpopulated  landscapes  round  Mm.  As  if 
it  were  tiis  object  to  fatigue  the  body,  and  in  that  htigne 
tire  out  the  restless  brain,  he  would  make  hia  gun  the 
excuse  for  rambles  from  sunrisa  to  twilight  over  the 
manors  he  had  purchased  years  ago,  lying  many  milee 
off  from  Fawley.  There  are  times  when  a  man  who  haa 
passed  bia  life  in  cultivating  hie  mind,  finds  that  the 
more  he  can  make  the  physical  existence  predominate, 
UiB  more  he  can  lower  himself  to  Uxo  rude  vigor  of  hia 
game-keeper,  or  bis  day-laborer,  —  why,  the  mote  he 
can  harden  hia  nerves  to  support  the  weight  of  hit 


In  these  rambles  he  wsa  not  always  alona.  ]?birthcni 
contrived  to  insinuate  himself  much  more  than  formerly 
into  his  master's  habitual  companionship.  The  faithful 
fellow  had  missed  Darrell  so  sorely  in  Uiat  long,  un- 
broken absence  of  five  years,  that  on  recovering  him, 
Fairthom  seemed  resolved  to  make  up  for  lost  time. 
Departing  from  hia  own  habits,  he  would,  Uterefore,  lie 
in  wait  for  Guy  Darrell,  —  creeping  out  of  a  loamble  or 
bush,  like  a  fiuniliar  sprite;  and  was  no  longer  to  be 
awed  away  by  a  curt  syllable  or  a  contracted  brow.  And 
Darrell,  at  first  sabmitting  reluctantly,  and  out  of  com- 
passionate kindneaa,  to  the  flate-player's  obtrusive  so- 
ciety, became  by  degrees  to  welcome  and  relax  in.  it. 
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Vcdrtbom  knew  the  great  secrets  of  his  life.  To  Vai- 
thom  alone  on  all  earth  could  he  q>eak  without  reserve 
of  one  name  and  of  one  sorrow.  Speaking  to  Fairthom 
was  like  talking  to  himself,  of  to  Ms  pointers,  or  to  his 
fevorite  doe,  npon  which  last  he  hestowed  a  new  collar, 
with  an  inscription  tfiat  implied  more  of  the  true  cause 
that  hod  driTen  him  a  second  time  to  the  shades  of 
Fawley  than  he  would  have  let  out  to  Alton  Morley  or 
even  to  Lionel  Haughton.  Alban  was  too  old  for  that 
confidence,  —  Lionel  much  too  youi^.  But  the  musi- 
cian, like  art  itself,  was  of  no  age;  and  if  ever  the 
gloomy  master  onhent  his  outward  moodiness  and  secret 
spleen  in  any  approach  to  gayety,  it  was  in  a  sort  of 
saturnine  playfulness  to  this  grotesque,  grown-up  infant. 
They  cheered  each  other,  and  they  teased  eadi  other. 
Stalking  side  by  side  over  the  ridged  fallows,  Darrell 
would  sometimes  pour  forth  his  whols  soul,  as  a  poet 
does  to  his  muse;  and  at  Fairthont'e  abrupt  interruption 
or  rejoinder,  turn  round  on  him  with  fierce  objurgation 
or  withering  sarcasm, — or  what  the  fiute-player  ab- 
horred more  than  all  else,  a  truculent  qiiotation  from 
Horace,  which  drove  S^irthom  away  into  some  vanish' 
ing  covert  or  hollow,  out  of  which  Darrell  had  to  entice 
him,  sure  that,  in  return,  Fairthom  would  take  a  ely 
occasion  to  sesd  into  his  side  a  vindictive  prickle.  But 
as  the  two  came  home  in  the  starlight,  the  dogs  dead 
beat  and  poor  ITairthom  too,  —  ten  to  one  but  what  the 
musician  was  leaning  all  his  weight  on  his  master's 
nervous  ami,  and  Darrell  was  looking  with  tender  kind- 
nees  in  the  face  of  the  soke  onx  left  to  lean  npon  him 
still. 

One  evening,  ss  they  were  sitting  together  in  the 
library,  the  two  hermits,  each  in  his  comer,  and  ofte: 
a  long  silence,  the  flute-playei  eaid  abruptly,  — 
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*  I  have  been  tliinking  —  " 

*  Thinking  I "  quoth  Damll,  with  his  meehanigJ 
itony;  "  I  am  aony  foi  you.     Try  not  to  do  00  again. " 

Faibthobs.  —  "  Your  poor  dear  fatiiei  —  " 

DabbbUi  (wincing,  startled,  and  expectant  of  a 
pricUe). — "Bhl  my  father  —  " 

Faibtbobn.  — "  Waa  a  great  antiqnaiy.  How  it 
would  hare  pleased  him  ooold  ho  have  left  a  fine  col- 
lection of  antiqoitiea  as  an  heliloom  to  the  natitml  — 
his  name  thus  preseived  for  a^,  and  oonmeoted  widi 
the  studies  of  his  life.  Then  aie  the  £lgin  MarUeB. 
The  panon  was  talking  to  ma  yesterday  of  a  new  Vernon 
Qallety ;  why  not  in  the  British  Huaeum  an  everlaetiDg 
Darrell  room !  Plenty  to  stock  it  mouldering  yonder  in 
the  chambeiB  which  yon  will  never  finish. " 

"My  dear  Dick,"  cried  Darrell,  ataiting  np,  "  giTfl 
me  your  hand.  What  a  brilliant  thooghtl  I  could  do 
nothing  else  to  preserre  my  dear  Mhei's  nanw.  Eurelea  t 
Yon  are  right.  Set  the  carpenters  at  work  to-morrow. 
Bemov«  the  boards;  open  the  chambers;  we  will  insped 
their  stores,  and  select  what  would  worthily  furnish 
'A  Darrell  Boom.'  Perish  Ouy  Darrell,  the  lawyerl 
Philip  Darrell,  the  antiqnury,  at  least  shall  IItoI  " 

It  la  marrellons  with  what  charm  Foirthom's  Incky 
idea  seised  upon  Danell's  mind.  The  whole  of  the 
next  day  he  spent  in  the  forlorn  skeleton  of  the  unfin- 
ished mansion  slowly  decaying  beside  his  small  and 
homely  dwelling.  The  pictures,  many  of  which  were 
the  rsnst  originals  in  uriy  Flemish  and  Italian  art, 
were  dusted  with  tender  care,  and  hung  from  hasty  nsila 
upon  the  bare  ghastly  walls.  Delicate  ivory  carvings, 
wrought  \ij  the  matchless  hand  of  Cellini-,  early  Flor- 
entine bronzes;  priceless  specimens  of  Baphael  ware 
and  Venetisn  glass,  —  Ute  piedous  trifles,  in  AusAt  whieh 
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the  collector  of  medinval  cuiioaities  amaema  foi  his  beiia 
to  disperse  amongst  the  palaces  of  kinga  and  the  cabtneta 
of  nationB,  weie  dragged  again  to  uniamiliat  light.  The 
invaded  aepulchral  building  eeemed  a  very  Pompeii  of 
^e  Cinqtu  Cento.  To  examine,  anange,  methodiie, 
select  for  national  purposes,  such  miscellaneous  treasuiea 
vould  be  the  work  of  weeks.  For  easier  access,  Damll 
caused  a  slight,  hasty  passage  to  be  thrown  orei  the  gap 
between  the  two  edifioea  It  nm  from  the  zoom  nidied 
into  the  gables  of  the  old  house,  which,  originally  fitted 
up  for  scientific  studios,  now  became  his  habitual  apart- 
ment, into  the  largest  of  the  uncompleted  cbamben 
which  had  been  designed  for  the  giaiul  reception-gallery 
of  tite  new  building.  Into  ihe  pc»npous  gallery  thus 
made- contiguous  to  his  m<H)k-like  cell,  he  gradually 
gathered  the  choicest  specimens  of  his  collection.  The 
damps  were  expelled  by  fires  on  grateless  hearthstones; 
sunshine  admitted  from  windows,  now  for  the  first  time 
exchanging  boards  for  glsaa;  rough,  iron  sconoee,  made 
at  the  nearest  forge,  were  thrust  into  the  walls,  and 
sometimes  lighted  at  night,  —  Dairell  and  Fairthom 
walking  arm-in-arm  along  the  unpolished  floors,  in 
company  with  Holbein's  Kotdes,  Fen^no's  Vi^ins. 
Some  <A  that  highbred  company  displaced  and  banished 
Uie  next  day,  as  repeated  inspection  made  the  taste  more 
rigidly  exclusire.  Darrell  had  found  object,  amuse- 
ment, oecupation,  —  frivolous  if  compared  with  thoee 
lenses,  and  glasses,  and  algebraical  scrawls  which  had 
once  whiled  lonely  hours  in  the  attic-room  hard  by ;  hut 
not  frivolous  even  to  the  judgment  of  tiie  austerest  sagei 
if  that  sage  had  not  reasoned  away  his  heart.  For  here 
it  was  not  Danell's  taste  that  was  deli(^ted;  it  was 
DaR«irs  heart  that^  ever  hungry,  had  found  food.  His 
heart  was  connecting  thoee  long-neglected  memorials  ot 
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SB  unbition  baffled  and  telinqniehed,  —  here  with  a 
nation,  ttieie  vith  his  father's  grave  t  How  hia  eyes 
sparkled!  How  hie  lip  smiledl  fTobody  would  bare 
gneieed  it;  ntme  of  ua  know  each  other;  least  of  all  do 
we  know  the  interior  being  of  those  witom  we  estimate 
hy  public  repute,  — bnt  what  a  world  of  simple,  fond 
a&ection  Uy  coiled  and  wasted  in  that  proud  man's 
solitary  breast  I 
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CHAPTEE  n. 

The  leamed  compute  that  leyeti  hmidred  and  MTsn  mDlioiu  of 
millions  of  TibraCioiia  have  peDetTat«d  the  eje  befora  the  eye  ran 
dittiii{pi«h  the  tint*  of  a  violet.  What  philosoph;  can  calcu- 
late the  vibratioiu  of  the  heart  before  it  can  diatingniah  tba 
colors  of  love  ? 

While  Guy  Durell  thuB  paeeed  his  hours  within  the 
unfinished  fragments  of  a  dwelling  builded  for  poster- 
ity, and  amongst  the  still  relics  of  remote  graierations. 
Love  and  Youth  were  weaving  their  warm,  eternal  idyl 
on  the  sunny  lawns  by  the  gliding  river. 

There  they  are,  Love  and  Youth,  Lionel  and  Sophy, 
in  the  arbor  round  which  her  slight  hands  have  twined 
the  honeysuckle,  fond  imitation  of  that  bower  endeared 
by  the  memory  of  her  earliest  holiday,  —  she  seated 
coyly ;  he  on  the  ground  at  her  feet,  as  when  Titania 
had  watched  bis  sleep.  He  has  been  reading  to  her, 
the  book  has  fallen  from  his  hand.  What  book  I  That 
Tolnme  of  poems  ao  unintelligibly  obscure  to  all  but 
the  dreaming  young,  who  are  so  unintelligibly  obscure 
to  themselves.  But  to  the  merit  of  those  poems,  I 
doubt  if  even  Geo^  did  justice.  It  is  not  true,  I  be- 
lieve, that  they  are  not  durable.  Some  day  or  other, 
when  all  the  jat^n  so  feelingly  denounced  by  Colonel 
Morley,  about  "  teathetica, "  and  "  objective, "  and  "  sub- 
jective," has  gone  to  its  long  home,  some  critic  who  can 
write  Enfi^h  will  probably  bring  that  poor  little  volome 
fairly  brfore  the  public ;  and,  with  all  its  manifold  faults, 
it  will  take  a  place  in  the  afTections,  not  of  one  ungle 
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gsnsntion  of  the  yonug  but  —  eTerlastiiig,  sTer-dMam- 
ing,  evergrowing  youth.  But  joa  and  I,  reader,  have 
no  o&er  interwt  in  these  poems,  except  this,  — that 
they  were  written  hy  the  I»otherdQ-law  of  that  whint- 
noal,  miaerly  Fnnk  Yance,  who  perhaps,  but  for  each 
a  brother-in-law,  would  never  have  gone  through  the 
labor  I7  which  he  has  cultivated  the  genius  that 
achieved  his  &me;  and  if  he  had  not  cultivated  that 
genius,  hs  might  never  have  known  Lionel;  and  if  he 
had  never  known  Lionel,  Lionel  might  never  perhaps 
have  gone  to  the  Surrey  village,  in  which  he  saw  the 
Phenomenon  1  and,  to  pnsb  &rthei  still  that  Valtaireiaa 
philosophy  of  ifs,  —  if  ei&er  Lionel  or  Frank  Vance 
had  sot  been  so  intimately  associated  in  the  minds  of 
Sophy  and  Lionel  with  the  golden  holiday  <m  the  beau- 
tifnl  river,  Sophy  and  Lionel  m^|ht  not  have  thought 
so  much  of  those  poems;  and  if  they  had  not  thought  so 
much  of  those  poems,  then  might  not  have  been  be- 
tween them  that  link  of  poetiy  without  which  the  lore 
of  two  young  people  is  a  senlunntt^  —  always  very 
pretty,  it  is  true,  bat  much  too  oommonplaoe  to  deserve 
special  commemoration  in  a  woric  so  uncommonly  long 
as  this  is  likely  to  be.  And  thus  it  is  clear  that  Frank 
Vance  is  not  a  superfluous  and  e|Heodical  personage 
amongst  the  characters  of  Uus  history,  but,  however 
indireoUy,  still  essentially  one  of  those  beings  without 
whom  the  anthor  must  have  given  a  very  different  an- 
swer to  the  qucsti<m,  "  What  will  he  do  with  iti " 

Ketnm  we  to  Lionel  and  Sophy.  The  poems  have 
brought  their  hearts  nearer  and  nearer  together.  And 
when  the  book  fell  from  Lionel's  hand,  Sophy  knew 
that  his  eyes  were  on  her  face,  and  her  own  eyes  looked 
away.  And  the  silence  was  so  deep  and  so  sweetl 
Keither  had  yet  said  to  tJie  other  a  word  of  lore.    And 
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IB  that  silence  both  felt  that  they  loved  and  wen  b» 
loved.  Sophy!  hoir  childlike  she  looked  still  I  How 
litUe  she  is  ohangedl  —  except  that  the  soft,  blue  eyea 
are  far  more  peneiTe,  and  that  her  menj  laogh  is  now 
never  heard.  In  that  luxurioua  home,  fostered  with  the 
tenderest  care  by  its  charming  owner,  the  romance  of  her 
childhood  realized,  and  Lionel  by  her  side,  ahe  miaaefl 
the  old  crippled  vagrant.  And  therefore  it  is  that  her 
merry  laugh  is  no  longer  heard.  "Ah  ["said  Lionel,  softly 
brsakii^  the  pause  at  length;  "do  not  tuzn  your  eyes 
from  me,  or  I  shall  think  QuA  (here  ate  tears  in  themi  " 
Sophy's  l»eaet  heaved,  but  her  eyee  were  averted  stilL 
Lionel  rose  gently,  and  came  to  the  other  side  of  her 
quiet  form.  "  Fie  1  there  are  tears,  and  yon  would  hide 
them  from  me.     TTngratefall" 

So[^y  looked  at  him  now  with  candid,  inexpressible, 
guileless  affection  in  those  swimming  eyee,  and  said  with 
touching  sweetneae,  "  Ungrateful  I  Should  I  not  be  so  if 
I  were  gay  and  happy  I  " 

And  in  self-reproach  for  not  being  suffiuently  un- 
happy while  that  young  consoler  was  by  her  side,  she, 
toOt  rose,  left  the  arbor,  and  looked  wistfully  along  tim 
river.  George  Morley  was  expected;  he  might  loii^ 
tidings  of  the  absent.  And  now  while  Lionel,  rejoining 
her,  exerte  all  his  eloquence  to  allay  her  anxiety  and 
encourage  ber  hopes,  and  while  they  thus,  in  that  divin- 
est  stage  of  love,  eie  the  bmgne  repeats  what  tbe  eyes 
have  told,  glide  along,  —  here  in  sunlight  by  lingering 
fiowers,  there  in  shadow  under  moomful  willows,  whoee 
leaves  aro  ever  the  latest  to  fall,  —  let  us  explain  by 
what  links  of  draumstance  Sophy  became  the  great  lady's 
gneat,  and  Waife  onoe  more  a  homeless  waadecer. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

CSotDprMng  many  nMdfoI  Gxplanttioiii  Ulnatntiv*  of  wbe  mws: 
■I  for  example,  "  H*  thU  hBtli  ui  ill  name,  ii  hilf  hangwlj'' 
"  He  that  hath  bean  bitten  bj  a  serpent,  ii  afraid  of  a  lope ;" 
"  He  that  looks  for  a  star,  pnts  oat  bis  candles ; "  and,  "  Wben 
God  wills,  all  winds  bring  rain." 

The  reader  hoii  been  already  made  aware  bow,  hy  an  im- 
pulse of  womanhood  and  hiunanity,  Arabella  Oaae  bad 
been  converted  from  a  penecuting  into  a  tatelary  a^eoit 
in  the  deatinies  of  Waife  and  Sophy.  That  levohition  in 
her  moral  being  dated  from  the  evening  on  which  she  had 
sought  the  cripple's  retreat,  to  w&m  him  af  Jasper's 
designs.  We  have  seen  by  what  stratagem  she  had  made 
it  appear  that  Waife  and  bis  grandchild  had  sailed  b»- 
yond  the  reach  of  molestation;  with  what  liberality  she 
had  advanced  the  money  that  freed  Sophy  from  the 
manager's  claim;  and  how  considerately  she  had  empow- 
ered her  agfflit  to  ^ve  the  reference  which  secured  to 
Waife  the  asylum  in  which  we  last  beheld  him.  In  a 
few  stem  sentences  she  had  acquainted  Waife  with  her 
fearless,  inflexible  resolve  to  associate  her  fate  henceforth 
with  the  life  of  his  lawless  son ;  and,  by  rendering  abor^ 
tive  all  his  evil  projects  of  plunder,  to  compel  him  at  last 
to  depend  upon  her  for  an  existence  neiUier  unsafe  nor 
sordid,  provided  only  that  it  were  not  dishonest.  The 
moment  tJiat  she  revealed  that  design,  Waife'e  trust  in 
her  was  won.  His  own  heart  enabled  Tiim  to  compre- 
hend tiie  effect  produced  npoa  a  character  otherwise  nn- 
a  and  ragged,  by  the  grandeur  of  self^mmolation 
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utd  thp  abeorption  of  one  devoted,  heroic  thought.  In 
the  Btrengtb  and  bitterness  of  passion  vhich  thoe  pledged 
her  existeuoe  to  redeem  another's,  he  obtained  the  key  to 
her  vehement  and  jealous  natare;  saw  why  she  had  been 
BO  crael  to  the  child  of  a  rival ;  why  she  had  conceived 
compassion  for  that  child  in  proportion  as  the  faUier's 
mmatuial  indifference  had  quenched  the  anger  of  her  own 
eelf-loTe;  and,  above  all,  why,  as  the  idea  of  reclaiming 
and  appropriating  solely  to  herself  the  man  who,  for  good 
or  for  evil,  had  grown  into  the  all-predominant  object  of 
her  life,  — gained  more  and  more  the  mastery  over  her 
mind,  it  expelled  1^  leaser  and  the  baser  passions,  and 
the  old  mean  levenge  against  an  infant  faded  away  before 
the  light  of  that  awakening  ccoucience  which  is  often 
rekindled  from  ashes  by  the  sparks  of  a  single  better  and 
worthier  thought.  And,  in  the  resolute  design  to  reclum 
Jasper  Losely,  Arabella  came  at  tmce  to  a  ground  in 
coBimon  with  his  father,  with  his  child.  Oh,  what,  too^ 
would  the  old  man  owe  to  her;  what  wotdd  be  hie  grati- 
tude, his  joy,  if  she  not  only  guarded  his  spotieas  Scqthy, 
but  saved  from  the  bottomless  abyss  his  guiUy  soul 
Thus,  when  ArabeUa  Cnne  had,  nearly  five  years  before, 
sought  Waife's  discovered  hiding-place,  near  the  old 
blood-stained  Tower,  mutual  interests  and  symp^tes 
had  formed  between  them  a  bond  of  alliance  not  the  leas 
sfaong  because  rather  tacitly  acknowledged  than  openly 
expressed.  Arabella  had  written  to  Waife  fnmi  the 
Continent,  for  the  first  half-year  pretty  often,  and  some- 
what tanguinely,  as  to  the  chance  of  Loeely's  ultimate 
reformation.  Then  the  intervals  of  silence  beoame  gntd- 
ually  more  prolonged,  and  the  letters  more  brief.  Bat 
still,  whether  from  the  wish  not  unnecessarily  to  pain  the 
old  man,  or,  as  would  be  more  natural  to  her  character, 
which,  even  in  its  best  aspects,  was  not  gentle,  from  a 
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p/taai  dislike  to  confesa  failure,  she  eaid  nothing  ci  ttie 
»vil  counee  which  Jasper  had  renewed.  Hvidently  she 
waa  aliraya  near  him.  Eridently,  bj  some  meaoa  or 
ano&er,  hia  life,  fortlTe  and  dark,  wu  ever  under  th« 
glare  of  her  watchfnl  eyee. 

Meanwhile  Sophy  had  been  preaentod  to  Caroline 
Montfort.  Aa  Waife  had  so  fondly  anticipated,  the  lone, 
ehildleas  lady  had  taken  with  kiiulneae  and  interest  to 
Ae  fair  motherleaB  child.  Left  to  herself  <^Fteii  for 
months  together  in  the  grand,  forlorn  house,  CaroUne 
soon  found  an  object  to  hei  peuedre  walks  in  the  basket- 
maker's  cottage.  Sophy's  charming  faoe  and  charming 
ways  stole  more  and  more  into  auctions  which  were 
denied  all  nourishment  at  home.  She  entered  into 
Waife's  desire  to  improve,  by  education,  ao  exquisite  a 
nature ;  and,  familiarity  growing  by  degrees,  Sophy  was 
at  length  coaxed  up  to  the  great  house ;  and  during  the 
hours  which  Waife  devoted  to  his  nmbles  (for  even  in 
hia  settled  industry  he  couM  not  conquer  his  vsgrant 
tastes,  but  would  weave  his  reeds  or  oeieis  as  he  aauD> 
tered  through  solitudes  of  tnrf  or  wood),  became  the 
docile,  delighted  pupil  in  the  simple  chintz  room  which 
Lady  Montfort  had  reclaimed  from  the  desert  of  her  Bur- 
rounding  palace.  Lady  Montfort  waa  not  of  a  curious  turn 
of  mind ;  profoundly  indifferent  even  to  the  gossip  of  draw- 
ing-rooms, she  had  no  rankling  desire  to  know  the  secrets 
of  village  hearthstones.  Little  acquainted  even  with  the 
great  world,  —  scarcely  at  all  with  any  world  below  that 
in  which  she  had  her  being,  save  as  she  approached 
humble  sorrows  by  delicate  charity,  —  the  oontrast  be- 
tween Waife's  calling  and  his  conversation  roused  in  bee 
no  vigilant  suspicions.  A  man  of  some  education,  and 
bom  in  a  rank  that  touched  upon  the  order  of  gentlemea, 
but  of  no  practical  or  professional  colture;  with  whimsi- 
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cal  tastes;  with  roving  ecoeutric  habits, — had,  in  tt» 
coiiiBe  of  life,  picked  vp  much  harmlese  wisdom,  1mt| 
perhsps  from  want  of  woiidly  prudence,  failed  of  fortune. 
Contented  with  an  obecnie  letteat  and  a  humble  liveli- 
hood, he  might  yet  na.turally  be  loth  to  confide  to  otheia 
ths  painful  history  of  a  descent  in  life.  He  might  have 
relationa  in  a  higher  sphere,  whom  the  confeeaion  would 
shame;  he  might  be  silent  in  the  manly  pride  whidt 
shrinks  from  alms  and  pity  and  a  tale  of  Sail.  Nay, 
grant  the  worst,  — grant  ^t  Waife  had  suffered  in 
repnte  as  well  as  fortune;  giant  that  his  character  hod 
been  tarnished  by  some  plausible  circumstantial  evidenoes 
which  he  could  not  explain  away  to  the  satisfaction  fd 
friends  or  the  acquittal  of  a  short-sighted  world,  —  had 
there  not  been,  were  there  not  always,  many  innocent 
men  similarly  afflicted)  And  who  could  hear  Waife 
talk,  or  look  on  bis  arch  smile,  and  not  feel  that  he  was 
innocent  1  80,  at  least,  thought  Caroline  Montfoii. 
KaturaUy;  for  if,  in  her  essentially  woman-like  chatactM^ 
there  was  one  all-pervading  and  all-predominant^attiibute, 
it  was  PITY.  Had  fate  placed  her  under  circumstances 
fitt«d  to  ripen  into  genial  development  all  her  exqmtdte 
forces  of  soul,  her  true  post  in  Uiis  life  would  have  been 
that  of  the  8OOTHBB.  What  a  child  to  some  grief-worn 
bther!  What  a  wife  to  some  toiling,  aspiring,  sensitive 
man  of  geniusi  What  a  mother  to  some  suffering  child! 
It  seemed  as  if  it  were  neoessaiy  to  her  to  have  some- 
tiling  to  compaasionate  and  foster.  She  was  sad  when 
there  was  no  one  to  comfort;  but  het  smile  was  like 
a  sunbeam  from  Edea  when  it  chanced  on  a  sorrow  it 
could  bri^tten  away.  Out  of  this  very  sympatliy  came 
her  faults,  —  faults  of  reascMiing  and  jui^ment.  Pru- 
dent in  her  own  chilling  path  through  what  the  worid 
calls  temptations^  because  so  ineffobly  pure,  —  because. 
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to  bshiou's  light  tenipter^   hei  very  tboii(pit  was  w 
doaed,  as 

**  ITuder  the  glow;,  cool,  tranaloaeiit  mve," 
was  the  ear  of  Sabrina  to  the  comrades  of  Comas:  yet 
place  before  her  some  gentle  scheme  that  seemed  fraught 
with  a  blesBiag  for  others,  and  straightway  her  fancy 
embraced  it,  prudence  faded, — she  saw  not  the  obstacles, 
weighed  not  the  chances  against  it.  Charity  to  her  did 
not  come  alone,  but  with  its  sister  twins,  Hope  and 
Faith. 

Thus,  benignly  for  the  old  man  and  the  fair  child,  years 
rolled  on  till  Lord  Montfort's  sudden  death,  and  hia 
widow  was  called  upon  to  exchange  Montfort  Court 
(which  passed  to  the  new  heir)  for  the  distant  jointure 
House  of  Twickenham.  By  this  time  she  had  grown  so 
attached  to  Sophy,  and  Sophy  so  gratefully  fond  of  her, 
that  she  proposed  to  Waife  to  take  hie  sweet  grandchild 
as  her  permanent  companion,  complete  her  education, 
and  assure  her  future.  This  had  been  the  old  man's 
cherished  day-dream;  but  he  had  not  contemplated  its 
realization  until  he  himself  were  in  the  grave.  He 
turned  pale,  he  staggered,  when  the  proposal  which 
would  separate  him  from  his  grandchild  was  first  brought 
before  him.  But  he  recovered  ere  Lady  Montfort  could 
be  aware  of  the  acutenesa  of  the  pang  she  inflicted,  and 
accepted  the  generous  offer  with  warm  protestations  of  joy 
and  gratitude.  But  Sophy  I  Sophy  cons^t  to  leave 
her  grandfather  afar  and  aged  in  his  solitary  cottage! 
Little  did  either  of  them  know  Sophy,  with  her  mft 
heart  and  detennined  soul,  if  they  supposed  such  ^otism 
possible  in  her.  Waife  insisted;  Waife  was  aagrj; 
Waife  was  authoritative ;  Waife  was  imploring ;  Waife 
was  pathetic, — all  in  vain  I    But  to  close  evezy  a^u- 
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meat,  &e  giri  went  boldly  to  Lady  Honttort,  and  sud, 
"If  I  left  him  hia  heart  would  break, — never  ask  it." 
.  Lady  Montfort  kiaeed  Sophy  tenderly  aa  mother  erei 
kissed  a  child  for  some  sweet,  loving  trait  of  a  noUe 
nature,  and  said  simply,  "But  he  shall  not  be  left, — 
he  aball  come  too." 

She  offered  Waife  rooma  in  her  Twickenham  bouse  • 
she  wished  to  collect  books, — be  should  be  librariat). 
The  old  man  shivered  and  refused, — refused  firmly. 
He  had  made  a  vow  not  to  he  a  guest  in  any  house. 
Finally,  the  matter  waa  compTomiaed;  Waife  would  re- 
move to  the  neighborhood  of  Twictenham :  there  hire  a 
cottage;  there  ply  bis  art;  and  Sophy,  living  with  him, 
abould  apend  a  part  of  each  day  with  Lady  Montfort 
M  now. 

So  it  waa  resolved.  Waife  consented  to  occupy  a 
small  house  on  the  verge  of  the  grounds  belonging  to  the 
jointuie  villa,  on  the  condition  of  paying  rent  for  it. 
And  Qeoige  Motley  insiatfid  on  the  privily  of  pre- 
paring that  house  for  bis  old  teacher's  reception,  leaving 
it  simple  and  rustic  to  outward  appearance,  but  fitting  its 
pleasant  cbamben  with  all  that  hia  knowledge  of  the  old 
man's  tastes  and  habita  auggeeted  for  comfort  or  humble  lux- 
1117 ;  a  room  for  Sophy,  bung  with  the  prettiest  paper, — all 
buttorfliea  and  fiowere, —  commanding  a  view  of  the  river. 
Waife,  despite  bia  proud  aciuples,  could  not  refuse  such 
gifts  from  a  man  whose  fortune  and  career  hod  been  as- 
cured  by  bia  artful  lessons.  Indeed,  he  had  already 
permitted  George  to  assist,  though  not  largely,  hia  own 
efforts  to  repay  the  £100  advanced  by  Mrs.  Crane.  The 
years  he  had  devoted  to  a  craft  which  bis  ii^jenuity  made 
lucrative,  had  just  enabled  tbe  baaket-maker,  with  his 
pupil's  aid,  to  clear  off  that  debt  by  inatolmenta.  He 
had  tbe  satisfaction  of  thinking  tbat  it  waa  hia  induatiy 
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that  had  replaced  the  mm  to  which  his  grandchild  owed 
her  release  from  the  execrable  Rogge. 

Lady  UoBtfoit'a  departure  (which  precadod  Waife'a  hjf 
eome  weeks)  was  more  mounied  by  the  poor  in  her  im' 
mediate  neighborhood  than  hj  the  wealtihier  familiea, 
who  composed  what  a  province  calls  iti  society ;  and  the 
gloom  which  that  event  caat  orer  the  little  village  round 
the  Idngly  mansioQ,  was  increased  when  Woife  and  his 
grandchild  left. 

For  the  last  three  years,  emboldened  by  Lady  Hont- 
fort'e  protection,  and  the  conviction  that  he  was  no  longer 
pUTBued  or  spied,  the  old  man  had  relaxed  his  earlier  re- 
served  and  secluded  habiba.  GonatitutionaUy  sociable^ 
be  had  made  acquaintance  with  his  humbler  neighbors; 
lounged  by  their  cottage-palings  in  hui  rambles  down  the 
lanes ;  diverted  their  children  with  Sir  Isaac's  tricks,  or 
regaled  them  with  unto  and  apples  from  his  little  orchard ; 
giving  to  the  more  diligent  laborers  many  a  valuable  hint 
how  to  eke  out  the  daily  wage  with  garden  produce,  or 
bees,  orpoultiy;  doctored  farmers'  cows^ — and  even  wtm 
the  heart  of  the  stnd-groom  by  a  mysterious,  sedative 
ball,  which  had  reduced  to  serene  docility  a  highly  nei^ 
Tous  and  hitherto  unmanageable  four-yeaiM^  Sof^y 
had  been  no  leee  popular.  Ko  one  grudged  her  the 
favor  of  Lady  Montfort, — no  one  wondered  at  it.  They 
were  loved  and  honored.  Perhaps  the  happiest  years 
Waife  had  known  since  his  young  wife  left  the  earth, 
were  passed  in  the  hamlet  which  he  fancied  her  ehode 
haunted;  for  was  it  not  there, — there,  in  that  cottage, — 
tiiere,  in  sight  of  those  green  oeiera,  that  her  first  modest 
vii^in  repliee  to  his  lettere  of  love  and  hope  had  soothed 
his  confinement  and  animated  him — till  then  litUe  fond 
of  sedentary  toils  —  to  the  very  indnstry  which,  learned 
in  sport,  now  gave  subsistence,  and  secured  a  hune     To 
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thit  bome  penecotuMi  had  not  come;  goaelp  had  Mt 
pried  into  its  calm  aBclnsiaa;  evtm.  chanoe,  when  dmat- 
flning  diaoloeuze,  had  aeemed  to  paaa  by  innoouoiu.  For 
oaoe  —  a  year  or  ao  before  he  left  -^  an  incident  had  oo- 
cuned  which  alarmed  him  at  tiit  time,  bat  led  to  no  an- 
n<^niig  rsBultB.  The  baulca  of  tile  great  aheet  of  water 
in  Moatfort  Park  were  occaaionaUy  made  the  eoene  of 
rural  picnics  by  the  bmiliea  of  neighboring  farmers  or 
tradesmen.  One  day  Waife,  while  careleaaly  bahioning 
hie  besketa  on  his  favorite  apot,  was  recognized,  on  Uie 
oppodte  margin,  I^  a  party  of  aoch  holiday-maketa  to 
whom  he  hims^  had  paid  no  attention.  He  waa  told 
the  next  day  by  the  landlady  of  the  village  inn,  tb» 
main  chimney  of  which  he  had  undertaken  to  core  of 
smoking,  that  a  "  lady"  in  tiM  picnic  sympoeiiun  of  the 
day  befine  had  asked  many  questaona  abont  him  and  hia 
giandchild,  and  had  seemed  pleased  to  heat  they  were 
both  80  comfortably  settled.  The  "  lady"  had  been  ae- 
oompanied  by  another  "  lady, "  and  by  two  or  three  young 
gentlemen.  They  had  artired  in  a  "  huBS, "  which  they 
had  hired  for  ibe  occasion.  They  had  come  from  Hum- 
berston  the  day  after  Qiose  famooa  races  which  annually 
filled  HumbOTston  with  abangera, —  the  time  of  year  in 
iriiich  Bogge'a  grand  theatrical  exhibition  delighted  that 
ancient  town.  From  the  description  of  the  two  ladies 
Waife  suspected  that  they  belonged  to  Bugge's  company. 
But  they  had  not  daimed  Waife  as  a  cidevant  comrade; 
they  had  not  spoken  of  8ophy  as  tiie  Phenomenon  or  the 
Fugitave.  Ko  molestation  followed  this  event ;  and,  after 
all,  tiie  Bremortelesa  Baton  had  no  longer  any  claim  to 
the  Persecuted  Bandit  or  to  Juliet  Arnmint*. 

But  &e  ex-comedian  is  g<me  from  the  osier^  —  the 
hamlet.  He  is  in  his  new  retreat  by  the  lordly  river,  — 
within  an  hour  of  the  smoke  and  roar  of  tumultuooa 
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ZiOndon.  He  tries  to  look  cheerful  and  bappy,  Imt  bia 
npoae  is  troabled,  — his  heart  is  mxioaB.  Ever  naem 
Sophy,  OD  his  acoouat^  nfueed  the  offer  which  would 
have  tnnaferred  her,  not  for  a  few  daily  hours,  but  for 
babitufll  life,  from  a  basket-maker's  roof  to  all  the  ele- 
gancies and  lefinements  of  a  sphere  in  which,  if  freed 
from  him,  hei  charmi  snd  virtnes  might  win  her  eome 
such  alliance  as  seemed  impossible  whfle  he  was  thus 
diagging  her  down  to  bis  own  level,  — ever  ainoe  tiiat 
day  the  old  man  had  laid  to  himself  "  I  live  too  Irag." 
While  Sophy  was  by  bis  aide  he  appeared  booy  at  fais 
work,  and  merry  in  bis  humor;  the  moment  sbe  left 
him  for  Lady  Montfort's  honee,  tiie  work  dropped  from 
his  hands,  and  he  sank  into  moody  thought. 

Waife  bad  written  to  Mn.  Oiane  (her  address  tlnn 
WHS  at  Paris)  on  removii^  to  Twickenham,  and  b^ged 
her  to  warn  him  should  Jasper  meditate  a  return  to 
England,  hj  a  letter  directed  to  him  at  the  general 
post-office,  London.  Despite  his  later  trust  in  Mrs. 
Crane,  he  did  not  deem  it  safe  to  confide  to  her  lAdy 
Montfort's  offer  to  Sophy,  or  tbe  affectionate  natur» 
of  that  lady's  intimacy  with  the  girl  now  grown  into 
womanhood.  With  tliat  ins^ht  into  the  hnman  heartt 
which  was  in  him  not  so  haUtually  clear  snd  steadfast 
as  to  be  always  useful,  bat  at  times  singnlarly  if  ensr 
ticslly  lucid,  be  could  not  feel  aasuped  that  Anbells 
Crane's  ancient  bate  to  Sophy  (wfaiob,  lessening  in  pro- 
poriJon  to  the  girl's  destitution,  had  only  ceased  when  ibo 
stem  woman  felt,  with  a  sentiment  bordering  on  revenge, 
that  it  was  to  her  that  Sophy  owed  an  a^lnm  obscuie 
and  humble)  might  not  revive,  if  she  learned  that  Hm 
child  of  a  deteeted  rival  was  raised  above  the  neoessity 
of  her  protection,  and  brought  witbin  view  of  that  station 
BO  much  loftier  than  her  own,  from  which  ahe  had  once 
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iQJoioed  to  know  that  the  offspring  of  a  munag«  irUdi 
had  darkmied  her  life  was  excluded.  For,  indeed,  it 
bod  bean  only  on  Waife'e  promise  that  he  would  not 
i«pe«t  the  attempt  that  had  proved  so  abortive,  to  en- 
force Sbphy'e  daim  on  Qnj  Damll,  that  Arabella  Crane 
had  in  the  first  instanoe  resigned  the  child  to  bis  care. 
Hie  care,  his,  — an  attainted  outcast!  As  long  aa  Ara- 
bella Crane  could  see  in  Sophy  but  an  object  of  com- 
paaston,  she  might  banghUly  protect  her;  bul^  could 
Sophy  become  an  object  of  envy,  would  that  protection 
last  1  No,  be  did  not  venture  to  confide  in  Mra.  Crane 
further  than  to  say  that  he  and  Sophy  had  removed 
from  UontfoFt  village  to  the  vicinity  of  Ijondon.  Time 
enough  to  say  more  when  Mrs.  Crane  letumed  to  Eng- 
land ;  and  ttien,  not  by  letter,  but  in  personal  interview. 
Once  a  month  the  old  man  went  to  London  to  inquin 
at  the  genersl  post-office  for  any  commuqications  his 
ooTreapondent  might  there  address  to  him.  Only  once, 
however,  had  he  heard  from  Mrs.  Cnme  since  the  an- 
nouncement of  his  migration,  and  her  note  ot  reply  was 
ezteemely  bdef,  until  In  the  ^al  month  of  June,  when 
Quy  Darrell  and  Jasper  Loeely  bad  alike  returned,  and 
on  the  same  day,  to  the  metropolis;  and  then  the  old 
man  received  from  her  a  letter  which  occaelonad  him 
profound  alahn.  It  apprised  bim  not  only  that  his  ter- 
rible Bon  was  in  England,  ~~  in  London ;  but  that  Jasper 
had  discovered  that  the  persons  emhariced  for  America 
were  not  the  veritable  Waife  and  Sophy,  whose  names 
they  had  assumed.  Mra.  Crane  ended  with  these  omin- 
ous woide :  "  It  is  right  to  say  now  that  he  has  de- 
scended deepw  and  deeper.  Could  you  see  bim,  you 
would  wonder  that  I  neither  abandon  him  nor  my  re- 
solve. Ho  hates  me  worse  than  the  gibbet.  To  ma 
and  not  to  tiw  gibbet  he  shall  pass, --fitting  punishment 
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to  both.  I  am  is  London,  —  not  is  my  old  house,  hot . 
n«ar  him.  His  confidant,  is  my  hireling.  His  life  and 
his  projects  are  dear  to  my  eyes,  —  cleat  as  if  he  dwdt 
in  glass.  Sophy  is  nov  of  an  age  in  which,  were  she 
placed  in  the  care  of  some  person  whose  respectability 
could  not  be  impugned,  she  oould  not  be  legally  iattoA 
away  against  her  will;  bat  if  under  your  rool^  those 
whom  Jasper  has  induced  to  institntfi  a  seareh,  that  he 
has  no  means  to  institute  very  actively  himself,  might 
make  statements  which  (as  you  are  already  aware) 
might  persuade  others,  though  well.meaniDg,  to  assiBt 
him  in  separating  her  from  yon.  He  might  publicly 
face  even  a  police  court  if  he  thus  hoped  to  shame  the 
rich  man  into  buying  off  an  intolerable  scandal.  He 
might,  in  the  first  instance,  and  more  probably,  decoy 
her  into  his  power  through  stealth;  and  what  might 
become  of  her  before  she  was  reooveredt  Separate 
yourself  from  her  for  a  time.  It  is  you,  notwithstand. 
ing  your  arts  of  disguise,  that  can  be  the  more  easily 
tracked.  She,  now  almost  a  woman,  will  have  grown 
out  of  recognition.  Place  her  in  some  secure  asylum 
until,  at  least,  yon  hear  from  me  again." 

Waife  read  and  re-read  this  epistle  (to  which  there 
was  no  direction  that  enabled  hini  to  reply)  in  the 
private  room  of  a  little  coffee-house  to  which  he  had 
retired  from  the  gaze  and  pressure  of  the  streets.  The 
determination  he  had  long  brooded  over  now  began 
to  ta^e  shape,  —  to  be  hurried  on  to  prompt  decision. 
On  recovering  his  first  shock,  he  formed  and  matured 
his  plana.  That  same  evenii^;  he  saw  Lady  Montfort 
He  felt  that  the  time  had  come  when,  for  Sophy's  sake, 
he  must  lift  the  veil  from  the  obloquy  on  his  own  name. 
To  guard  against  the  same  concession  to  Jasper's  authov* 
ity  that  had  betrayed  her  at  Gatesboro',  it  was  nMe» 
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may  Uiat  he  should  explain  tho  myrteiy  of  Sophf^ 
pareDtage  and  posltioii  to  I^;  Montforti  aod  gp 
thiougli  the  anguuh  of  denouaciiig  his  own  sou  as  the 
last  peTBOD.  to  whoee  hands  she  should  be  consigned. 
He  approached  this  subject  not  only  with  a  seusa  of 
profound  humiliation,  but  with  no  unreasonable  fear  Isst 
Lady  Montfort  might  at  once  decline  a  chaise  which 
would  possibly  subject  hei  retirement  to  a  hawuiaing 
invasion.  But,  to  his  surprise  u  well  as  relief,  no 
sooner  had  he  named  Sophy's  parentage  than  Lady 
Montfort  evinced  emotions  of  a  joy  which  cast  into 
the  shade  all  more  painful  or  discreditable  associations. 
"  Henceforth,  believe  me, "  she  said,  "  your  Sophy  shall 
be  my  own  child,  my  own  treasured  darling!  No  hum- 
ble companion,  —  my  equal  as  well  as  my  charge.  Fear 
not  tb&t  any  one  shall  teat  her  from  me.  Yon  aie 
right  in  thinking  that  my  roof  should  he  her  home,  — 
that  she  should  have  the  rearing  and  the  station  which 
she  is  entitled  as  well  as  fitt«d  to  adorn.  But  you  must 
not  part  from  her.  I  have  listened  to  your  tale;  my 
experience  of  you  supplies  the  defence  you  suppress,  — 
it  reverses  the  judgment  which  has  asperaed  yon.  And, 
more  ardently  than  before,  I  press  on  you  a  refuge  in 
the  home  that  will  shelter  your  grandchild."  Noble- 
hearted  woman!  and  nobler  for  her  ignorance  of  the 
practical  world,  in  the  proposal  which  would  have  blis- 
tered with  scorching  blushes  the  cheek  of  that  personifies* 
tion  of  all  "  solemn  plausibilities, "  the  House  of  Vipont! 
Qentleman  Waife  was  not  scamp  enough  to  profit  by 
the  ignorance  which  sprang  from  generous  virtue.  But, 
repressii^  all  argument,  and  appearing  to  acquiesce  in 
tlw  possibility  of  such  an  arrangement,  he  left  hex 
benevolent  delight  unsaddensd,  —  and  before  the  morn- 
rag  he  was  gone.     Qone  in  stealth,  and  by  the  starlight^ 
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as  he  had  gone  years  a^  from  th«  bailiff's  ctfttaga,  — 
gone,  for  Sophy,  in  waking,  to  find,  as  she  had  found 
before,  forewell  tinea,  that  commended  hope  and  forbade 
grief.  "  It  Tas, "  he  wrote,  "  for  both  their  Bakes  that 
he  had  set  out  on  a  torn  of  pleasant  adventure.  He 
needed  it;  he  had  felt  hia  epirita  droop  of  late  in  bo 
humdmm  and  settled  a  life.  And  there  was  danger 
abroad, — dai^r  that  his  brief  absence  would  remove. 
He  had  confided  all  his  secrete  to  Lbdy  Montfort;  she 
must  look  on  that  kind  lady  as  her  sole  guardian  till  he 
returned,  — as  return  he  surely  would;  and  then  they 
would  live  happy  ever  afterwards  as  in  fairy  tales.  He 
should  never  forgive  her  if  she  were  silly  enough  to  tret 
for  him.  He  should  not  be  alone;  Sir  Isaac  would  take 
care  of  him.  He  was  not  without  plenty  of  money,  — 
savings  of  several  months ;  if  he  wanted  more,  he  would 
apply  to  George  Morley.  He  would  write  to  her  occa- 
sionally; but  she  must  not  expect  frequent  letters.  He 
might  be  away  for  months,  —  what  did  that  signify  t 
He  was  old  enough  to  take  care  of  himself;  she  was  no 
longer  a  child  to  cry  her  eyes  out  if  she  tost  a  senseless 
toy,  or  a  stupid  old  cripple.  She  was  a  young  lady, 
and  he  expected  to  find  hef  a  ftunous  scholar  when  he 
returned."  And  so,  with  all  flourish  and  bravado,  and 
suppressing  every  attempt  at  pathos,  the  old  man  went 
hia  way;  and  Sophy,  hurrying  to  Lady  Montfort'a, 
weeping,  distracted,  imploring  her  to  send  in  all  direc- 
tions to  discover  and  bring  hack  the  fugitive,  was  there 
detained  a  captive  guest.  But  Waife  left  a  letter  also 
for  Lady  Montfort,  cautioning  and  adjuring  her,  as 
she  valued  Sophy's  safety  from  the  scandal  of  Jasper's 
claim,  not  to  make  any  imprudent  attempts  to  dis- 
cover Um.  Such  attempt  would  only  create  the  very 
publicity  from  the  chance  of  which  he  was  seeking  to 
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escape.  The  necesrity  of  this  caution  was  bq  obvious 
that  Lady  Montfort  could  only  send  her  most  confi- 
dential aervaut  to  inquire  guardedly  in  the  neighbor- 
hood, until  ahe  had  summoned  George  Iforiey  from 
Humberston,  and  taken  him  into  counaeL  Waife  had 
permitted  her  to  relate  to  him,  on  strict  promise  of 
aecrecy,  the  tale  he  had  confided  to  her.  Qeorge 
entered  with  the  deepest  aympathy  into  Sophy's  dia- 
trese;  but  he  made  her  comprehend  the  indiscretion 
and  peril  of  any  noisy  researches.  He  promiwd  tiiat 
he  himself  would  apare  no  pains  to  ascertain  the  old 
man's  hiding-place,  and  see,  at  least,  if  he  could  not 
be  persuaded  either  to  return  or  suffer  her  to  join  him, 
that  he  was  not  left  destitute  and  comfortless.  Nor 
was  this  an  idle  promise.  George,  though  his  in- 
quiries were  unceasing,  crippled  by  the  restraint  im- 
posed on  them,  was  so  acute  in  divining,  and  so  active 
in  following  up  each  clew  to  the  wanderer's  artful 
doublings,  that  more  than  onoe  he  had  actually  come 
upon  the  track,  and  found  the  very  spot  where  Waife 
or  Sir  Isaac  had  been  seen  a  few  days  before.  Still, 
up  to  the  day  on  which  Morley  had  last  reported  pro- 
gress, the  ingenious  ex-actor,  fertile  in  all  resources  of 
atiat^^m  and  di^nise,  had  bafQed  his  research.  A.t 
first,  however,  Waife  had  greatly  relieved  the  minds  of 
those  anxious  friends,  and  cheered  even  Sophy's  heavy 
heart,  by  letters,  gay  though  brief.  These  letters  hav- 
ing, by  their  postmarks,  led  to  hta  trace,  he  had  stated, 
in  apparent  anger,  that  reason  for  discontinuing  them. 
And  for  the  last  six  weeks  no  line  from  him  had  been 
received.  In  fact,  the  old  man,  on  resolving  to  consum- 
mate his  self-abnegation,  strove  more  and  more  to  wean 
his  grandchild's  thoughts  from  his  image.  He  deemed 
it  so  essential  to  her  whole  future,  that,  now  she  had 
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found  a  tiome  m  so  eecuie  and  so  elefated  a  sphere,  she 
shovdd  gradually  accostom  herself  to  a  new  rank  of  life, 
from  which  he  was  an  everlasting  exile;  should  lose  all 
trace  of  hia  very  being;  efiaca  a  connection  that,  ceaaing 
to  protect,  could  henceforth  only  harm  and  dishonor  her, 
—  that  he  tried,  as  it  were,  to  hlot  himself  out  of  the 
Toild  which  now  smiled  on  her.  He  did  not  ondenate 
her  grief  in  its  first  freslmess;  he  knew  that,  could  she 
learn  where  he  was,  all  else  would  be  forgotten,  —  ehe 
would  insist  on  flying  to  him.  But  be  continually  mm- 
muied  to  himself,  "  Youth  ia  ever  proverbially  short  of 
memory;  ite' sorrows  poignant,  hut  not  enduring;  now 
the  wounds  are  already  scarring  over,  — they  will  not 
reopen  if  they  are  left  to  heal." 

He  had,  at  first,  thought  of  hiding  somewhere  not  so 
far  but  that  once  a  week,  or  once  a  month,  he  might 
have  stolen  into  the  grounds,  looked  at  the  house  that 
held  her,  —  left,  perhaps,  in  her  walks  some  little  token  of 
himself.  But,  on  reflection,  he  felt  that  that  luxury 
would  be  too  imprudent,  and  it  ceased  to  tempt  him  in 
proportion  aa  he  reasoned  himself  into  the  stern  wisdom 
of  avoiding  all  that  could  revive  her  grief  for  him.  At 
the  commencement  of  this  tale,  in  the  outline  given  of 
that  grand  melodrama  in  which  Juliet  Araminta  played 
the  part  of  Uie  Bandit's  Child,  her  efforts  to  decoy  pur- 
suit from  the  lair  of  the  persecuted  Mime  wera  likened  to 
the  arts  of  the  skylark  to  lure  eye  and  hand  from  the 
nest  of  its  young.  More  appropriate  that  illustration 
now  to  the  parent-bird  than  then  to  the  fledgling.  Farmer 
and  farUier  from  the  nest  in  which  all  his  love  was  cen- 
tred, fled  the  old  man.  What  if  Jasper  did  discover 
him  now ;  that  veiy  discovery  would  mislead  the  pursoit 
from  Sophy.  Meet  improbable  that  Loeely  would  ever 
gueaa  that  they  could  become  separated;  still  mcmiiii- 
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probable,  unless  Waife,  impnideDtl;  Inrking  new  her 
home,  guided  conjecture,  that  Losel;  should  dream  of 
aeeldng  under  the  roof  of  the  lofl^  peeress  the  child  that 
had  fled  from  Mr.  Bugge. 

Poor  old  manl  his  heart  was  breaking;  but  hia  soul 
was  so  brightly  comforted,  that  there,  where  many, 
many  long  milee  off,  I  see  him  standing,  deeolate  and  pa- 
tient, in  the  comer  of  yon  crowded  market-place,  holding 
Sir  Isaac  by  slackened  string,  with  listleBs  hand, —  Sir 
Isaac  unshorn,  travel-stained,  disggled,  with  drooping 
head  and  melancholy  eyesj  yea,  as  I  see  him  there, 
jostled  by  the  crowd,  to  whom,  now  and  then,  pointing 
to  that  huge  pannier  on  his  ann,  filled  with  some  homely 
pedler  wares,  he  mechanically  mutters,  "Buy,"  yea,  T 
say,  verily,  as  I  see  him  thuc^  I  cannot  draw  near  in 
pity;  I  see  what  the  crowd  does  not, — ttie  shadow  of  an 
at^el's  viag  over  his  gray  head ;  and  I  stand  reveienr 
tially  aloof,  with  hated  breath  and  bended  knee. 
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OHAFTEE  IV. 

&  mnun  too  often  teaaooB  from  her  baait, — benco  two4hlrdB  of 
hei  mintrtmr  u>d  her  tKmbln.  A  mao  of  ganiju,  too,  oftan 
iMaona  from  hu  hMit,  —  hence,  also,  Cwo-thirda  of  bia  tnmblw 
and  "■'-*-*•—  Wheiefoie,  between  woman  and  genina  therc  is 
a  aympatbetic  affinity;  each  has  some  intnitiTB  comptebengion 
of  the  McietB  of  the  other,  and  the  more  femmine  the  womaii, 
the  mora  exqniaite  the  genioa,  —  the  moie  anbde  the  Intolligenco 
between  the  two.  Bnt  note  well  that  thia  tadt  nndetataoding 
becomea  obacnred,  if  hnman  lore  peas  aeroee  iU  relationa.  Shakae- 
peaie  interprets  aright  the  most  intricate  riddles  ia  woman.  A 
woman  was  the  flnt  to  Interpret  aright  the  art  that  is  latent  in 
ShakiapeareL    Bnt  did  Anne  Hathaway  and  Shakespeare  nndor- 


Uhobbbbtxd  by  the  two  yonng  people,  Lady  Mouttott 
■at  watching  them  as  they  moved  along  the  riTei  bonlu. 
Sh«  waa  seated  where  liiraiel  bad  fint  Been  her,  —  in 
the  kind  of  grassy  chamber  that  had  been  won  from  the 
foliage  and  the  award,  closed  nnmd  with  interlaced 
aatomual  braaohes,  save  where  it  opened  towards  the 
water.  If  ever  woman's  brain  can  conoeive  and  plot 
a  scheme  thorooghly  pure  from  one  ungentle,  selfish 
thread  in  its  web,  in  Buoh  a  scheme  had  Caroline  Moat- 
fort  brought  together  those  two  fair  young  natures. 
And  yet  they  were  not  uppermoat  in  her  dioughts 
aa  she  now  gased  on  them ;  nor  was  it  wholly  for  them 
that  her  eyes  were  filled  with  tears  at  once  sweet,  yet 
piofoondly  mournful ,  —  holy ,  and  yet  intensely  human. 
WoQMn  loTe  to  think  themselTes  uncompr^euded,— - 
Bor  often  without  leascm  in  that  foible;  for  man,  howso- 
erer  sagacious,  rarely  does  entirely  comprehend  woman, 
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howsoever  simple.  And  in  this  her  sex  has  the  &dTia- 
(age  over  ours.  Oui  hearts  are  hare  to  their  eyes,  evsn 
though  ttey  can  nevei  know  whst  have  been  out  lives. 
But  we  may  see  every  action  of  theii  lives,  guarded  and 
drcumscribed  in  conventional  lonoa,  while  their  hearts 
will  have  many  mysteries  to  which  we  can  never  have 
tiie  key.  Bat,  in  more  than  (he  ordinary  sense  of  the 
word,  Caroline  Montfort  ever  had  been  a  woman  uncom- 
prehended.  Nor  even  in  her  own  sex  did  she  possess 
one  confidante.  Only  the  outward  leaves  of  that  beau- 
tiful flower  opened  to  the  sunlight.  The  leaves  round 
the  core  were  gathered,  fold  upon  fold,  closely  as  when 
life  itself  was  in  the  bud. 

As  all  the  years  of  her  wedded  existonce  her  heart 
had  been  denied  the  natural  household  vents,  eo  by 
some  strange  and  unacconntable  chance,  her  intellect 
also  seemed  leehained  and  pent  from  its  proper  free- 
dom and  play.  During  those  barren  years,  she  had  - 
read,  she  had  pondered,  she  had  enjoyed  a  commune 
with  those  whose  minds  instrnot  others,  and  still  her 
own  intelligence,  which,  in  early  youth,  had  been  char- 
acterized by  singular  vivacity  and  brightness,  and  which 
time  had  enriched  with  every  womanly  accomplishment, 
seemed  (billed  and  objectless.  It  is  not  enough  that  a 
mind  should  he  cultored,  —  it  should  have  movement  as 
well  as  culture.  Caroline  Uontfort's  lay  quiescent,  like 
a  beautiful  form  epell-bound  to  repose,  hut  not  to  sleep. 
Looking  on  bei  once,  as  he  stood  amongst  a  crowd  whom 
her  beauty  doEsled,  a  poet  said.abruptly: "  Were  my  gueee 
not  a  sacrilege  to  one  so  spotless  and  so  haughty,  I  should 
say  that  I  had  hit  on  the  solution  of  an  enigma  that  long 
perplexed  me ;  and  in  the  core  of  that  qneen  of  the  lilies, 
could  we  strip  the  leaves  folded  round  it,  we  should  find 
remorse." 


.y  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH   IT  I  249 

Lady  MonUiH^  atuted ;  the  sfaadow  of  anotber  tern 
than  her  own  fell  npo&  the  Bvaid.  George  Motley 
atood  behind  her,  his  finger  on  his  lipe.  "  Hush,"  he 
and  in  a  whisper ;  "see,  Sophy  is  looking  for  me  up 
the  liTOT.  I  knew  she  wonld  be,  —  I  stole  this  way 
on  purpose ;  tot  I  would  speak  to  yon  before  I  face  her 
qnesttona." 

'  What  is  the  matter!  — yon  alarm  me,"  said  Ladj 
Hontfort,  on  gaining  a  part  of  the  grounds  more  remote 
bom  the  riTer,  to  which  George  had  silently  led  the  way. 

"ITay,  my  dear  cousin,  there  is  less  c&ose  for  alarm 
than  for  anxioDB  deliberation,  and  that  upon  more  mat- 
ters than  tiiose  which  directly  relate  to  our  poor  fugi- 
tive. You  know  that  I  long  shrunk  &om  enlisting  the 
police  in  aid  of  our  search.  I  waa  too  sensible  of  the 
pain  and  offence  which  aneh  an  application  would  occa- 
sion Waife,  —  let  us  continue  so  to  call  him,  — and  the 
discorery  of  it  might  even  induce  him  to  put  himself 
beyond  onr  reach,  and  quit  England.  But  his  pro- 
longed ailencB  and  my  fears  lest  some  illnesB  or  mishap 
might  hare  befallen  him,  together  with  my  aerioiu  ap- 
prehensions of  the  effect  which  unrelieTed  anxiety  nii|^ 
produce  on  Sophy's  health,  made  me  resolre  to  waive 
former  scruples.  Since  Z  last  saw  you  I  have  applied 
to  one  of  the  higher  police-officers  accustomed  to  con- 
fidential investigations  of  a  similaT  nature.  The  next 
day  he  came  to  tell  ma  that  hd  had  learned  that  a  friend 
of  his,  who  had  been  formerly  a  distinguished  agent  in 
the  detective  police,  had  been  eng^ed  for  months  in 
tracking  a  person  whom  he  conjectured  to  be  the  same 
as  the  one  whom  I  had  commissioned  him  to  discover, 
and  with  somewhat  less  caution  and  delicacy  than  I  had 
enjoined.  The  fugitive's  real  name  had  bean  given  to 
this  ex-agent, — the  causa  for  search,  that  he  had  ab- 
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dneted  and  was  comjeaKng  hia  gnoddau^tei  feom  liei 
fftther.  It  vae  easy  for  me  to  perceire  why  this  noTel 
search  hod  hitherto  foiled,  no  euspicioa  being  entei- 
t&ined  that  Waife  bad  separated  himealf  from  Sophy, 
and  the  inquiry  being  therefore  rather  directed  towards 
the  gruidchild  than  the  grandfather.  But  that  inquiiy 
had  altogether  ceased  of  Late,  and  for  this  terrible  rea- 
son,— a  different  section  of  the  polic«  had  fixed  its  eye 
upon  the  father  on  whose  behalf  the  search  had  beea 
instituted.  This  Jasper  Losely  (ahl  our  poor  friend 
might  well  shudder  to  think  Sophy  should  fall  into 
his  hands!)  haunts  the  resorts  of  the  most  lawless  and 
formidable  desperadoes  of  London.  He  appears  to  be  a 
kind  of  authority  amongst  them;  but  there  is  no  evi- 
dence that  as  yet  he  has  committed  himself  to  any  par- 
ticipation in  their  habitual  oourses.  He  lives  profusely, 
for  a  person  in  such  society  (r^aling  daie-devils,  whom 
he  awes  by  a  strength  and  courage  which  are  described 
as  extraordinary),  but  without  any  visible  means.  It 
seems  that  the  ex-agent,  who  had  been  thus  previously 
employed  in  Jasper  Loeely's  name,  had  been  engaged, 
not  by  Jasper  himself,  but  by  a  person  in  vety  respecta- 
ble circnmstaaces,  whose  uome  I  have  ascertained  to  be 
Foole.  And  the  ex-agent  deemed  it  right  to  acquaint 
this  Hr.  Poole  with  Jasper's  evil  character  and  ambigu- 
ous mode  of  life,  and  to  intimate  to  his  employer  that 
it  might  not  be  pmdent  to  hold  any  connection  with 
such  a  man,  and  still  less  propra  to  assist  in  restoring 
a  yonng  girl  to  his  care.  On  this  Mr.  Foole  became  so 
much  agitated,  and  expressed  himself  so  incoherently  as 
to  his  relations  with  Jasper,  that  the  ex-agent  ooncetved 
suspidoos  against  Foole  himself,  and  reported  the  whole 
circumstances  to  one  of  the  chiefs  of  the  former  serrice, 
Llirough  whom  they  reached  the  very  man  whom  I  my- 
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self  was  employing.  Bnt  this  ex-^nt,  who  had,  after 
his  last  interrifiw  with  Poole,  deolioed  all  EartheT  inte?- 
fsnnce,  had  since  tiien,  through  a  ooneapondeDt  in  a 
conntry  town,  whom  he  had  employed  at  the  firrt,  ob- 
tained a  clew  to  my  dear,  old  friend's  wanderings,  mon 
recent,  and  I  think  moie  hopeful,  than  any  I  had  yet 
diaoorered.  Ton  will  Temember  that  when  queBtion- 
ing  Sophy  as  to  any  friends  in  ber  formei  life  to  wiwm 
it  was  probable  Waife  might  have  addressed  himself, 
she  could  think  of  no  one  to  probable  as  a  cobbler 
named  Merle,  with  whom  he  and  she  had  once  lodged, 
and  of  whom  he  had  Oftea  spoken  to  her  with  much 
gratitude  as  haviDg  put  him  in  the  way  of  recovering 
herself  and  having  shown  him  a  peculiar,  trustful 
kindnesa  on  that  occasion.  But  you  will  remember 
also  that  I  could  not  find  this  Merle ;  he  had  left  the 
village,  near  this  very  place,  in  which  he  had  spent  the 
greaUr  part  of  his  life,  — his  humble  trade  having  been 
neglected  in  consequence  of  some  strange  euperstitiotis 
ooenpations  in  which,  as  he  had  grown  older,  he  had 
become  mote  and  more  abeorbed.  He  had  bllen  into 
poverty;  his  effects  had  been  sold  off;  he  had  gone  away 
no  one  knew  whither.  Well,  the  ex-agent,  who  had 
also  been  directed  to  this  Metle,  by  his  employer,  bad, 
throi^h  his  correspondent  ascertained  that  the  cobbler 
was  living  at  Harwich,  where  he  passed  under  the  name 
of  the  Wise  Man,  and  where  he  was  in  perpetual  danger 
of  being  sent  to  the  house  of  correction  as  an  impostor, 
dealing  in  a8trol<^,  crystal -seeing,  and  such  silly  or 
De&rions  practices.  Very  odd,  indeed,  and  very  melan* 
eholy,  too,"  quoth  the  scholar,  lifting  np  his  hands  wad 
eyes,  "  that  a  man  so  gifted  as  onr  poor  friend  should 
ever  have  onltivated  an  asqnatntance  with  a  cobbler  who 
deals  in  the  Black  Art!" 
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"  Sophy  hts  talked  to  me  mach  abont  that  cobbler," 
said  Lady  fiContfort,  with  hei  aweet  half-smile.  "  It 
vaa  onder  his  roof  that  she  first  eaw  Lionel  Haoghtoii. 
Bat  though  the  poor  man  may  be  an  ignonnt  enthu' 
siaat,  he  la  certainly,  by  her  accoant,  too  kind  and 
simple-hearted  to  be  a  designing  impostor." 

Gbobhs.  — "  Possibly,  Bnt  to  go  on  with  my  story: 
A  few  weeks  ago,  an  elderly  lame  man,  accompanied  by 
ad(^,who  was  evidently  poor,  dear  Sir  Isaac,  lodged  two 
days  with  Merle  at  Korwich.  On  hearing  this,  I  myself 
went  yesterday  to  Norwich,  saw  and  talked  to  Merle, 
and  throngh  this  man  I  hope,  more  easily,  delicately, 
and  expeditiously  than  by  any  other  means,  to  achieve 
oar  object.  He  evidently  can  assist  as,  and,  as  evi- 
dently, Waife  hits  not  told  him  that  he  is  flying  from 
Sophy  and  friends,  but  from  enemies  and  persecators. 
For  Merle,  who  is  impervious  to  bribes,  and  who  at 
first  was  churlish  and  rude,  became  softened  as  my 
honest  affection  for  the  fugitive  grew  clear  to  htm; 
and  still  more  when  I  told  him  how  wretched  Sophy 
was  at  her  grandfather's  disappearance,  and  that  she 
might  fret  herself  into  a  decline.  And  we  parted  with 
this  promise  on  his  side,  that  if  I  would  bring  down  to 
him  either  Sophy  herself  (which  is  out  of  the  qnestion), 
or  a  line  from  her,  which,  in  referring  to  any  circum- 
stances while  under  his  roof  that  could  only  be  known 
to  her  and  himself,  should  convince  him  that  the  letter 
was  from  her  hand,  assuring  him  that  it  was  for  Waife's 
benefit  and  at  her  prayer  that  be  should  bestir  himself 
in  the  searoh  for  her  grandfather,  and  that  he  might 
implicitly  trust  to  me,  he  would  do  all  he  could  to  help 
us.  So  far,  then,  so  good.  But  I  have  now  more  to 
say.  and  that  is  in  reference  to  Sophy  herself.  While 
ve  are  tracking   her  grandfather,  the  peril  to  her  i» 
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Never  wu  that  peril  thoroughly  laonght 
bof<H«  Wi.j  eyea  until  I  hod  heard  actuftlly  from  the 
polioe  agent  the  dreadful  character  and  Bwociatioiu  of 
the  men  who  caa  olaim  her  in  a  father's  mune. 
Waite,  it  ia  true,  had  told  you  that '  his  son  ma 
profligate,  spendthrift,  lairleas,  —  aought  her,  not  tcMa 
natuial  aSection,  but  as  an  instniment  to  be  used, 
roughly  and  ooarsely,  for  the  purpose  of  extorting 
moDey  froia  Mr.  Derrell.  But  this  stops  ba  short 
of  tbe  terrible  reality.  Imagine  the  effect  on  her 
nerrea,  so  depressed  as  they  dot  are,  nay,  on  hw 
veiy  life,  should  this  andocioua  miscreant  force  him- 
self here  and  say,  '  Come  with  mej  you  are  my  child.' 
And  are  we  quite  sore  that  out  of  some  refining  noble- 
ness of  conscience  she  might  not  imagine  it  her  duty  to 
obey,  and  to  follow  himt  The  more  abject  and  friend- 
less his  oondition,  tbe  mcve  she  might  deem  it  her  duty 
to  be  by  his  side.  I  have  studied  her  from  her  child- 
hood. She  is  capable  of  any  error  in  judgment,  if  it  he 
made  to  appear  a  mark's  devoted  self-sacrifice.  Ton 
may  well  shudder,  my  dear  cousin.  But  grant  that  she 
ware  swayed  1^  oa  and  hy  the  argument  that  bo  to  act 
would  betray  and  kill  her  beloved  grandfather,  still,  in 
resisting  this  ruffian's  paternal  authority,  what  violent 
and  painful  acenee  might  ensue  I  What  dreadful  pub- 
lioi^  to  be  attached  forever  to  her  namel  Nor  is  this 
all.  Qrant  that  her  father  does  not  dibcover  faar,  but 
tiiat  he  is  led  by  his  associatea  into  some  criminal 
offence,  and  suffers  by  the  law,  —  her  relationship, 
botJi  to  him  from  whom  you  would  guard  her,  and  to 
him  whose  hearth  yoo  have  so  tenderly  reared  her  to 
gnce,  suddenly  dragged  to  day, --would  not  the  shame 
kill  her?  And  in  that  disolosnre  how  keen  would  be 
the  anguish  of  Danell  I " 
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"Oh,  HsaTensI"  cried  CBroline  Afontfort,  whita  m 
nhes,  and  wringing  h«r  hands,  "  yon  freeze  me  with 
terroT.  Bnt  this  man  cannot  be  bo  fallen  aa  you  de- 
scribe. I  have  seen  him,  — ■  spoken  with  him  in  hia 
youth;  hoped  then  to  aaairt  in  a  task  of  conciliatioik, 
paidon.  IN'othing  about  him  then  foi«boded  so  fearful 
b  comiption.  He  might  be  vain,  extiavagant,  aelfiah, 
false, — ah,  yesi  he  was  false  indeedl  —  but  still  the 
ruffian  you  point,  banded  with  oommon  criminals,  can- 
not be  the  same  as  the  gay,  dainty,  perfumed,  fair-faoed 
adventurer  with  whom  my  ill-fated  playmate  fled  her 
father's  house.  You  shake  your  heed,  —  what  is  it  you 
advise  I " 

"To  expedite  your  own  project, — to  make  at  onoa 
the  resolute  attempt  to  secure  to  this  poor  child  hei 
best,  her  most  rightful  protector;  to  let  whatever  can 
be  done  to  guard  her  from  danger,  or  reclaim  her  father 
from  courses  to  which  despair  may  be  driving  him,  —  to 
let,  I  say,  all  this  be  done  by  the  person  whose  intereit 
in  doing  it  effectively  is  so  paramount,  whose  ability  to 
judge  of  and  decide  on  the  wisest  means  is  so  immeas- 
urably superior  to  all  that  lies  within  our  own  limited 
experience  of  life. " 

"  But  yoD  forget  that  oar  Mend  told  me  that  he  had 
appealed  to  —  to  Mr.  Danell  on  his  return  to  England ; 
that  Mr.  Darrell  had  peremptorily  refused  to  credit  the 
daim;  and  had  sternly  said  that,  even  if  Sophy's  birth 
could  be  proved,  he  would  not  place  under  his  father's 
loof  the  grandchild  of  William  Losely." 

"  True ;  and  yet  yon  hoped  reasonably  enough  to  sue- 
oeed  where  he,  poor  outcast,  had  failed." 

"Yes,  yes;  I  did  hope  that  Sophy,  —  her  manners 
formed,  her  education  completed ;  all  her  natural  ex- 
quisite graces  bo  cultured  and  refined  as  to  justify  prida 
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In  tha  proodeat  kindied,  —  I  did  hope  that  she  abo^ 
be  bnnigbt,  bb  it  weie  h^  oooident,  under  bis  notice; 
tbftt  she  would  interest  and  charm  him:  and  that  the 
claim,  when  made,  might  thus  be  welcomed  with  de- 
light. Mi.  Danell'a  abrupt  lebim  to  a  sedumon  bo 
rigid,  furbida  the  opportnnitr  that  might  aasUy  ha.Te 
been  found  oi  nude  if  he  had  Mmained  in  London. 
But  suddenly,  violentlf  to  renew  a  claim  that  ancha 
man  has  rejected,  bef(»e  ba  has  ever  seen  that  dear 
child,  before  bis  heart  and  his  taste  plead  for  bar,— 
who  would  dare  to  do  itt  or,  if  so  daring,  who  oonM 

"  My  dear  Lady  Montfort,  my  noble  coosin,  with 
repute  aa  apotleBs  as  the  ermine  of  your  lobe,  —  who 
but  youl " 

"Wbo  bat  It  Any  one.  Mr.  Darrell  would  not 
even  lead  tbiough  a  letter. addressed  to  bim  by  me." 

Qeoi^e  stored  with  astonishment.  Caroline's  tago 
was  downcast, — her  attitude  that  of  profoond  homil- 
iat«d  dejection. 

"Incredible!"  said  he,  at  length.  "I  baTe  always 
(uspected,  and  bo  indeed  has  my  uncle,  that  Darrell  had 
Bome  cause  of  complaint  against  your  mother.  Ferbaps 
he  might  have  supposed  that  she  had  not  sufficipnUy 
watohed  over  his  daughter,  or  hod  not  :Bufficiently  in* 
quired  into  the  cboncter  of  the  goTemese  whomabe 
recommended  to  him;  aad  that  this  hod  led  to  on 
estrangement  between  Darrell  and  your  mother  which 
could  not  fail  to  ext«nd  somewhat  to  yonrseU.  Bfit 
bWi  misunderstandings  can  surely  now  be  easily  re- 
mored.  Talk  of  bia  not  reading  a  letter  oddresBod  .to 
him  bf  youl  Why,  do  I  not  remember,  when  I  was 
on'  a  visit  to  my  sohoolfellow,  Ms  son,  what  ioflaeooe 
yon,  a  mere  child  yourself,  bad  orer  that  grare,  bu^y 
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HMD,  then  In  the  height  of  his  oaieer;  how  yon  alone 
eonld  ran  vitjiont  awe  into  his  study;  how  yoa  alooe 
had  the  privilege  to  arrange  his  books,  sort  his  papan, 
—  Ki  that  we  two  boys  looked  on  you  with  a  aokmn 
nspect,  as  the  depositary  of  all  his  state  seexeta;  how 
Tainly  700  tried  to  decoy  that  poor  timid  Uatilaa,  his 
dai^hter,  into  a  share  <A  yona  own  andaci^I— la  not 
all  this  true  I  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes  —  old  days  gone  forererl " 

"  Do  I  not  remember  how  you  promised  that,  hafMe  I 
went  hack  to  school,  I  should  hear  Darrell  read  aloud; 
how  you  brought  the  volume  of  Milton  to  him  in  the 
BTening;  how  he  said,  ''So,  to-morraw  night;  I  must 
go  now  to  the  House  of  Commons; '  how  I  marvelled 
to  hear  you  answer  boldly,  '  To-morrow  night  George 
will  have  left  us,  and  I  have  promised  that  he  shaH 
hear  you  read,*— and  how,  looking  at  you  under  those 
dark  brows  with  serious  softness,  he  said,  '  Bight ; 
promises,  once  given,  most  be  kept.  But  was  it  not 
raah  to  promise  in  another's  name  t '  —  and  you  an- 
Bweied,  half  gently,  half  pettishly,  'As  if  you  could 
fidl  met'  He  took  the  book  without  another  w(wd, 
and  read.  What  readii^  it  was  tool  And  do  yon 
not  lemember  another  time,  how  —  " 

Last  Hontvobt  (int«rrupting  with  nervous  impa* 
tience). — "Ay,  ay,  I  need  no  reminding  of  all,  alll 
Kindest,  noblest,  gentlest  friend  to  a  giddy,  heedless 
child,  nnable  to  appreciate  the  blessii^;.  Bnt  now, 
Oeo^,  I  dare  not,  I  cannot  write  to  ttt.  Darrell." 

Oeorge  mused  a  moment,  and  conjectured  that  Lady 
Hontfort  had,  in  the  inoonsidente  impulsive  season  tA. 
youth,  aided  in  the  clandestine  maniage  of  Durell's 
daughter,  and  had  become  thus  associated  in  his  mind 
with  the  affliction  that  had  embittered  his  1    '  ' 
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Wen  thia  u,  cMrtainly  she  would  not  be  Vbe  MSag 
intercessor  on  behalf  of  Sophy,  His  thougfata  then 
tuned  to  his  ancle,  DaneU's  eulieet  friend,  not  ans- 
pecting  thftt  Oolooel  Morley  waa  aetnally  tile  pencm 
whom  Danell  had  aheadj  appointed  his  adTiaei  and 
rapraaentatiTe,  in  all  tranautiona  that  might  oonoem 
the  veiy  paitiea  under  diacuaion.  '  But  just  as  he  was 
about  to  suggest  the  expediency  ot  writing  to  Albao  to 
return  to  England,  and  tsking  hhn  into  confidence  and 
consultation,  Lady  Montfort  rearimed,  in  a  ealmer  Toice 
and  with  a  less  troubled  countenanoe,  — 

"  Who  should  be  the  pleader  for  one  whose  claim,  it 
acknowledged,  would  afFect  bis  own  fortunes,  hut  Lionel 
Ibughton  t  Hold  1  —  look  where  yonder  tttey  oome  into 
sight, — there  1^  the  gap  in  the  eTergieens.  Hay  we 
not  hope  that  Fiovidenee,  bringing  thoao  two  beautiful 
lives  together,  ^tbs  a  solution  to  the  difficulties  whi<A 
thwart  our  action  and  embanaes  our  judgment  t  I  oon- 
ceived  and  plumed  a  blissfol  romance  the  first  moment 
I  gathered  from  Sophy's  aitlesa  confldsnoea  ttie  eSect 
that  had  been  produced  on  her  whole  train  of  thoi^ht 
and  feeling  by  the  first  meeting  with  Lionel  in  her 
childhood;  by  his  brotherly,  chivalrous  kindneas,  and, 
above  all,  by  the  chance  words  he  let  fall,  which  dis- 
contented bar  wit^  a  life  of  shift  and  disguise,  «nd 
revealed  to  her  the  instincts  of  her  own  honest,  truth- 
ful nature.  An  alliance  between  Lionel  Haughton  and 
Sophy  seemed  to  me  the  happiest  possible  event  that 
could  behll  Ouy  Darrell.  The  two  teanehee  of  his 
bmily  united ;  a  pidnful  household  eeeret  couflned  to 
the  circle  of  his  own  kindied,  — •  gnuiting  Sophy's 
claim  never  perfectly  cleared  up,  bnt  sul^eet  to  a  tor- 
menting doubt;  her  future  equally  assured;  her  poari- 
ble  rights  equally  eatablisbed;  Darrell's  consciniee  mad 
roh.  11.  —  J7 
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prid*  TOMOiciled  to  each  other.  And  hov,  even  but  ai 
wife  to  his  young  kinsman,  he  would  leun  to  love  one 
BO  exquisitely  endearing  I"  [Iddy  Mont^ort  paused  a 
moment,  and  then  Toaumed.]  "  When  I  heaid  that  Mr. 
Darrell  was  about  to  marry  again,  my  project  was  necea- 
earily  arrested." 

"Certainly,"  said  George,  *if  he  formed  new  ties, 
Sophy  would  be  leas  an  object  in  his  existence,  whether 
or  not  he  rect^iied  her  birth.  The  allianoe  between 
Ler  and  Lionel  would  lose  mai^  of  its  adTaatagea ;  and 
any  addreas  to  him  on  Sophy's  behalf  would  become  yet 
more  ungraciously  received." 

Ladt  JiioNTFOBT.  — "In  that  case  I  had  leBoIred  to 
adopt  Sophy  as  my  own  child ;  lay  by  from  my  abun- 
d&|it  income  an  ample  dowry  for  her;  and  whether  Mr. 
Darrell  ever  know  it  or  not,  at  least  I  should  have  the 
Bscnt  joy  to  tliink  that  I  was  saving  him  ftopi  the  risk 
of  remorse  hereafter,  —  should  she  be,  aa  we  believe,  his 
dauglitot's  child,  and  have  been  thrown  upon  the  world 
destitute.  Yes,  the  secret  joy  of  feeling  t^t  I  wss 
sheltering,  fostering  as  a  mother,  one  whose  rightful 
home  might  be  with  him  who  in  my  childhood  shel- 
tered, fostered  me  I" 

Qbobob  (much  affected). — "How,  in  proportion  as 
we  know  you,  the  beauty  which  you  veil  from  the  world 
outshines  that  which  you  cannot  prevent  the  world  from 
teeii^I  But  yon  mnet  not  let  this  grateful  enthusiasm 
blind  your  better  judgment.  Tou  think  these  youi^ 
perwrns  are  beginning  to  be  really  attached  to  each 
other.  Then  it  is  the  more  necessary  that  no  time 
should  bo  lost  in  learning  how  Mr.  Darrell  would 
legard  taeii  a  marri^e.  I  do  not  feel  so  assured  of 
his  consent  as  you  appear  to  do.  At  all  events,  this 
should  he  ascertained  before  their  happiness  is  seriously 
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iBvoIved.  I  Bgtee  with  jon  that  Lionel  is  the  best 
intermediator  to  plead  for  Sophy;  and  his  Ywy  gmvt- 
ositf  in  orging  her  prior  claim  to  a  fortune  that  might 
otharwiae  pass  to  him,  ie  likely  to  have  weight  witii 
a  man  so  generoua  himself  as  Guy  Darrell  is  held  to 
be,  Bnt  does  Lionel  yet  know  allt  Have  you  yet 
Tentoied  to  con&de  to  him,  or  even  to  Sophy  henelf, 
the  nature  of  her  claim  on  the  man  who  ao  proudly 
denies  itt" 

"No,  —  I  deemed  it  due  to  Sophy's  pride  of  sex  to 
imply  to  her  that  she  would,  in  fortune  and  in  social 
position,  be  entitled  to  equality  with  thoee  whom  she 
might  meet  hare.  And  that  is  true,  if  only  aa  the  child 
whom  I  adopt  and  enrich.  I  have  not  said  more.  And 
only  since  Lionel  has  appeared  has  she  ever  seemed  inter- 
ested in  anything  that  lelatea  to  her  parentage,  Fion 
the  recollection  of  her  father  she  naturally  shrinks,  — 
she  never  mentions  his  name.  But  two  days  ago  she 
did  ask  timidly,  and  with  great  change  of  countenance, 
if  it  was  through  her  mother  that  she  was  entitled  to  a 
rank  higher  than  she  had  hitherto  known;  and  when 
I  answered  'yes,'  she  sighed,  and  said,  'But  my  dear 
grandfather  never  spoke  to  me  of  her;  he  never  even  saw 
my  mother. ' " 

Geoboe. — '"And  yon,  I  suspect,  do  not  much  like 
to  talk  of  that  mother.  I  have  gathered  from  you  un- 
awares to  yourself,  that  she  was  not  a  person  you  could 
highly  praise;  and  to  me,  as  a  boy,  she  seemed,  with  all 
her  timidity,  wayward  and  deceitful." 

Ladt  Montfort.  — *  Alas!  how  lntt«rly  she  must 
have  snffered,  —  and  how  young  she  was.  But  you 
are  right;  I  cannbt  speak  to  Sophy  of  her  mother, 
the  subject  is  connected  with  so  much  sorrow.  But 
I  told  her  'that  she  should  know  all  soon,'  and  she 
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■dd,  with  B  Bweet  and  mvUnchol;  patience, '  When  017 
poor  gnnd&MlieT  will  be  b;  to  hear;  I  can  vait."* 

6bob€W.  — "  But  is  Lionel,  with  his  quick  intellect 
and  biuy  imagination,  equally  patient t  Boea  be  not 
gneas  at  the  troth!  Ton  tutve  told  him  (hat  you 
do  meditate  a  project  which  affects  Cruy  Daciell,  and 
teqoired  Mb  promise  not  to  divulge  to  Dairell  bis  viaite 
in  &ia  houBo." 

Ladt  Montfobt,  — "He  knows  that  Sopfay'B  pater- 
nal grandfather  waa  William  Loaely.  From  your  uncle 
he  heard  William  Loaely's  story,  and — " 

Gbobqe.  — "My  uncle  Albuit" 

Last  Montfobt. — "Yoe;  the  Colonel  was  well 
acquainted  with  tbe  elder  Loaely  in  former  days, 
and  spoke  of  him  to  Lionel  with  great  affection.  It 
aeema  that  Lionel's  father  knew  him  also,  and  thought- 
lessly involved  him  in  his  own  pecnniary  difficulties. 
Lionel  was  not  long  a  visitor  here  before  he  asked  me 
abruptly  if  TAi.  Waife's  real  name  was  not  Loaely.  I 
was  obliged  to  own  it,  b^[ging  him  not  at  present  to 
question  Die  further.  He  said,  then,  with  much  emo- 
tion, that  he  had  an  hereditary  debt  to  discharge  to 
WilHam  Loeely,  and  that  he  was  the  last  person  who 
ought  to  relinquish  belief  in  the  old  man's  innocence 
of  the  crime  for  which  the  law  had  condemned  him,  or 
to  judge  him  harshly  if  the  innocence  were  not  substan- 
tiated. You  remember  with  what  eagerness  he  joined 
in  your  searoh,  until  you  poutively  forbade  his  inter- 
position, fearing  that  ahonid  our  poor  friend  hear  of 
inqnirias  instituted  by  me  irtrnm  he  could  not  reoog- 
nixe  as  a  friend,  and  might  possibly  consider  an  emis- 
aoiy  of  his  son's,  he  w<mld  take  yet  greetet  paina  to 
conceal  himself.  Bat  from  the  moment  that  Lionel 
learned  that  Sophy's  grandfather  was  William  Losely,  his 
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nuimer  to  Sopliy  became  yet  moie  tenderly  Teepeatfnl. 
He  has  a  gloiious  nature,  that  yoong  numl  But  did  your 
Ttncle  never  speak  to  jou  of  William  Loeel;  t " 

*  No.  I  am  not  anrprised  at  that.  My  uncle  Allnn 
aToidi '  painlul  subjects.'  I  am  only  surprlBed  that  he 
ahould  have  revived  a  painful  subject  in  talk  to  Lionel. 
But  I  now  undeiatand  why,  when  Waife  first  heard  my 
name,  he  seemed  affected,  and  why  he  so  q)ecially 
enjoined  me  never  to  menti<Hi  <»  deaoribe  him  to  my 
friends  and  lelations.  Then  Lionel  knows  Losely's 
attny,  bat  not  his  son's  eonuection  with  Danellt" 

"Certainly  not.  He  knows  hut  what  is  generally 
taii  in  the  world,  thet  Danell's  daughter  eloped  with 
a  Hr.  Hammond,  a  man  of  inferior  biith,  and  died 
abroad,  leaving  bat  <me  child,  who  is  also  dead.  Still 
Lionel  does  suspect  — my  very  i^Jnnctionfl  of  secraej 
must  make  him  more  than  snapect  —  tiiat  the  Loselya 
are  somehow  or  other  mixed  ap  with  Darrell's  family 
history.  Hush!  I  bear  his  voice  yonder, —they 
^iproach." 

"  Hy  dear  cousiUt  let  it  be  settled  between  us,  then, 
tltat  you  frankly  and  without  delay  oommnnicata  to 
Lionel  the  whole  truth,  so  far  as  it  is  known  to  as, 
and  put  it  to  Mm  how  beet  and  most  booehingly  to 
move  U>.  Darrell  towards  bar,  of  whom  we  hold  him 
to  be  tiie  natural  protector.  I  will  write  to  my  uncle  to 
letom  to  England  that  he  may  assist  us  in  tin  same  good 
wcffk.  Meanwhile,  I  shall  have  only  good  tidings  to 
oommunicate  to  Sophy  in  my  new  hopes  to  disoovec  faar 
grandi^er  throngh  Merlck " 

Here,  as  the  sun  was  setting,  Lionel  snd  Sophy  came 
in  sight.  A-bove  their  heads,  the  western  doods  bathed 
in  gfAd  and  purple.  Sophy,  peroeivhig  Qeoige,  bounded 
ftffwaids,  and  reached  his  side,  bteathlooa 
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CHAPTER  V, 

Lionet  Hanghton  having  lost  his  heuC,  it  fa  no  longet  a  qnutioii 
wtua  HE  will  do  with  it.  Bnt  what  wiU  be  done  with  it  In  a 
vety  gnve  qneation  indeed. 

Lionel  forestalled  Lady  Montjort  in  ihe  delicate  and 
embarrassing  subject  which  her  cousin  had  nq;ed  her  to 
open.  Forwhile  George,  leading  away  Sophy,  informed 
her  of'  hia  journey  to  Norwich,  aod  his  interview  with 
Merle,  Lionel  drew  Lady  Montfort  into  the  house,  and 
with  much  agitation,  and  in  abrupt,  hurried  accenta, 
implored  her  to  withdraw  the  promise  which  forbade 
him  to  inform  his  benefactor  how  and  where  his  time 
had  been  spent  of  late.  He  burst  forth  with  a  declaiS' 
tion  of  that  love  with  which  Sophy  had  inspired  him, 
and  which  Lady  Montfort  could  not  he  but  prepared  to 
hear.  "  Xothing,"  said  he,  "  but  a  reapect  for  her  more 
than  filial  anxiety  at  this  moment  could  have  kept  my 
heart  thna  long  silent.  But  that  heart  is  so  deeply 
pledged  —  so  utterly  hers  —  that  it  has  grown  an  ingrati- 
tude, a  disrespect  to  my  generous  kinsman,  to  conceal 
from  him  any  longer  the  feelings  which  must  color  my 
whole  future  existence.  Nor  can  I  ny  to  her,  'Can  you 
return  my  affectioni— will  you  listen  to  my  vowsT  — 
will  you  accept  them  at  the  altert '  — until  I  have  won, 
as  I  am  sore  to  win,  the  approving  consent  of  my  more 
than  father." 

"  You  feel  sore  to  win  that  consent,  in  spite  of  the 
fltain  on  her  graodfather's  name  I  " 
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*  When  Damll  leuns  that,  but  for  my  poor  father'i 
&iilt,  that  name  might  be  spotless  now, — yea!  I  un 
not  Mr.  Dorrell's  son,  — the  transmitter  of  hia  line,  I 
belie-re  yet  that  he  will  form  new  ties.  By  my  mother's 
sidb  I  have  no  anceators  to  boaat  of;  and  you  hare  owned 
to  me  that  Sophy's  mother  was  of  gentle  birth.  Alban 
Morley  told  me,  when  I  last  saw  him,  that  Darrell  wishes 
me  to  marry,  and  leaves  me  free  to  choose  my  bride. 
Yes;  I  have  no  doubt  of  Mr.  Darrell's  consent.  My 
dear  mother  will  welcome  to  her  heart  the  prize  so  cot- 
etfld  by  minej  and  Charles  Haughton's  son  will  have  a 
place  at  hia  hearth  for  the  old  age  of  William  Losely. 
Withdraw  youi  interdict  at  once,  dearest  Lady  Mont- 
fort,  and  confide  to  me  all  that  yon  have  hitherto  left 
unexplained,  bat  have  promiHcd  to  reveal  when  the  time 
oame.     The  time  has  come." 

"  It  has  coma,"  said  Lady  Montfort,  solemnly;  "and 
Heaven  giant  that  it  may  bear  the  blessed  resalts  which 
were  in  my  thoughts  when  I  took  Bophy  as  my  own 
adopted  daughter,  and  hailed  in  youiself  the  Teeonoiler 
of  conflicting  circumatanca.  Not  nnder  this  roof  should 
yon  woo  William  Loeely's  gnndehild.  Doubly  are  you 
bound  to  ask  Guy  Darrell's  consent  and  blessing.  At 
hia  hearth  woo  your  Sophy,  —  at  his  hands  ask  a  bride 
in  his  daughter's  child." 

And  to  her  wondsring  listener,  Caroline  Montfort  told 
her  grounds  for  the  belief  that  connected  the  last  of  &% 
Dtrrella  with  the  convict's  giandehitd. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

CMdakms  Cl7■(a^ae«n,  young  loren,  lad  graye  wiw  nwn, — all  in 
the  Mune  catoforr- 

OcoBQB  UoBLZT  Set  OTit  the  next  day  for  Norwich,  ia 
whidi  antique  city,  ever  since  the  Dane  peopled  it,  some 
wiuud  or  witch,  stoi^ieader ,  or  dystal  -seer  has  enjoyed  a 
myBterious  icmown,  perpetuating  thus  through  all  change 
in  our  land's  social  progress  the  long  line  of  Yala  and 
S^R,  who  came  with  the  Raren  and  Valkyr  from  Scan- 
dinavian pine  shores.  Merle's  iwerve  vanished  on  the 
perusal  of  Sophy's  letter  to  him.  He  informed  George 
that  Waife  declared  he  bad  plenty  of  money,  and  had 
eren  foroed  a  loan  upim  Merle;  hat  that  he  liked  an 
active,  wandering  life;  it  kept  him  from  thinking,  and 
that  a  pedler's  pack  would  give  him  a  license  for  va* 
graocy,  and  a  buc^t  to  defray  its  expenses;  ttiat  Merle 
had  been  consulted  by  him  in  the  choice  of  light,  popu- 
lar wares,  and  as  to  Uie  route  he  might  find  the  most 
free  from  competing  rivals.  Merle  willingly  agreed  to 
accompany  0«oigB  in  quest  of  the  wanderer,  whom,  by 
the  help  of  his  crystal,  he  seemed  calmly  sure  he  could 
back  and  discover.  Accordingly,  they  both  set  out  in 
the  somewhat  devious  and  desultory  road  which  Merle, 
who  had  some  old  acquaintances  amcmgst  the  ancient 
profession  of  hawkers,  had  advised  Waife  to  take.  But 
Merle,  unhappily  confiding  more  in  his  crystal  than 
Waife's  steady  adherence  to  the  chart  prescribed,  led 
the  Oxford  echolar  the  life  of  a  will -of- the- wisp;  sigsag, 
and  shooting  to  and  fro,  here  and  Uiere,  till,  just  when 
Q«o^  had  lost  all  patience,  Meile  chanced  to  see,  not 
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in  ttie  crystel,  &  pelerine  on  tiie  neck  of  a  &umer*B 
dmnghter,  which  he  was  monlly  certain  he  had  hinueU 
selected  for  Waife'e  pannier.  And  the  girl,  stating  in 
nplj  to  his  inquiry  that  hei  father  had  honght  that 
pelerine  as  a  present  for  her,  not  many  dajs  before,  of 
a  pedlei  in  a  neighboring  town,  to  the  market  of  which 
the&rmei  resorted  weekly,  Meile  cast  an  horary  scheme, 
and  finding  tiia  Third  House  (of  short  ^umeys)  in 
faTonble  aspect  to  the  Serenth  House  (containing  the 
object  desired),  and  in  conjunction  with  the  Ulerenth 
House  (friends),  he  gravely  informed  the  scholar  that 
their  toils  were  at  an  end,  and  that  the  hour  and  Qm 
man  were  at  hand.  Kot  over  sanguine,  George  con- 
signed himself  and  the  seer  to  an  early  train,  and  reached 
the  famona  town  of  Oucelford,  whither,  when  the  chrono- 
logical order  of  our  nanative  (which  we  have  so  far 
Bonwwhat  foiestalled)  will  permit,  we  shall  conduct  Hie 
inqoisitiTe  reader. 

Meanwhile  Lionel,  subscribing  without  a  mnimur  to 
Lady  Montfort's  injnnction  to  see  Sophy  do  more  till 
Darrell  had  been  conferred  with  and  his  consent  won, 
retained  to  bis  lodgings  in  London,  sanguine  of  success, 
and  flushed  with  joy.  His  intention  was  to  set  out  at 
once  to  Fawley;  but  on  reaching  town,  he  found  there  a 
few  lines  from  Danell  himself,  in  reply  to  a  loi^  and 
afEsetionate  letter  which  Lionel  had  written  a  few  dftya 
before,  asking  permission  to  visit  the  old  manor-house; 
for  amidst  all  his  absorbing  love  for  Sophy,  the  image 
of  hie  lonely  benefactor  in  that  gloomy  hermitage  often 
nee  befora  him.  In  theee  lines,  Darrell,  not  unkindly, 
bat  very  peremptorily,  declined  Lionel's  overtniee. 

"In  truth,  my  dear  joung  kinamsn,"  wrote  the  recluse, — 
"in  truth  I  am,  with  slownGss,  and  with  frequent  relapse^ 
laboring  through  oonvaleseence  &om  a  moral  fevei>    My  nerves 
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an  j(A  nnsttong.  I  am  as  one  to  whomit  preMfibed  the  mart 
complete  repoee ;  —  the  viata,  even  of  Mends  Uie  dearest,  for- 
bidden as  a  periloiu  ezeitement.  The  sight  of  yoa,  —  of  mj 
oae  from  the  great  world,  bat  especially  of  one  whose  rich 
vitalitj  of  jionth  and  hope  afbonts  and  mocks  m j  own  fatigued 
ezhanstion,  woold  bat  imtate,  unsettle,  tortme  me.  When  I 
am  quite  welt  I  will  aak  jron  to  come.  I  shall  enjojr  joat 
visit.  Till  then,  on  no  account,  and  on  no  pretext,  let  mj 
morbid  ear  catch  the  sound  of  yonr  fbodall  on  mj  qniet  flow. 
Write  to  me  often,  bat  tell  ma  nothing  of  the  news  and  go«ip 
of  die  world.  Tell  me  only  of  yoonalf,  yooi  stndieBt  you 
thoQ^to,  your  Bentiioents,  your  wishes.  Nor  forget  my  in- 
junctions, Uany  young,  many  for  love;  let  no  ambition  of 
power,  no  greed  of  gold,  ever  mislead  yon  into  ^ving  to  your 
life  a  companion  who  is  not  the  half  of  your  soul.  Choose 
with  the  heart  of  a  man;  I  know  that  you  will  choose  with 
the  self-esteem  of  a  i^tleman;  and  be  assured  beforehand  id 
ihs  sympathy  and  sanction  of  your 

•■  CHUSLiaH  BUT  Lovnro  Kuexui." 

After  t^iB  letter,  Lionel  felt  that,  at  ell  events,  he 
oDuld  not  at  onoe  proceed  to  the  old  manor-houae  in 
defiance  of  its  owner's  prohibiticai.  He  wrote  briefly, 
entreating  Darrell  fo  forgive  him  if  he  persisted  in  the 
pr&yer  to  be  received  at  Fawley,  slating  tiiat  his  desire 
for  a  personal  interview  was  now  suddenly  become  spe- 
cial and  ntgenti  that  it  not  only  conoOTned  himself,  bat 
affected  his  benefactor.  By  return  of  post  Darrell  re- 
plied with  curt  frigidity,  repeating,  with  evAn  stemnew, 
his  lefusal  to  receive  Lionel,  but  professing  himaelf 
ready  to  attend  to  all  that  his  IriniimBTi  might  address  to 
him  liy  letter.  "  If  it  be  as  you  atete,"  wrote  Darrell, 
with  his  habitual  irony,  "  a  matter  that  relates  to  my- 
aetf,  I  claim,  as  a  lawyer  for  my  own  afiairs,  —  the  pre- 
caution I  once  enjoined  to  my  clients,  —  a  written  brief 
ahould  always  precede  a  personal  oonsultetion. " 
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la  fact,  the  pFoad  man  soBpocted  that  Lionel  had 
heen  directly  or  indirectly  sddreaaed  on  behalf  of  Jasper 
Losely ;  wd  certainly  that  waa  the  last  subject  on  which 
he  would  have  gnnted  an  interview  to  hia  youi^  kins- 
man. Lionel,  however,  was  Bot  perhaps  son;  to  be 
^us  compelled  to  trust  to  writing  his  own  and  Sophy'e 
cause.  Damll  was  one  of  those  men  whose  presence 
inspires  a  certain  awe;  one  of  those  men  whom  we  feel, 
upon  great  occasions,  lees  embomuaed  to  address  by  letter 
than  in  person.  Lionel's  pen  moved  rapidly, —  his  whole 
heart  and  soul  enfFused  with  feeling;  and,  mshing  over 
the  page,  he  reminded  Dairell  of  the  day  when  he  had 
told  to  the  rich  man  the  tale  of  the  lovely,  wonderii^ 
child,  and  how,  out  of  his  sympathy  for  that  child,  Dar- 
rell*B  approving,  fostering  tenderness  to  himself  had 
grown.  Thus  indirectly  to  her  forlorn  condition  had 
he  owed  the  rise  in  his  own  fortunes.  He  went  through 
the  story  of  William  Losely  as  he  had  gathered  it  from 
AJban  Morley,  and  touched  pathetically  on  his  own 
father's  share  in  that  dark  bistoiy.  If  William  Losely 
roally  was  hurried  into  crime  by  the  tempting  necessity 
for  a  comparatively  trifling  sum,  but  for  Charles  Haugh- 
ton,  would  the  necessity  have  arieeni  Eloquently,  then, 
the  lover  united  grandfather  and  grandchild  in  one  touch- 
ing picture,  —  their  love  for  each  other,  their  depend- 
ence on  each  other.  He  enlarged  on  Sophy's  charming, 
unselfish,  simple,  noble  character;  he  told  how  he  had 
again  found  her;  he  dwelt  on  the  refining  accomplish- 
ments she  owed  to  Lady  Montfori'e  care.  How  came 
she  with  Lady  Moutfortil  Why  had  Lady  Montfort 
cherished,  adopted  her)  Because  Lady  Montfort  told 
him  how  much  her  own  childhood  had  owed  to  Darrell ; 
because,  should  Sophy  be,  as  alleged,  the  of&pring  of 
his  daughter,  the  heiress  of  his  line,  Caroline  Montfort 
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njoiosd  to  guatd  her  from  danger,  eave  her  from  por- 
ertj,  and  ultimataly  time  to  fit  her  to  be  not  only  ac- 
knowledged with  delight,  but  with  pride.  Why  had  he 
been  enjoined  not  to  divulge  to  Darrell  that  he  had 
^in  found,  and  under  I^y  Hontfort's  roof,  the  child 
whom,  while  yet  TULConecious  of  her  claims,  Danell 
himself  had  vainly  eought  to  find,  and  benevolently 
designed  to  succor t  'Because  Lady  Montfort  wished  to 
fulfil  her  task,  — eomplete  Sophy's  education,  inter- 
rupted hj  grief  for  her  missing  grand&ther,  and  obtain 
indeed,  when  William  Loeely  again  Teturoed,  some 
proofs  (if  such  existed)  to  corroborate  the  assertion  (rf 
Sophy's  parentage,  "  And,*  added  Lionel,  "  Lady 
Hontfort  seems  to  fear  that  she  has  ^ven  you  some 
cause  of  displeasure,  —  what  I  know  not,  iHit  which 
might  have  induced  you  to  disapprove  of  the  acquain- 
tance I  had  begUD  wiUi  her.  Be  that  as  it  may,  would 
you  could  hear  the  reverence  with  which  she  ever  alludes 
to  your  worth, — the  gratitude  with  which  she  attests 
her  mother's  and  her  own  early  obligations  to  your 
intellect  and  heart!"  Finally,  Lionel  wove  all  hia 
threads  of  recital  into  the  confession  of  the  deep  love 
into  which  his  romantic  memories  of  Sophy's  wander- 
ing childhood  had  been  ripened  by  &e  sight  of  bet 
graceful,  cultured  youth.  "  Grant,"  he  aaid,  '  that  her 
father's  tale  be  false,  —  and  no  doubt  you  have  sufiicient 
reasons  to  discredit  it,  ^  still,  if  you  cannot  love  her  as 
your  daughter's  child,  receive,  know  her,  I  implore,— 
let  her  love  and  revere  yon,  —  as  my  wifet  Leave  me 
to  protect- her  from  a  lawless  father, — leave  me  to 
redeem,  by  some  deeds  of  loyalty  and  honor,  any  stun 
that  her  grandsire's  sentence  nuy  seem  to  fix  upon  oni 
union.  Oh!  if  ambitious  before,  how  ambitiona  1  should 
be  now,  —  to  efface  for  hei  sake  as  for  mine,  her  graud- 
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ain'a  abune,  my  btheHa  enont  Bat  if,  on  the  ofltn 
Land,  she  should,  on  the  reqoiaite  inqoiriea,  be  piovad 
to  descend  from  ytfoi  anaeaby,  —  fonr  fatlier'e  Uood  in 
her  pure  veiiia,  — I  know,  alaat  then  that  I  afaonld  have 
no  right  to  aspire  to  avoh  nnpHals.  Who  would  even 
think  of  her  deacent  from  a  William  Loeelyt  Who 
woiild  not  be  too  proud  to  nmember  only  her  deeoent 
from  yon  1  All  epota  would  ranidi  in  the  s^dendor  of 
yonr  renown ;  the  highest  in  Hm  land  wonld  oouit  her 
alliance.  And  I  am  bat  the  pensioner  of  your  boiuty, 
and  only  on  ,my  father's  side  of  gentle  origin.  But  still 
I  think  you  would  not  reject  me,  —  you  wonld  place  the 
futura  to  my  credit  j  and  I  would  wait,  wait  patiently, 
till  I  had  won  sooh  a  soldier's  name  aa  would  entitle 
me  to  mate  with  a  dsnghter  of  the  Darrells." 

Sheet  upon  sheet  the  young  eloqoenee  flowed  on,  — 
seeking,  with  an  art  of  which  the  writer  was  oneon- 
sciouB,  all  the  argumeate  and  points  of  view  which 
might  be  the  moat  captiyating  to  the  superb  pride  or  to 
the  exquisite  tendembae  wl^ich  aeemed  to  Lionel  the 
ruling  elements  of  Darrell's  character. 

He  had  not  to  wait  long  for  a  reply.  At  the  Stet 
glance  of  the  address  cm  its  oover,  his  mind  niisgsTe 
him;  the  hopes  tlist  hsd  hitherto  elated  his  spirit 
yielded  to  abrupt  forebodings.  Durell's  handwriting 
was  halrittially  in  harmony  with  the  intonations  <^  his 
voice, — aingularly  clear,  formed  wiUi  a  peculiar  and 
original  elegance,  yet  with  the  undulating  ease  of  a 
natural,  candid,  impulsive  character.  And  that  deco- 
rous cate  in  such  mere  trifles  as  the  very  sealing  of  a 
letter,  which,  neglected  by  musing  poets  and  abstracted 
authors,  is  observable  in  men  of  high  public  Btation, 
waa  in  Gny  Daneli  s^nificant  of  the  patrician  dignity 
^t  imparted  a  oeitain  atatelineaa  to  his  moat  ordinaij 
actions. 
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Botio  ibe  letter  which  Uj  in  Lioael's  hftnd  ttw 
weUst  iraa  Bcanwly  leoogaizable, —  the  direction  blnziod, 
ttwchU4ct«ra  daahedoff  fromApen  fienje  yet  tremolotuj 
the  ae&l  a  gie&t  hh>tch  of  wax;  tiie  device  of  the  heron, 
with  ita  soaring  motto,  indiatioct  and  mangled,  u  if  the 
stamping  instnunent  bad  been  plucked  wrathfully  awe; 
before  the  wax  had  cooled.  And  when  Lionel  opened 
the  letter,  the  handwriting  within  was  jet  more  indiok- 
tive  of  mental  disoider.  The  very  ink  looked  menacing 
and  angry,  —  bUcker  as  the  pen  had  been  forcibly  dziven 
into  tile  page. 

"  TTnbappy  boy  1 "  began  the  ominons  epiatle,  "  is  it  thtongb 
you  that  the  fidae  and  detested  vonum  who  baa  withered  up 
the  noon-day  of  my  life,  teeka  to  diahonor  ita  blighted  cIomI 
Talk  not  to  me  of  Lady  Uootfoit^a  giatitade  and  leTeiencel 
Talk  not  to  me  of  her  amiable,  tender,  holy  aim,  to  obtrade 
npon  my  cbildleei  honee  tlie  gianddanghter  of  a  convicted 
£^n !  Show  her  these  lines,  and  ask  hei  by  what  knowledge 
of  my  nature  she  con  lusume  that  ignominy  to  my  name  would 
be  ft  blessing  to  my  hearth  1  Ask  ber,  indeed,  bow  she  can 
dare  to  force  herself  still  apoQ  my  thoughts  ;  dare  to  imagine 
she  can  lay  me  nnder  ohligationa ;  dare  to  think  aha  can  be  a 
aometbing  atill  in  my  forlom  exiateuee  I  Lionel  Haoghton,  I 
command  you  in  the  name  of  all  the  dead  whom  we  can  claim 
as  anceatora  in  common,  to  tear  from  your  heart  aa  yon  would 
tear  a.  thought  of  disgracci,  tbia  image  whiob  has  bewitched 
your  reason.  Uy  daughter,  thank  Hearen,  left  no  pledge  of 
an  electable  nnion.  But  a  girl  who  baa  been  brought  np  by 
a  thie^  —  a  girl  whom  a  wretch  so  lost  to  honor  at  Jasper 
Iioeely  sought  to  make  an  instroment  of  &aud  to  my  huaea- 
ment  and  di^race,  be  her  virtnes  and  beaaty  what  they  may, 
I  conid  not,  without  intolerable  anguiah,  contemplate  as  the 
wife  of  Lionel  Hanghton.  Bnt  neeivt  her  aa  your  wifia  I  Ad- 
mit her  within  tfaeae  walla !  Nevei^  nereii  I  acorn  to  threaten 
yoa  with  losa  of  lavor,  loea  of  fortune.  Uarry  her  if  you  will. 
You  tbull  have  an  ample  income  secured  to  you.     But  from 
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that  nomeiit  our  livea  nra  sepusted,— oortebAioii  ttufa. 
Ton  will  nerer  t^tia  mb  nor  addreia  me.  But  (A,  lionel^ 
can  jmi  —  cim  jon  inflict  upon  me  tbii  nownitig  Hmvl 
Can  jon,  for  the  wke  of  a  girl  of  whom  you  have  aeen  Imt 
little,  or  in  the  QDixotiim  of  atonement  for  your  bther's  fault, 
eomplete  the  ingratitade  I  bare  ezparienced  from  those  who 
owed  me  moat  ]  I  cannot  think  it  I  rejoice  that  70a  wrote, 
—  did  not  01^  thii  anit  in  person.  I  ahonld  not  have  been 
able  to  e(«ibol  my  pairion ;  we  might  bare  parted  fbea.  Aa  it 
ia,  I  restraui  myself  with  <^oaltj  I  That  woman,  that  child, 
associated  tiios  to  teaz  from  me  the  last  affection  left  to  my 
rained  heart.  No  I  Ton  will  not  be  so  ccnel  t  Send  thia,  I 
command  yon,  to  lady  Montfort.  See  again  neither  her  nw 
the  impoator  she  has  bean  cherisbing  for  my  di^jraee.  "niia 
letter  will  be  yonr  ezciue  to  break  off  with  both,  —  with  both. 
"Out  Dabbill." 

Lionel  was  atnimed.  Not  for  sevanl  honn  could  lis 
leooTer  aelf-poflaeaaion  eooagh  to  analyze  his  own  emo> 
tions,  o[  diacem  the  sole  ooarae  ttiat  lay  before  him. 
Aiter  auefa  a  letter,  from  such  a  benefactor,  no  opticm 
waa  left  to  him.  Sophy  must  he  leeigned;  but  the 
sacrifice  cniahed  him  to  the  earth, — crushed  the  Tei^ 
manhood  out  of  him.  H«  threw  himself  on  the  .floor, 
sobbing,  —  sobbing,  aa  if  body  and  Boul  were  torn,  eaoh 
from  each,  in  conrulsiTe  apasme. 

Sut  Bend  this  letter  to  Lady  Montfort  T  A  letter  ao 
wholly  at  variance  with  DarreU's  dignity  of  ohsiacter, 
■ —  a  letter  in  which  r^e  seemed  lashed  to  unreasoning 
frenzy.  Such  bitter  language  of  hate  and  scorn,  and 
even  insnlt  to  a  woman,  and  to  the  very  woman  who  had 
aeemed  to  Lionrsl  so  reverently  to  cherish  the  writer's 
name,  —  so  tenderly  to  aoheme  for  the  writer's  happi- 
ness I  Could  he  obey  a  command  that  seemed  to  lower 
Dorrell  even  more  Uuii  it  ooold  humble  her  to  whom 
it  waa  aentl 
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T«t  diootw;!  Wliat  bat  (he  lettsr  ttoeU  oonld  ex.- 
jdain  t  Ah,  —  nnd  was  there  not  some  Btnnge  miran- 
deTsUnding  with  reapect  to  Lady  Hontfort,  which  the 
lett«T  itself,  and  nothing  but  the  letter,  would  enable 
her  to  dispel;  end  if  dispelled,  might  not  Itarrell's 
whole  mind  undergo  a  change  I  A  Baab  of  jof  auddrailf 
broke  <m  bis  agitated,  tempestooua  thooghta.  He  forced 
himaelf  again  to  read  thoee  Uotted  impetooaa  lines. 
Evidently — eTidently,  while  writing  to  Licnd, — die 
subject  Sophy, — the  nun's  wrathful  heart  had  been 
addressing  itself  to  neither.  A  suspoion  seized  him; 
with  that  suspicion  hope.  He  would  send  the  letter, 
and  with  but  few  words  from  Mmself,  —  words  that 
rovealed  his  immense  despair  at  the  thought  of  relin- 
quishing Sophy;  intimated  his  belief  tiiat  Darrell  here 
was,  from  some  error  of  judgment  whieh  Lionel  oould 
not  comprehend,  avenging  himself  ml  Lady  Uontfort; 
and  dosed  with  his  prayer  to  her,  if  so,  to  foTglve  lines 
colored  by  hasty  paarion,  and,  for  the  sake  of  all,  not  to 
disdain  that  seU-rindioation  which  might  perhaps  yet 
soften  a  nature  posseewd  of  such  depttu  of  sweetness  as 
that  wbioh  appeared  now  eo  emel  and  so  hitter.  He 
would  net  yet  despond,  —  not  yet  commission  her  to  give 
his  last  farewell  to  So^y. 
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CHAPTER  VH. 

Tlte  lbD-«atai  MMitiimef  to  take  hi*  qnlet  (twik  ovt  of  Dollj  Pool*, 
and  ia  in  Cuni  labjectedlo  (b«  uutoinlcal  knife  of  tbe  dtMeeting 
Aothoi.  Two  ti»]«  are  Lud  tor  him,  —  one  b;  his  fellow  Man- 
eateca ;  ona  I^  that  deadly  penecntriz,  the  Woman  who  tiiea 
to  Hve  him  ia  ipite  ol  all  he  can  do  to  be  banged. 

Hkanwhile  the  imhappj  Adolphtu  Poole  had  baoa  the 
telnctamt  bat  onfailing  soaroa  from  which  Jaaper  Loaely 
had  weakly  drawn  the  rappliea  to  his  worthless  and 
worklesB  exietence,  14'btot  was  a  iDan  more  coiutraia- 
edly  beneToleitt,  and  leas  recompensed  for  pecuniary 
Bscrifice  by  applauding  conscience,  than  the  doomed 
inhabitant  of  Alham1»a  Villa.  In  the  utter  failure  of 
his  attempts  to  discover  Sophy,  or  to  induce  Jasper  to 
aceept  Colonel  Morley's  piopoeaU,  he  saw  tida  pata- 
sital  monster  fixed  upon  his  entraila,  like  the  rultuie 
cm  thoee  of  the  clasaio  sufferer  in  mythological  tales. 
Jaaper,  indeed,  had  accommodated  himself  to  thia  regu- 
lar and  nnlabcHrioua  mode  of  gaining  "  sa  pauvn  vis." 
To  call  once  a  week  upon  his  old  aeqiuintance ;  frighten 
him  with  a  few  threats,  or  force  a  deathlike  smile  from 
agoniaing  lips  by  a  few  villanous  jokes;  oany  off  his 
four  sovereigns,  and  enjoy  himself  thereon  till  pay-day 
duly  retomed,  —  was  a  condition  of  things  that  Jasper 
did  not  greatly  care  to  im{m>ve ;  and  truly  hod  be  said 
to  Poole  that  his  earlier  energy  had  left  him.  As  a 
sensualiat  of  Jasper's  stamp  grows  older  and  falls  lower, 
indolence  gradually  usurps  the  place  onoe  occupied  1^ 
voni^  OT  ambition.  Jasper  was  bitterly  aware  that  his 
old  comeliness  was  gone;  that  never  moie  could  he  ta- 
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man  a  maiden's  heart  or  a  widow's  gold.  And  wlien 
tbis  truth  waa  fully  broi^ght  home  to  him,  it  made  a 
strange  revolation  in  all  his  habite.  He  cared  no  longer 
for  dress  and  gewgawe,  —  Bought  rather  to  hide  himsell 
than  to  parade.  In  the  neglect  of  the  person  he  had 
once  so  idolized,  in  the  cocrse  roughness  which  now 
characterized  his  exterior,  —  there  was  that  sullen  de- 
spair which  the  vain  i3nl7  know  when  what  had  made 
them  dainty  and  jocund  is  gone  forever.  The  human 
mind,  in  deteriorating,  fits  itself  to  the  sphere  into 
which  it  declines.  Jasper  would  not  now,  if  he  could, 
have  driven  a  cabriolet  down  St.  James's  Street.  He 
had  taken  more  and  more  to  the  vice  of  drinking  as  the 
excitement  of  gambling  was  withdrawn  from  him.  For 
how  gamble  with  those  who  bad  nothing  to  lose,  and  to 
whom  he  himself  would  have  been  pigeon,  not  hawkt 
And  as  he  found  that,  on  what  he  thus  drew  r^ularly 
from  Dolly  Poole,  be  could  command  all  the  comforts 
that  hie  embruted  tastes  now  deeired,  so  an  odd  kind  of 
prudence  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  came  with  what  be 
chose  to  consider  "a  settled  income."  He  mixed  with 
ruffians  in  their  nightly  oi^es;  treated  them  to  cheap 
potations;  swaggered,  bullied,  boasted,  but  shared  in  no 
project  of  theirs  whi(^  might  bring  into  jeopardy  the 
life  which  Dolly  Poole  rendered  so  comfortable  and 
secure.  His  energies,  once  so  reettese,  were  lulled, 
partly  by  habitual  intoxication,  partly  by  die  physical 
pains  which  had  nestled  themselTes  into  his  robust 
fibres,  efforts  of  an  immense  and  still  tenacious  vitality 
to  throw  off  diseases  repugnant  to  its  nal;ive  magnifi* 
cence  of  health.  The  finest  constitutione  are  those 
which,  when  once  seriously  impaired,  occasion  the 
direst  pain;  but  they  also  enable  the  sufFeter  to  bear 
pais  that  would  soon  wear  away  the  delicate.     And 
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Jasp«  bon  his  pains  stoutly,  tiion^  at  tiiDM  th^  ao 
ezsqMrated  his  temper,  that  woe  then  to  any  (rf  hia  eom- 
ndee  whom  want  of  caution  or  respect  gave  him  the 
oooarion  to  seek  relief  in  wrath!  Hia  hand  waa  as 
beavy,  hie  arm  as  abolwart  as  ever.  Geo^e  Morley 
had  been  rightly  informed.  Even  by  burglars  and  out" 
thiDats,  wboee  dangeis  he  shunned,  while  fearleenly  he 
joined  their  circle,  Jaaper  Loeely  waa  regarded  with 
terror.  To  be  the  awe  of  reakleaB  men,  aa  he  had  been 
tiie  adnuiatioD  of  fooliab  women,  —  this  was  delight  to 
his  Tsnity,  the  last  delight  that  wae  left  to  it.  But  he 
thns  provoked  a  danger  to  which  hie  am^anoe  was 
Uind.  Hia  boon  companions  b^an  to  grow  tired  of 
him.  He  had  been  welcomed  to  their  resort  on  the 
stoength  of  the  catchword  or  passport  which  confederates 
ai  Faria  hod  communicated  to  him,  and  of  the  reputo- 
tion  foi  great  daring  and  small  acTupIe  which  he  took 
from  Cutts,  who  was  of  high  caato  amongst  their  myate- 
rious  tribes,  and  who  every  now  and  then  flitted  ovei 
the  Continent,  saf^  and  accursed  as  the  Wandering  Jew. 
Bnt  when  they  found  that  thia  Achillea  of  the  G-reeka 
would  o:ily  talk  big,  and  employ  hia  wits  cm  hia  juivato 
exchequOT  and  hia  thews  against  themaelres,  they  began 
not  only  to  tire  of  his  imperiona  manner,  bnt  to  donbt 
his  fidelity  to  the  cause.  And,  all  trf  a  audden,  Cutta, 
who  had  at  first  extolled  Jasper  as  one  likely  to  be  a 
Taluablo  acquisition  to  the  family  of  night,  altered  his 
tone,  and  inainuated  that  the  bravo  was  not  to  be  trusted; 
that  his  luckless  temper  and  incautious  talk  when  dmnk 
woald  unfit  him  for  a  e^  accomplice  in  any  skilful 
project  of  plunder;  and  that  he  was  SO  onscrupulons, 
and  had  so  little  sympathy  with  their  class,  that  he 
might  be  quite  capable  of  playing  spy  or  taming  king's 
evidenee;  that,  in  short,  it  would  hi  mil  to  rid  Uiem.- 
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mIth  of  his  domineering  prwence.  Still  them  wm  dut 
phyncal  powei  ia  this  luy  Heiculea, — still,  if  Uw  do- 
QQiight,  he  was  so  fiercely  the  diead-aoiight,  — that  Hisj 
did.  not  dare,  despite  tha  adrsntsge  of  anmbws,  openly 
to  brsTB  and  defy  him.  So  one  would  bell  the  cat, — 
sad  mick  a  oati  They  began  to  lay  plots  to-  get  rid  of 
him  through  the  law.  Nothing  could  be  easier  to  sni^ 
knowing  adepts  in  guilt  than  to  transfer  to  his  charge 
any  deed  of  nolenoe  one  of  their  own  gang  had  com- 
mitted; heap  damning  ciiraimBtancea  round  him;  {Kivily 
apprise  justice;  falsely  swear  away  his  life.  In  abort, 
the  man  was  in  theii  way  as  a  wasp  that  baa  blundered 
into  an  ant'a  nest;  and,  while  bightened  at  the  sise  of 
the  intruder,  these  honest  ante  were  resolved  to  get  him 
out  of  their  citadel  alive  or  dead.  Probable  it  was  that 
Jasper  Loaely  would  meet  with  bis  desertB  at  last  for  an 
offeaoe  of  which  he  was  inoocent  as  a  babe  unborn. 

It  is  at  tJus  juncture  that  we  are  readmitted  to  the 
pieeence  of  Aiabella  Crane. 

She  waa  standing  hj  a  window  on  the  upper  floor  of 
a  house  situated  in  a  narrow  street.  The  blind  waa  let 
down,  but  she  had  drawn  it  a  little  aside,  and  was  look- 
ing out.  By  the  fireside  was  seated  a  thin,  vague, 
gnome-like  figure  perched  comfortless  on  the  edge  (A  a 
niah-bottomed  chair,  with  its  shadowy  knees  dnwn  up 
till  tbey  nearly  touched  iie  shadowy  chin.  Then  waa 
something  about  the  outline  of  this  figure  so  indefinite 
and  unsubetsntial,  that  yon  might  have  taken  it  for  an 
optical  illusion,  a  spectral  apparition  oo  the  point  of 
vanishing.  This  thing  was,  however,  poaeessed  of  voice, 
and  waa  speaking  in  a  low  but  distinct  hissing  whisper. 
As  the  whisper  ended,  Arabella  Crane,  without  turning 
ker  face,  spoke,  also  under  her  breath. 

"Ton  are  sura  that,  ao  long  as  Loeely  draws  thia 
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weekly  stipend  from  the  man  whom  he  hu  in  hie  powei, 
.  he  will  peniet  in  the  eame  coane  of  life.  Can  jou  not 
WBm  lum  of  th«  danger  1 " 

"  Peach  agkinrt  pals  I  I  dan  not.  No  tnuting  him. 
He  woald  come  down,  mad  with  brandy,  make  an  in- 
fernal row,  Bel»  two  or  three  by  the  ttiroat,  daefa  thetr 
heads  against  each  other,  blab,  bully,  and  a  knife 
wonld  be  out,  and  a  weasand  or  two  cnt,  and  a  oaicass 
or  BO  dropped  into  the  Thamea;  mine  oertalnly,— hie 
peiiiApB." 

"  You  sty  you  can  keep  back  tiA*  plot  agidoat  Urn  btt 
two  or  three  days } " 

"For  two  days,  — ye&  I  should  be  glad  to  save 
General  Jas.  He  hoe  the  bones  of  a  fine  fellow,  and  if 
he  had  not  destroyed  himself  by  brandy,  he  might  have 
been  at  the  top  of  the  tree ,  —  in  the  profeeei<m.  But  he 
is  fit  for  nothing  now. " 

'  Ahl  and  you  say  the  brandy  is  killing  Unt  " 

*  No,  he  trill  not  be  killed  by  brandy,  it  he  continusi 
to  drink  it  among  tite  same  jolly  set. " 

"  And  if  he  were  left  without  the  money  to  ^nd 
amongst  these  terrible  companions,  he  would  no  longer 
resort  to  their  meetingat  You  are  right  then.  The 
same  vanity  that  Qiakes  him  pleased  to  be  the  great  man 
in  that  soeie^,  wonld  make  him  shrink  from  coming 
amongst  them  as  a  beggar, " 

"  And  if  he  had  not  the  wherewithal  to  pay  the  weekly 
snbeeription,  there  would  be  an  ercuse  to  shut  the  door 
in  his  faee^  AU  these  fellows  wish  to  do  is  to  get  rid 
of  himj  and  if  t>y  f^r  nkeans,  there  would  be  no  neoM- 
sity  to  resort  to  fouL  The  only  danger  wonld  be  that 
from  which  you  hare  eo  often  sared  him.  In  daapair, 
would  he  not  commit  some  violent  rash  aation,  — a 
street   robbery,    or  something  of  the   kind!      He   has 
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counge  for  anj  violesoo,  bat  oo  longer  the  cool  haad 
to  plan  a  wbeme  which  would  not  1>e  detected.  You 
see  I  can  prevent  my  pals  joining  in  such  risks  as  he 
may  piopoae,  ot  letting  him  (if  he  wete  to  ask  it)  into 
any  adventure  of  theit  own ;  for  they  know  that  I  am 
a  safe  adviser ;  they  re^ct  me ;  the  law  has  never  been 
able  to  lay  hold  of  me ;  and  when  I  say  to  them,  '  That 
fellow  drinks,  blabs,  and  boasts,  and  would  bring  us  all 
iato  trouble,'  they  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  him; 
but  I  cannot  prevent  hie  doing  what  be  pleases  out  of 
his  own  muddled  head,  and  with  his  own  reckless 
hand." 

"  But  you  will  keep  in  hie  ooafideaoe,  and  let  me 
know  all  that  he  proposesl  " 

"Yes." 

"  And  meanwhile,  he  muat  come  to  me.  And  this 
time  I  have  moce  hope  than  ever,  eince  his  health  gives 
way,  and  be  is  weary  of  crime  itsell  Hr.  Cutta,  come 
neat) — softly.  Look, — nay,  nay,  he  cannot  see  you 
from  below,  and  you  are  screeoad  by  the  blind.  Look, 
I  say,  where  he  sits. " 

She  pointed  to  a  room  on  the  ground-floor  in  the 
opposite  bonae,  where  might  be  dimly  seen  a  dull  rod 
fire  in  a  sordid  grate,  aod  a  man's  form,  the  ^ead  pil- 
lowed upon  arms  that  rested  on  a  small  taUe.  On  the 
table  a  glass,  a  bottle. 

"It  Is  thus  that  hie  mornings  pass,"  said  Arabella 
Crane,  with  a  wild,  bitter  pity  in  Uie  tone  of  her  voice. 
"Look,  I  say,  Is  he  formidable  now  I  Can  you  fear 
himt" 

*  "  Very  moch  indeed,"  muttered  Cutis.  "  He  is  only 
stnpefied,  and  he  can  shake  off  a  doie  as  quickly  as  a 
bulldog  does  when  a  rat  is  let  into  his  kennel. " 

"  Hr.  Odtts,  you  teli  me  that  he  conatently  carries 
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about  bim  the  same  oU  pocketbook  which  he  nfa 
oontains  hia  fortune  j  in  other  words,  the  papers  that 
frightea  Us  victim  into  giving  him  the  money  which  is 
now  the  oaoae  of  his  Aangar.  There  is  surely  no  pocket 
yon  cannot  pick  or  get  picked,  Mr.  Gntts  I  Fifty  ponnds 
for  that  book  in  three  hours. " 

*  Fifty  pounds  are  not  enough ;  the  man  he  sponges 
on  would  give  more  to  have  thoee  papers  in  his  power;" 

"  Possibly;  but  Losely  has  not  been  dolt  enough  to 
trust  you  sufficiently  to  enable  you  to  know  how  to  com- 
mence negotiations.  Even  if  the  man's  name  and  ad- 
dress be  amongBt  those  papers,  you  coald  not.  make  use 
of  the  knowledge  without  bringing  Jasper  himself  upon 
yon;  and  even  if  Jasper  were  out  of  the  wity,  you  would 
not  have  the  same  hcAd  over  bis  victim :  yon  know  not 
the  oironmatancea;  you  could  make  no  atoiy  out  of  some 
incoherent,  ramblii^  letters;  and  the  man,  wbo,  I  can 
tell  yon,  Is  by  nature  a  bnlly,  and  strong,  compared  with 
any  other  nan  but  Jasper,  would  seize  you  by  the  collar^ 
and  you  would  be  lucky  if  yon  got  out  of  his  house  with 
no  other  loss  than  the  letters,  and  no  other  gain  but  a 
looken  bone.  Pooh!  you  know  all  that,  or  yon  would 
have  stolen  the  book  and  made  nae  of  it  before.  Fifty 
ponnds  for  that  b6ok  in  three  hours;  and' if  Jasper 
Ijoaely  be  safe  and  alive  six  moiiths  hence,  fifty  pounds 
more,  Mr.  Cntts.  Seel  he  stirs  not,  ->hB  must  be  fast 
asleep.     Now  ia  the  moment." 

"  What,  inhisown  roomi"  said  Cntts  with  contempt. 
"  Why,  he  would  know  who  did  it;  and  whsta  should  I 
be  to-morrowt  Ho,  — in  the  streets;  any  one  has  a 
right  to  pick  a  pocket  in  the  Queen's'  highways.  In 
tfaiee  honrfl  you  shall  have  the  book." 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

Ifercniy  !■  the  Patnm  IMty  of  tforawtila  gpeealMoM,  m  wall  m 
of  cnek-bTalned  Poets  i  bideed,  ha  li  mncb  nttm  bvorable,  iik«« 
■  friend  at  ft  pioch,  to  the  former  clan  of  hl«  prot^gte  thui  he 
b  to  the  Utter. 

"  FooLuif  per  bo«te«  Hercorioa  celer 
DeuM  jwTentein  loitDUt  aenL** 

Pools  waa  sitting  with  his  wife  after  dinner.  He  had 
made  a  good  apeculation  that  dsy ;  little  Johnny  woiUd 
be  alt  the  better  for  it  a  few  years  hence,  and  «ome  other 
man's  little  Johnnys  all  the  wotae,  —  bat  each  for  him- 
eelf  in  this  vorld!  Poole  wai  therefore  bsaking  in  the 
light  of  hie  gentle  helpmate's  approving  amile.  He  had 
taken  an  extra  glass  of  a  Tenenble  port-wine,  which  had 
passed  to  hie  celUr  from  the  bins  of  Uncle  Sam.  Con- 
mercial  prosperity  without,  coojogal  felicity  within  the 
walls  of  Alhambra  Villa;  aurely  Adolf^iu  Poole  is  an 
eoTiable  nunl  Does  he  look  soT  The  ghost  of  what 
he  was  but  a  few  montha  agol  His  cheeks  have  fallen 
in;  his  clothes  hang  on  him  like  bags;  then  is  a  wor- 
ried, haggard  look  in  his  eyes,  a  nervous  twitch  in  his 
lips,  and  every  now  and  then  he  looks  at  the  handsome 
PariBian  clock  on  the  chimney -piece,  and  then  shifts  his 
postura,  anube  his  oonnnbial  angel,  who  asks  "  What  ails 
himf  refills  his  glass,  and  stares  on  the  fire,  seeing 
strange  shapes  in  the  mobile  aspects  of  the  ooals. 

To-morrow  brings  back  this  weekly  spectrel  To- 
morrow Jasper  Losely,  pnnctual  to  the  stoke  of  eleven, 
returns  to  remind  him  of  that  past  which,  if  revealed, 
will  blast  the  future.     And  revealed  it  might  be  anj 
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hour  deepite  the  bribe  for  silence  which  he  mast  pay 
vitk  his  own  hands,  nhdei  his  own  roof.  Would  h« 
tnut  another  with  the  secret  of  that  payment  I  —  horror! 
Would  he  visit  Loeely  at  his  own  lodging,  and  pay  him 
there  1  —  murder  I  Wonld  he  appoint  him  somewhere 
in  the  atreeta,  —  ran  the  chance  of  being  seen  witji  snch 
a  friend  I  Bespectability  confabulating  with  o&ll  — 
dii^racel  Ajid  Jasper  hod  on  the  last  two  or  three 
visits  been  peculiarly  disagreeable.  He  had  talked 
load.  Foole  feared  that  hia  wife  might  have  her  ear 
at  the  key-hole.  Jasper  had  seen  the  parlor-maid  in 
ttie  paatage  as  he  went  ont,  and  caught  her  round  the 
waist.  The  parlor-maid  had  complained  to  Mrs.  Poole, 
and  said  she  should  leave  if  so  insulted  by  such  an  ugly 
blaclcgaaid,  Alas!  what  the  poor  lady-killer  has  come 
to  I  Mrs,  Poole  had  grown  more  and  more  inquisitive 
and  tionbleaome  on  the  subject  of  such  extraordinary 
visits;  and  now,  as  her  husband  stirred  the  fire,  —  hav- 
ing nmeed  her  secret  ire  by  his  previous  unmanly  snub- 
l»DgB,  and  Mrs.  Poole  being  one  of  those  iacomporable 
wives  who  have  a  perfect  command  of  temper,  who  never 
reply  to  angry  words  at  the  moment,  and  who  always, 
with  axquiatte  calm  and  self-posaeasion,  pay  off  averj 
angry  word  by  an  amiable  sting  at  a  right  momsut,  ^ 
Hie.  Puole,  I  eay,  thus  softly  sud,  — 

*  Sammy,  duck,  we  know  what  makes  oo  so  oroes;  but 
it  sha'n't  vex  oo  long,  Sammy.  That  dreadfnl  man 
oomea  to-morrow.  He  always  comes  tite  same  day  of 
Hm  week." 

'  Hold  your  tongue,  Utia.  Foole." 

"  Tee,  Sammy,  dear,  I  '11  hold  my  tongoa.  But 
Sammy  sha'n't  be  imposed  nptMi  l^  mendicants;  for  I 
know  he  is  a  mendicant, —  one  of  those  sharpers  or 
black-lega  who  took  oo  in,  poor,  innocent  Sam,  in  oo 
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wild  liubelot  days,  and  oo  good  heart  can't  bear  to  see 
him  in  difltreasj  but  there  ntoat  be  an  end  to-alt  things." 

"  Hi8.  Poole,' — Mra.  Poole;  will  you  atop  your  fool'a 
jaw  or  not !  " 

"  My  poor,  dear  hubby,"  eaid  the  angel,  squeezing  oat 
a  mild  tear,  "  oo  will  be  in  good  bauds  to  advise  oo;  for 
I  've  been  and  told  Pal " 

"You  hare,"  faltered  Poole,  "told  your  father,  —  yon 
lUTe  I  "  and  tiie  expression  of  his  face  beoame  so  ghastly 
ibai  Mtb.  Poole  grew  seriously  terrified.  She  bad  long 
felt  that  tiieie  was  something  very  sospicioue  in  her 
hosbaQd's  submission  to  the  insolence  of  so  rude  a  visi- 
tor. But  she  knew  that  he  was  not  brave;  the  man 
might  intimidate  him  by  threats  of  personal  violenoe. 
The  man  might  probably  be  some  poor  relation,  or  some 
ona  whom  Foole  bad  ruined,  either  in  bygone  discredit- 
able sporting  days,  or  in  recent  respectable  mercsntilQ 
speculations.  But  at  that  ghastly  look  a  glimpse  of  the 
teal  truth  broke  upon  her;  and  ^  stood  speechless  and 
appalled.  At  tbU  moment  there  was  a  loud  ring  at  the 
■beet-door  ball.  Poole  gathered  himself  up,  and  stag- 
gered out  of  the  room  into  the  pass^e. 

His  wife  remained  without  motion;  for  the  first  time 
she  conceived  a  fear  of  her  husband.  Presently  she 
heard  a  hare^,  female  voice  in  the  hall,  and  then  a  joy- 
ous exclamation  from  Pools  himself.  Beoovered  by 
these  unexpected  sounds,  she  went  mechanically  forth 
into  the  passage,  just  in  time  to  see  tJie  hema  of  a  dwrk, 
iron-gray  dress  disappearing  within  Poole's  study,  while 
Poole,  who  had  opened  the  study  door,  and  was  bowing- 
in  the  iron-gray  dress  obsequiously,  turned  bis  eye 
towards  his  wife,  and  striding  towards  her  for  a  mo- 
ment, whispered,  "  Qo  up-stairs  and  stir  not,"  in  a  tons 
so  unlike  bis  usual  gruff  occenta  of  ctHumand,  that  it 
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cotred  lier  out  of  the  pitrfound  contempt  vith  which  she 
faabitti&lly  Teceived',  while  smilli^lf  obeying,  hifl  muital 
authority, 

Poole,  T&nishiDg  into  hia  study,  caiefully  closed  hie 
dooT,  and  would  have  cat^t  hia  lady  visitor  by  both 
her  hands^  but  she  waived  him  baok,  and,  declining  a 
Beat,  remained  atemly  eteot. 

"  Mr.  Poole,  I  have  but  a  few  woida  to  say.  The 
lettera  which  gave  Jaaper  Ijosely  the  power  to  extort . 
money  from  you  are  no  longer  in  hie  posaesaicHi;  they 
am  in  mine.  Ton  need  fear  him  no  more, — you  will 
fee  him  no  more." 

'  OhI "  cried  Poole,  foiling  on  his  knees,  "  &e  bless- 
ing of  a  father  of  a  family,  — a  babe  not  six  weeks  bom, 
— be  on  your  blessed,  blessed  head  I " 

"  Qet  up,  and  don't  talk  nonsense.  I  do  not  give  yoa 
these  papers  at  present,  nor  bom  them.  Instead  of  be- 
ii^  in  the  power  of  a  muddled,  irresolute  drunkard,  you 
are  in  the  power  of  a  vigilant,  clear-brained  woman. 
You  are  in  my  power,  and  you  will  act  as  I  tell  you. " 

"  You  can  ask  nothing  wrong,  I  am  sure,"  said  Poole, 
his  grat«ful  enthusiasm  much  abated.  "  Command  me; 
but  the  papers  can  be  of  no  use  to  you;  I  will  pay  for 
them  handsomely." 

"  Be  silent  and  listen.  I  retain  these  papers,  —  first, 
because  Jasper  Loeely  must  not  know  that  they  ever 
passed  to  my  hands;  secondly,  because  you  must  inflict 
no  injury  on  Losely  himself.  Betray  me  to  him,  or  try 
to  render  himself  up  to  the  law,  and  the  documents  will 
be  used  against  you  ruthlessly.  Ohey,  and  you  have 
nothing  to  fear,  and  nothing  to  pay.  When  Jasper 
Losely  calls  on  you  to-morrow,  ask  him  to  show  you  the 
letters.  He  cannot;  he  will  make  excuses.  Decline 
peremptorily,  but  not  insultingly  (his  temper  is  fierce), 
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to  pay  him  farther.  He  will  perhaps  charge  yon  with 
having  hired  eome  one  b>  purloin  bie  pot^etbook;  let 
him  think  it.  Stop,  —  your  window  here  opana  on  the 
ground;  —  a  garden  without: — Ahl  have  three  of  the 
police  in  that  garden,  in  eight  of  the  window.  Point 
to  IJiem  if  he  threaten  you ;  sununon  them  to  your  aid, 
or  pasB  out  to  them,  if  he  actually  attempt  Tiolence. 
But  wheu  be  has  left  the  house,  you  muet  urge  no  charge 
against  him ;  he  must  be  let  off  onacatbed.  You  can  be 
at  no  loss  for  excuse  in  tliia  mercy;  a  friend  of  fanner 
times,  — needy,  unfortunate,  whom  habits  of  drink  mad- 
dened for  the  moment;  necessary  to  eject  him;  inbiiTwn 
to  prosecute,  — any  story  you  please.  The  next  day  yon 
can,  if  you  choose,  leave  London  for  a  short  time;  I 
advise  it.  But  his  teeth  will  be  drawn;  he  will  most 
probably  never  trouble  you  again.  I  know  his  character. 
There,  I  have  done;  open  the  door,  sir." 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

The  wreck  *nd  tlw  life-boat  in  a  fag. 

Tbs  next  day,  a  little  after  noon,  Jasper  Loeely,  com- 
ing back  from  Alhambra  Villa, — furious,  desperate, 
knowing  not  where  to  tun  for  bread,  or  on  whom 
to  poui  hie  rage,  —  beheld  suddenly,  in  a  quiet,  half- 
bnilt  street,  which  led  from  the  suburb  to  the  New 
Soad,  Aiabella  Crane  standing  right  in  his  path.  She 
had  emerged  from  one  of  the  many  straight,  intersect- 
ing roads  which  characterize  that  crude  nebula  of  a  future 
dty;  and  the  woman  and  the  man  met  thus  face  to 
foce:  not  another  passer-by  visible  in  the  thorooghfare ; 
at  a  diatance  the  dozing  hack  cab-stand;  round  and 
about  them  carcasses  of  brick  and  mortar,  — some  with 
gaunt  scaffolding  fixed  into  their  ribs,  and  all  looking 
yet  more  weird  in  their  raw  struggle  into  shape  through 
the  livid  haae  of  a  yellow  fog. 

Loaely,  seeing  Arabella  thus  planted  in  his  way, 
recoiled;  and  the  superstition  in  which  be  had  long 
associated  her  image  with  baffled  schemes  and  perilous 
hours,  sent  the  wrathful  blood  hack  through  his  veins 
so  quickly  that  he  heard  his  heart  beat 

Una.  Chaitb.  — "So!  You  see  we  cannot  help  meet- 
ing, Jasper  dear,  do  what  yon  will  to  shun  raft  " 

LosKLT.  —  "I  —  I  —  you  always  startle  me  so  I  —  you 
are  in  town,  thent — to  stay  1  — your  old  quarters! " 

Mbs.  Grakz. — "Why  aakt  Tou  cannot  wish  to 
know  where  I  am,  —  you  would  not  call.  But  how 
fares  Itt  —  what  do  you  dot  —  how  do  yoa  livet  Tou 
look  ill,  —  poor  Jasper. " 
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LoBKLY  (fiercely).  — "Hang  your  pity,  and  give  ma 
some  money," 

Mas.  Gkakb  (calmly  laying  her  lean  hand  on  Uie 
ann  Thich  was  darted  fonraid  more  in  menace  than 
entreaty,  and  actually  terrifying  tbe  gladiator  h  she 
linked  that  deadly  arm  into  her  own).  — "I  said  yon 
would  always  find  me  when  at  tbe  woist  of  yooi 
troubles.  And  so,  Jasper,  it  shall  be  till  this  right 
hand  of  yours  ia  powerless  as  the  clay  at  our  feet. 
Walk  —  walk;  you  are  not  afraid  of  met  —  walk  on, 
tell  me  all.     Where  have  you  just  been!" 

Jasper,  therewith  reminded  of  his  wrongs,  poured 
out  a  volley  of  abuse  on  Poole,  communicating  to  Mrs. 
Ciane  the  whole  story  of  his  claims  on  that  gentleman, 

—  the  loss  of  the  pocket-book  filched  from  him,  and 
Poole's  knowledge  that  he  was  thus  disarmed. 

"  And  the  coward,"  said  he,  grinding  hie  teeth,  "  got 
out  of  his  window, — and  three  policemen  in  his  garden. 
He  must  have  bribed  a  pickpocket,  —  low  knave  that  he 
is.     But  I  shall  find  out,  and  then —  " 

"  And   then,    Jasper,   how   will   you   be    better  ofFt 

—  the  letters  are  gone;  and  Poole  has  you  in  his  power 
if  you  threaten  him  again.  Now,  hark  yon;  you 
did  not  mnrder  the  Italian  who  was  found  stabbed  in 
the  fields  yonder  a  week  ago;  £100  reward  for  tbe 
murderer  t " 

"It  —  DO.  How  coldly  you  ask  t  I  have  hit  hard  in 
fair  fight;  —  murdered,  never.  If  ever  I  take  to  that,  I 
shall  begin  with  Poole." 

"But  I  tell  you,  Jasper,  that  you  are  auspected  of 
'  that  murder;  that  you  will  be  accused  of  that  murder; 
and  if  I  bad  not  thus  fortunately  met  yon,  for  that 
murder  you  would  be  tried  and  hanged." 

'Are  youserioust    Who  could  accuse  me  I" 
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"  Those  Tho  know  that  y oa  an  not  guilty ;  those  who 
could  make  yon  appear  ao,  —  &e  Tillaina  with  whom 
you  horde,  and  drink,  and  brawl  I  Have  I  ever  bean 
wrong  in  my  warnings  yett " 

"  This  is  too  horrible,"  faltered  Loaely,  thinking  not 
of  the  conspiracy  against  hie  life,  bat  of  her  prescience 
iu  detecting  it.  "  It  must  be  witchcraft  and  nothing 
else.     How  could  you  leam  what  you  tell  mel" 

"That  ia  my  afiEair;  enough  for  you  that  I  am  right. 
Oo  no  more  to  those  black  haunts;  they  are  even  now 
full  of  snaiea  and  pitfalls  for  you.  Leave  London,  and 
you  are  aafe.     Trust  to  n»6." 

"  And  where  shall  I  go  t " 

"  Look  you,  Jasper ;  you  have  wonx  out  this  old 
world, — no  refuge  for  you  but  the  new.  Whither 
went  yooi  father,  thither  go  you.  Consent,  and  you 
ahall  not  want.  Ton  cannot  discover  Sophy.  Yoa 
have  failed  in  all  attempts  on  Darrell's  purse.  But 
^;ree  to  sail  to  Australasia,  and  I  will  engage  te  you 
an  income  larger  than  you  say  you  extorted  from  Poole, 
to  be  spent  in  those  safer  shores." 

"  And  you  will  go  with  me,  I  suppose,"  said  Losely, 
witti  nngraciona  aullenness. 

"  Go  with  you,  as  yon  please.  Be  where  you  are,  — 
yes." 

The  ruffian  bounded  with  rage  and  loathing. 

"Woman,  cross  me  no  more,  or  I  shall  he  goaded 
into — " 

"Into  killing  me,  — you  dare  not!  Meet  my  eye  it 
you  can,  —you  dare  not!  Harm  me,  yea  a  hair  of  my 
head,  and  your  momenta  are  numbered  —  your  doom 
seated.  Be  we  two  together  in  a  desert,  —  not  a  human 
eye  to  see  the  deed,  — not  a  human  ear  to  receive  my 
groan,  —  and  still  I  shonld  stand  by  your  side  nn- 
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hattned.  I,  who  have  ratansd  liie  wrongs  received 
from  yon,  hj  vigilant,  nntiring  benefita;  I,  who  have 
saved  yon  from  so  many  enemisB  and  so  many  dangers; 
I,  who,  now  when  all  the  rest  of  earth  shun  you, 
when  all  other  resource  fails;  I,  who  now  eay  to  yon, 
'  Share  my  Income,  hut  be  honesti '  — /  receive  injury 
from  that  handl  yo;  the  guilt  would  he  too  unnat- 
nral,  —  Heaven  would  not  permit  it.  Try,  and  your 
arm  will  fall  palsied  hy  your  side!" 

Jasper's  bloodshot  eyes  dropped  beneath  the  woman's 
fixed  and  scorching  gaze,  and  his  lips,  white  and  tremti- 
louB,  refused  to  breathe  the  fierce  curse  into  which  his 
hmtal  nature  concentrated  its  fears  and  ite  hate.  He 
walked  on  in  gloomy  silence ;  but  some  words  she  had 
let  fall  suggested  a  last  resort  to  his  own  daring. 

She  had  urged  him  to  quit  the  old  world  for  the  new, 
but  that  had  been  the  very  proposition  conveyed  to  him 
from  Darrell.  If  that  proposition,  so  repugnant  to  the 
indolence  that  had  grown  over  him,  must  be  embraced, 
better  at  least  sail  forth  alone,  his  own  master,  than  be 
the  dependent  slave  of  this  abhorred  and  persecuting 
benefactress.  His  despair  gave  him  the  determination 
he  had  hitherto  lacked.  He  would  seek  Darrell  him- 
self, and  make  the  best  compromise  he  could.  This 
resolve  passed  into  his  mind  as  he  stalked  on  through 
the  yellow  f(^,  and  his  nerves  recovered  from  their 
irritalaon,  and  his  thonghta  rosined  something  of  their 
ancient  craft  as  the  idea  of  escaping  from  Mrs.  Crane's 
vigilance  and  charity  assumed  a  definite  shape. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  at  length,  dissimulating  hie  repug- 
nance, and  with  an  efibrt  at  his  old  half -coaxing,  half- 
rollicking  tones, "  you  certainly  are  the  best  of  creaturee; 
and,  aa  you  say,— 

■  Had  I  a  heart  for  fakehood  framed, 
I  ne'er  could  injure  you,' 
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tugrateful  dog  thongh  I  mnat  seem,  and  veiy  likel;  mm. 
I  own  I  have  a  horror  of  Anatralasia,  —  aoch  t,  long 
Bea-Toyage  I  ?4'bw  ecmies  no  longer  attract  me  j  I  un  no 
longer  yoong,  tbongh  I  ooght  to  be;  but  if  you  inaiat 
on  it,  and  Till  really  condescend  io  accompany  ma  ia 
spite  of  all  my  sins  to  you,  vhy,  I  can  make  up  my 
mind.  And  aa  to  honesty,  ask  those  infernal  nacals, 
who,  yon  say,  would  swear  away  my  life,  and  they  will 
tell  you  that  I  hare  been  as  innocent  aa  a  lamb  since 
my  return  to  England;  and  that  is  my  guilt  in  their 
Tilianous  eyes.  Aa  long  as  that  infamous  Foole  gave 
me  enough  for  my  humble  wants,  I  waa  a  refonned 
man.  I  wish  to  keep  reformed.  Very  little  suffices 
for  roe  now.  As  you  say,  Australasia  may  bs  the  beat 
place  for  me.     When  shall  wa  go  I " 

"  Are  you  serious  i " 

"  To  be  SUM. " 

"  Then  I  will  inquire  the  days  on  which  the  vessels  sail. 
Yon  can  call  on  me  at  my  own  old  home,  and  all  shall 
be  arranged.  Oh,  Jasper  Loeely,  do  not  avoid  this  laat 
chance  of  escape  from  the  perils  that  gather  round  you." 

"No;  I  am  sick  of  life, — of  all  things  except  lepgee, 
Arabella,  I  buSbf  horrible  pain." 

He  groaned,  for  he  spoke  truly.  At  that  moment 
this  gnaw  of  the  monster  anguish,  which  fastens  on  the 
nerves  like  a  wolf's  tooth,  waa  so  keen  that  he  longed 
to  swell  his  groan  into  a  roar.  The  old  fable  of  Her- 
enles  in  the  poisoned  tunic  was  surely  invented  by  some 
skilled  physiologist  to  denote  the  truth  that  it  is  only 
in  the  strongest  frames  that  pain  can  be  pushed  into  its 
extremeat  torture.  The  heart  of  the  grim  woman  was 
instantly  and  thoroughly  softened.  9he  paused;  she 
made  him  lean  on  her  arm;  she  wiped  the  drops  from 
hia  brow ;  she  addressed  him  in  the  moat  soothing  tonea 
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oS  pity.  The  Bpum  paaaed  «iray  suddenly  as  it  does 
in  DBOralgio  agonies,  uid  with  it  any  gntitude  ta  any 
lemone  in  the  breast  of  the  ni^erer. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  I  will  call  on  yoa  ;  bat  meanwhile 
1  am  without  a  farthing.  Oh,  do  not  fear  that  if  yon 
helped  me  now,  I  should  again  shun  you.  I  have  no 
other  resource  left;  nor  have  I  now  the  wpint  I  once 
had.     I  no  longer  now  laugh  at  fatigue  and  danger. " 

"But  will  you  swear  by  all  that  you  yet  hold  sacred, 

—  if,  alasl  there  be  aught  which  is  sacred  to  you, — 
that  you  will  not  again  seek  the  company  of  those  men  who 
are  conspiring  to  entrap  you  into  the  hangman's  hands  t" 

"  Seek  them  again,  the  ungrateful  oowardly  black- 
guards! No,  no;  I  promise  you  that,  —  solemnly;  it 
is  medical  aid  that  I  want;  it  is  reet,  I  tell  you, — 
rest,  rest,  lest." 

Arabella  Crane  drew  forth  her  puree.  "Take  what 
you  will,"  said  she,  gently.  Jasper,  whether  from  the 
desire  to  deceive  her,  or  because  her  alms  were  really  so 
distasteful  to  his  strange  kind  of  pride  that  he  stinted 
to  bare  necessi^  the  appeal  to  them,  oontented  himadf 
with  a  third  or  fourtii  of  the  eovereigns  that  the  purse 
contained,  and,  after  a  few  words  of  thanks  and  prom- 
ises, he  left  her  side,  and  soon  vanished  in  the  f<^  that 
grew  darker  and  darker  as  the  night-like  wintiy  day 
deepened  over  the  silenoed  thoroughfares. 

The  woman  went  her  way  through  the  mists,  hopeful, 

—  throt^h  the  mists  went  the  man,  hopeful  also.  Be- 
cruiting  himself  by  slight  food  and  strong  drink  at  a 
tavern  on  his  road,  be  stalked  on  to  Darrell's  house  in 
Carlton  Qardena;  and,  learning  there  that  Darrell  was 
at  Fawley,  hastened  to  the  station  from  which  started 
the  train  to  the  town  nearest  to  the  old  manor-house; 
reached  that  town  safely,  and  there  rested  for  the  night. 
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The  went  wbkb  Qnj  DuTell  did  not  nnflde  to  Alten  KiiAy. 

It  wu  a  Bemne  noonday  in  that  melancholy  interladc 
of  the  BeasosB  when  autumn  has  really  oeaaed,  —  winter 
not  yet  visibly  begun.  The  same  hiied  vehicle  which 
had  borne  Lionel  to  Fawley,  mare  than  five  yean  ago, 
■topped  at  the  gate  of  the  wild,  nmbragooue  gtaas-land 
that  Bunonnded  ^e  antique  manor-house.  It  had  been 
engaged,  from  the  nearest  rail  way -atation  on  the  London 
road,  by  a  lady,  with  a  feioale  oompanion  who  seemed 
h«  servant.  The  driver  dismounted,  opened  the  door 
ot  the  vehiole,  and  &b  l*dy,  bidding  him  wait  then 
till  her  return,  and  aayiim  a  few  words  to  her  com- 
panion, descended,  and,  dnwing  hsr  cloak  round  her, 
walked  on  alotie  towards  the  manor-house.  At  first  her 
step  was  firm,  and  her  pace  quick.  She  was  still  ondei  - 
the  excitement  of  the  resolve  in  which  the  journey  from 
her  home  had  been  eoddenly  ixmceived  and  promptly 
aocomplii^ed.  But  aa  the  path  wound  on  through  the 
stillness  of  veuerable  groves,  her  courage  b^an  to  fail 
her.  Her  feet  loitered,  her  eyes  wandered  round 
vaguely,  timidly.  The  scene  was  not  new  to  her. 
As  she  gased,  roshingly  galiiered  over  her  sorrowful, 
shrinking  mind  memories  of  sportive  happy  summer 
d^at  ^ent  in  childhood  amidst  those  turfs  and  ahades, 
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—  memories,  more  agitstii^,  of  the  last  viait  (childhood 
then  ripened  into  blooming  youth)  to  the  ancient  dwell- 
ing which,  yet  concealed  from  view  by  the  swells  of  the 
undulating  ground  uid  the  yellow  houghs  of  tlie  giant 
trees,  betrayed  its  site  by  the  smoke  risii^  tiiin  and 
dim  against  tjie  limpid  atmosphere.  She  bent  down 
her  head,  closing  her  eyes  as  if  to  shut  out  less  the 
fiue  of  the  landscape  than  the  images  that  rose  ghost- 
like up  to  people  it,  and  sighed  heavily,  hearily. 
!N^ow,  hard  by,  loused  from  its  bed  amongst  the  fern, 
the  doe  that  Darrell  had  tamed  into  companionship  had 
watched  with  curiosity  this  strange  intruder  on  its  soli- 
tary range.  But  at  the  sotmd  of  that  heavy  sigh,  the 
creattre,  emboldened,  left  its  halting-place,  koA  stole 
close  to  the  saddened  woman,  touching  her  very  dress. 
Doubtless,  as  Darrell'e  companion  in  his  most  musing 
hours,  the  doe  was  familiarized  to  the  soimd  of  sighs, 
and  associated  the  sound  with  its  gentlest  notions  of 
humanity. 

I  The  lady,  starting,  raised  her  drooping  lids,  and  met 
jtboss  soft,  dark  eyes,  dark  and  soft  as  her  own.  Bound 
the  animal's  neck  there  was  a  simple  (x>llar  with  a  silver 
plate,  freeh  and  new,  evidently  placed  there  recently; 
and  as  the  creature  thmat  forward  ite  bead,  as  if  for 
Hie  caress  of  a  wonted  hand,  the  lady  read  the  inscrip- 
tion. The  words  were  in  Italian,  and  may  be  oonstrusd 
thus:  "  Female,  yet  not  faithless^  fostered,  yet  not  un- 
grateful." As  she  read,  her  heart  so  swelled,  snd  her 
resolve  so  deserted  her,  that  she  tamed  as  if  she  had 
received  a  sentence  of  dismissal,  and  went  back  some 
hasty  paces.  The  doe  followed  her  till  she  paused 
again,  and  then  it  went  slowly  down  a  narrow  path  to 
the  left,  which  led  to  the  bonks  of  the  littls  lake. 
The  lady  htul  now  rsoorersd  beiseU.     *  It  is  s  dufy, 
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and  it  must  be  done,"  ihe  mattflred,  sod  letting  dovu 
the  veil  shu  had  niaed  oo  entering  the  demeane,  she 
honied  on,  not  letraciiig  her  steps  in  the  same  path, 
but  taking  that  into  which  the  doe  had  stricken,  pet- 
hspa  in  the  confused  mistake  of  a  mind  absorbed  and 
absent,  —  perhaps  in  revived  recoUectitui  of  the  local- 
ities, for  the  way  thus  to  the  bouse  was  shorter  than  bj 
the  weedgiown  carriage-road.  The  lake  came  in  view, 
serene  and  glassy;  half -leafless  woodlands  reflected  far 
upon  its  quiet  waters;  the  doe  halted,  lifted  its  bead^ 
and  sniffed  the  air,  and  somewhat  quickening  ite  pace, 
vanished  behind  one  of  the  hillocks  clothed  with  brush* 
wood,  that  gave  so  primitive  and  forest-like  a  character 
to  the  old  ground.  Adranoing  still,  there  now,  at  her 
right  band,  giew  out  of  t^  landscape  the  noble  tumts 
of  the  unfinished  pile;  and,  close  at  her  left,  under  a 
gnarled,  fantastic  thorn-tree,  the  still  lake  at  his  feet 
reflecting  his  stiller  shadow,  reclined  Qmj  Darrell,  the 
doe  nestled  at  his  aide. 

So  unexpected  this  sight,  —  be,  whom  she  oame  to 
seek  yet  feared  to  see,  so  close  upon  ber  way,  —  the 
lady  uttered  a  faint  but  sharp  cry,  and  Darrell  sprang 
to  hia  feet.  She  stood  before  him,  veiled,  mantled, 
bending  as  a  suppliant. 

"  Avauntl "  he  faltered  wildly.  "  la  tiaa  a  spirit  my 
own  black  solitude  conjuiee  up,  — or  is  it  a  delusion,  a 
dteaffil" 

"  It  is  I — II  — dte  Caroline  dear  to  you  once,  if 
detested  nowl  Foi^ve  mel  Not  for  myself  I  oome." 
She  flung  back  her  veil, — her  eyes  pleadingly  sot^ht 
his. 

"So,"  said  Darrell,  gathering  bia  arms  round  hia 
breast  in  the  gesture  peculiar  to  him  when  seeking 
either  to  calm  a  more  turbulent  movement,  ot  .to  con* 
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fitm  a  sterner  resolution  of  his  heart, — "sol  CaioliiM, 
ICucbionesa  of  Moatfort,  we  are  then  fated  to  meet  &ce 
to  &ce  at  last  I  I  onderstand,  —  Lionel  Haughton  mat, 
or  showed  to  you  my  letter!  " 

"  Oh!  Mr.  Darrell,  how  could  you  hare  the  heart  to 
write  in  such  terms  of  one  who  —  " 

"  One  who  had  taken  the  heart  from  my  bosom  and 
templed  It  into  the  mire.  True,  fribbles  will  say, 
'  Fie  I  the  Tocabulaty  of  fine  gentlemen  has  no  haish 
terms  for  women.'  Qallante,  to  whom  love  is  paetlm«, 
leave  oi  are  left  with  elegant  sorrow  and  courtly  bows. 
Jfadam,  I  was  never  such  airy  gallant.  I  am  but  a 
man  unhappily  in  earnest,  —  a  man  who  placed  in  those 
hands  hie  life  of  life,  —  who  said  to  yon,  while  yet  m 
his  prime,  '  There  is  my  future,  — take  it,  till  it  vanish 
out  of  earth  1'  You  have  made  that  life  subetancelees  as 
a  ghost,  —  that  future  barren  as  the  grave.  And  when 
you  dare  force  youTself  again  upon  my  way,  and  would 
dictate  laws  to  my  very  hearth,  — if  I  speak  as  a  man 
what  plain  men  must  feel,  —  'OhI  Mr.  Darrell,'  mye 
your  ii^ured  ladyship,  '  how  can  you  have  the  heart! ' 
Woman  I  were  you  not  false  as  the  falsest  T  Falsehood 
has  no  dignity  to  awe  rebuke,  —  falsehood  no  privilege 
of  sez." 

"Darrell,  Darrell,  Darrell,  — spate  me,  spare  mel  I 
have  been  so  punished,  —  I  am  so  miserable!  " 

"Yon! — punished!  What!  you  sold  yourself  to 
youth,  and  sleek  looks,  and  grand  titles,  and  the 
flattery  of  a  world;  and  your  rose-leaves  were  cnun' 
pled  in  the  gorgeous  marriage-bed.  Adequate  punish* 
mentl  —  a  crumpled  rose-leaf!  True,  the  man  was 
a —  Bat  why  should  I  speak  ill  of  him  I  It  was  he 
who  was  punished,  if,  accepting  his  rank,  yon  recog- 
nized ID  himself  a  nothingness  that  you  could  neither 
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love  not  honoi.  False  and  ungrateful  ^ike  to  the 
man  jon  chose,  —  to  the  man  you  fonookl  And  nov 
yon  have  buried  one,  and  you  hare  eohemed  to  degrade 
the  othei. " 

*  D^rade!  —  oh,  it  is  tiiat  charge  which  has  Btnng 
me  to  the  quick.  All  the  others  I  deserve.  But  ihat 
chaigel     Listen,  —  you  shall  listenl  " 

"I  stand  here  resigned  to  do  ao.  Say  all  you  will 
now,  for  it  is  the  last  time  on  earth  I  lend  my  ean  to 
your  voice, " 

"  B«  it  so,  — the  last  time."  She  paused  to  recover 
speech,  collect  thoughte,  gain  strength;  and  strai^e 
though  it  may  seem  to  those  who  hare  nerei  loved, 
amidst  all  her  grief  and  humiliation  there  was  a  fear- 
ful delight  in  that  presence  from  whidi  she  had  been 
exiled  since  her  youth,  — nay,  delight  unaccountable  to 
herself,  even  in  that  rough,  vehement,  bitter  tempest 
of  reproach;  for  an  instinct  told  her  that  there  would 
have  been  no  hatred  in  the  language  had  no  love  been 
lingering  in  the  soul. 

"Speak,"  said  Danell,  gently  softened,  despite  him- 
self, by  her  evident  straggle  to  control  emotion. 

Twice  she  began,  —  twice  voice  failed  her.  At  last 
ber  words  came  forth  audibly.  She  b^;an  with  her  plea 
for  Lionel  and  Sophy,  and  gathered  boldness  by  her 
leal  on  their  behalf.  She  proceeded  to  vindicate  her 
own  motives,  —  to  acquit  herself  of  his  harsh  chaige. 
She  scheme  for  his  degradation!  She  had  been  too 
carried  away  by  her  desire  to  promote  his  happiness,  to 
guard  him  from  the  possibility  of  a  self-reproach.  At 
first  he  listened  to  her  with  a  haughty  calmness,  merely 
saying,  in  reference  to  Sophy  and  Lionel,  *  I  have  noth- 
ing to  add  or  to  alter  in  the  resolution  I  have  commoni- 
oated  to  Lionel."    But  when  she  thus  insensibly  mingled 
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tltflir  cauB  with  Iier  own,  his  impatienoe  brok«  out. 
"  If  7  happineiB  I  Ob,  well  have  you  proved  the  ainceritj 
with  which  yoa  ■chBmed  for  that  /  Save  me  firom  seU- 
leprottch,  —  met  Has  I^dy  Kontfort  so  wholly  fot> 
gottetL  that  ah«  wbb  onoe  Caroline  Lyndwy  that  she  cam 
MHome  the  part  of  a  wanung  angel  againet  the  tenoiB  of 
self -reproach  t" 

"Aht"  ahe  murtnnred  faintly,  "can  you  suppose, 
however  fickle  and  thanklasB  I  may  seem  to  yon  — " 

"  Seem!  "  he  repeated. 

"  Seem! "  she  said  again,  but  meekly, — '  seem,  and 
seem  justly;  yet  can  you  suppose  that  when  I  became 
free  to  utter  my  remorse,  to  epeak  of  gratitude,  of  rev- 
erence, —  I  was  insincere  1  DureU,  Darrell,  yon  cannot 
think  sol  That  Utter  which  reached  you  abroad  nearly 
a  year  ago,  in  which  I  laid  my  pride  of  woman  at  your 
feet,  as  I  Uy  it  now  in  coming  here, — that  letter,  in 
which  I  asked  if  it  were  impoesible  for  you  to  paidon, 
too  late  for  me  to  atone,  —  wan  written  on  my  knees.  It 
was  the  outburst  of  my  very  heart.  Nay,  nay;  hear  me 
out.  Do  not  imagine  that  I  would  ^ain  obtrude  a  hope 
ao  contemptuously  crushed ! "  (A  deep  blush  came  over 
her  cheek.)  '  I  blame  you  not,  nor,  let  me  say  it,  did 
your  sereri^  bring  that  shame  which  I  might  have 
justly  felt  had  I  so  written  to  any  man  on  earth  but 
you, — yon,  BO  reverenced  from  my  infancy ,  that  —  " 

'  Ay,"  interrupted  Darrell,  fieroely,  "  ay,  do  not  fear 
that  I  should  misconceive  you;  you  would  not  ao  have 
addreaaed  the  young,  Uie  fair,  the  happy.  Xo!  yan, 
proud  beauty,  with  hosts,  no  doubt,  of  supplicating 
wooers,  would  hare  thrust  that  hand  into  the  flames  be- 
foi»  it  wrote  to  a  young  man,  loved  as  the  young  are 
loved,  what  without  shame  it  wrote  to  the  old  man, 
reverenced  as  the  old  are  reverenced !    But  my  heart  is 
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not  old,  and  youi  boasted  leverence  was  a  mocking  in- 
sult. Tom  tetter,  torn  to  pieces,  vas  letumed  to  you 
without  a  word, -"insolt  for  iosalt!  You  felt  no  shame 
that  I  should  80  rudely  reject  your  pity.  Why  should 
yout  Rejected  pity  is  not  rejeoled  love.  The  man 
was  not  less  old  because  he  was  not  reconciled  to  age." 

This  construction  of  her  tender  penitence,  —  this  ex- 
planation of  his  hitter  acorn,  — took  Caroline  Moutfort 
wholly  by  surprise.  From  what  writhii^  agonies  oS 
lacerated  self-loTe  came  that  pride  which  was  but  self- 
depreciation  I  It  was  a  glimpse  into  the  deeper  i«nta 
of  his  chaned  and  desolated  being  which  increased  at 
once  her  yearning  affection  and  her  passionate  despair. 
Vainly  she  tried  to  utter  the  feelings  that  crowded  upon 
her!  — vainly,  vainly!  Woman  can  murmur,  "I  have 
injured  you, —  forgive ! "  when  she  cannot  exclaim, "  You 
disdain  me,  but  I  love!"  Vainly,  vainly  her  boeom 
heaved  and  her  lips  moved  under  the  awe  of  his  flashing 
eyes  and  the  grandeur  of  his  indignant  frown. 

"  Ah !  "  he  resumed,  pursuing  bis  own  thoi^hts  witAi 
a  sombre  intensity  of  passion  that  rendered  him  almost 
unconscious  of  her  presence, — "ah!  I  said  to  myself, 
'Oh,  she  believes  that  she  has  been  so  mourned  and 
missed  that  my  soul  would  spring  back  to  her  false 
smile;  that  I  could  be  ao  base  a  slave  to  my  senses  as  to 
pardon  the  traitress  because  her  face  was  fair  enough 
to  haunt  my  dreams.  She  dupes  herself;  she  is  no 
necessity  to  my  existence,  —  I  have  wrenched  it  from 
her  power  years,  long  years  ago!  I  will  show  her, 
since  again  she  deigns  to  remember  me,  that  I  am  not 
•0  old  as  to  be  grateful  for  the  leavings  of  a  heart.  I 
will  love  another,  — I  will  be  beloved.  She  shall  not 
■ay  with  secret  triumph,  "  The  old  man  dotes  in  le* 
jectiog  me. " ' " 
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"Damll,  DaTTeUi—uqjoBt,  cruel;  kill  me  nther 
thuL  talk  thnsl " 

He  beeded  not  hat  ay.  His  Tords  rolled  od  in  that 
wonderful,  varTing  music  Thich,  whetbei  in  tendemesi 
or  in  wmth,  gave  to  his  voice  a  magical  power,  —  Euci- 
natiog,  hudiing,  overmastering  humaa  souls. 

"  But — you  have  the  triumph;  see,  I  am  etill  alone  1 
I  sought  the  world  of  the  young,  —  the  mairiage  mart  of 
the  beautiful  once  more.  Alas  I  if  my  eye  was  captured 
tm  a  moment,  it  was  by  aomething  that  reminded  me  of 
you.  I  saw  a  faultleaa  face,  radiant  with  its  vi^in 
blufihi  moved  to  it,  I  drew  near,  —  sighing,  turned 
away ;  it  was  not  yoal  I  heard  the  silvery  laugh  of  a 
life  fresh  as  an  April  mora.  'Haikl '  I  said;  '  is  not 
that  the  sweet  mirth-note  at  which  all  my  cares  were 
dispeiledl '  Listening,  I  foigot  my  weight  of  years. 
Why  T  Because  listening,  I  remembered  you.  '  Heed 
not  the  treacherous  blush  and  the  bc^iling  laugh,' whis- 
pered Prudence.  '  Seek  in  congenial  mind  a  calm  com- 
panion to  thine  own.'  Mjndl  —  oh,  frigid  pedaubyl 
Mind  I  —  had  not  yours  been  a  voltune  open  to  my  eyes, 
in  every  page,  metbought,  some  lovely  poet-tmtb  never 
revealed  to  human  sense  before  I  No;  you  had  killsd 
to  me  all  womanhood]  Woo  another)  — wed  another! 
'Hush,'  I  said;  'it  ghall  be.  Eighteen  years  since  we 
parted  —  seeing  her  not,  she  remains  eternally  the  samel 
Seeing  her  again,  the  yery  change  that  time  must  have 
brought  will  cure.'  I  saw  you,  —  all  the  past  mahed 
hock  in  that  stolen  momuit.  I  fled :  never  more  to 
dream  Uut  I  can  shake  off  the  curse  of  memory,  —  blent 
with  each  drop  of  my  blood;  woven  with  each  tissue; 
throbbing  in  each  nerve,  bone  of  my  bone,  and  fleah  of  my 
flesh,poison-nx)t  from  which  every  thought  buds  to  wither, 
—  the  cures  to  have  loved  and  to  have  trusted  you!" 
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"Ifercifol  HMTeal  can  I  beu  this } "  cried  GuoUna, 
clasping  her  hands  to  her  bosom.  "  And  is  m;  ran  so 
great, — is  it  so  unpardonable]  Oh,  if  in  a  heart  so 
noble,  in  a  nature  so  great,  mine  was  the  unspeakable 
honor  to  inspire  bd  affection  thus  enduring,  must  it  be 
only  —  only  as  a  cuise  I  Why  ean  I  not  repair  the  post  1 
Yon  have  not  ceaeed  to  love  me.  Call  itiiate,  —  it  is 
love  stiUI  And  now,  no  bsrriet  between  our  lives,  can 
I  never,  never  again, — never,  now  that  I  know  I  am 
less  unworthy  of  you  by  the  very  anguish  I  feel  to  have 
so  atung  you,  —  can  I  never  again  be  the  Caroline  of 
old  I" 

"  Ha,  bal "  burst  forth  the  unrelentiI^(  man,  with  a 
bitter  laugh,—"  sea  the  real  coatseness  of  a  woman's 
nature  under  all  its  fine-spun  frippeiy!  Behold  these 
delicate  creatures,  that  we  scarcely  dare  to  woo!  How 
little  they  even  comprehend  the  idolatry  they  inspiiel 
The  Caroline  of  old!  Lo,  the  virgin  whose  hand  we 
touched  with  knightly  homage,  whose  first,  bashful  kias 
was  hallowed  as  the  gale  of  paradise,  deserts  us,  — sells 
herself  at  the  altar ;  Boncti&es  there  her  very  infideli^ 
to  us;  and  when  yean  have  passed,  and  a  death  has 
restored  her  freedom,  she  comes  to  us  as  if  she  bad 
never  pillowed  her  head  on  another's  bosom,  and  says, 
'Can  I  not  again  be  the  Caroline  of  oldt '  We  men  ore 
too  rude  to  forgive  the  faithless.  Where  is  the  Caro- 
line I  loved  t  Tou  —  ore — my  Lady  MontfortI  Look 
ronn4-  On  these  turfs,  you,  then  a  child,  played  beeide 
my  cliildrsn.  They  are  dead,  but  less  dead  to  me  than 
you.  Never  dreamed  I  then  tiiat  a  creature  so  fair  would 
be  otbei  than  a  child  to  my  grave  and  matured  exist- 
ence. Tben,  if  I  glanced  towards  your  future,  I  fell 
no  pang  to  picture  you  grown  to  womanhood,  —  another's 
bride.     My  hearth  had  for  years  been  widowed ;  I  hod 
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no  thought  of  eecond  nuptialB,  tij  boq  would  live  to 
«igo7  mj  wealth,  and  lealize  my  cheriahed  dieuuB, — 
my  son  was  anatched  from  me  I  Who  oIodb  had  ths 
power  to  comfort  t — who  alone  had  the  courage  to  steal 
into  the  darkened  room  where  I  aat  mourning  1  sure  that 
in  ber  voice  there  would  be  consolation,  and  the  sight 
of  her  sympathiring  tears  would  chide  away  the  bitter* 
neas  of  mine  t  — ■  who  but  the  Caroline  of  old  1  Ah,  you 
are  weeping  now.  But  Lady  Montfort's  tears  have  no 
talisman  to  me  I  You  were  then  atill  a  child,  —  as  a 
child,  my  soothing  angel.  A  year  or  so  more,  my 
daughter,  to  whom  all  my  pride  of  House;  all  my  hope 
of  race,  had  been  consigned;  she  whose  happiness  I 
valued  so  much  more  than  my  ambition,  that  I  had 
refused  her  hand  to  your  young  Lord  of  Montfort, — 
puppet  that,  stripped  of  the  millineiy  of  titles,  was  not 
wtn^y  to  replace  a  doll  I  —  my  daughter,  I  folded  her 
one  night  in  my  arms;  I  implored  her  to  confide  in  me 
if  ever  she  nursed  a  hope  that  I  could  further, — knew 
a  grief  that  I  could  banish;  and  ahe  promised,  and  she 
bent  her  forehead  to  my  blessing,  —  and  before  daybreak 
ahe  had  fled  with  a  man  whose  very  tonch  was  dishonor 
and  pollution,  and  was  lost  to  me  forever.  .  .  .  Then, 
when  I  came  hither  to  vent  at  my  father's  grave  the 
indignant  grief  I  suffered  not  the  world  to  see,  you  and 
your  mother  (she  who  professed  for  me  «uch  loyal  friend- 
ship, snch  inefiaceable  gistitude) ,  —  you  two  came  kindly 
to  share  my  solitude.  And  then,  then  you  were  a  child 
no  more!  —  and  a  sun  that  had  never  gilt  my  life,  bright- 
ened out  of  the  face  of  the  Caroline  of  old  I  "  He  paused 
a  moment,  heeding  not  her  bitter  weeping;  he  was  rapt 
from  the  present  hour  itself  by  the  excess  of  that  anguish 
which  is  te  woe  what  ecstasy  is  to  joy,  — swept  along  by 
file  flood  of  thoughte  that  had  been  pent  within  bis 
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breast  Uuough  the  solitary  daya  and  haunted  night>i 
which  had  made  the  long  transition -state  bom  his  mon- 
hood'a  noon  to  its  gathering  ere.  And  in  that  paosa 
then  came  trom  afar  off  a  melodious,  melaiiDhoIy  stRtin, 
— softly,  Boftly  home  over  the  cold,  hlue  wateis;  aoftly, 
softly  through  the  eear  aatumnal  leaves,  —  the  mosio  of 
the  magic  flute  I 

"Hark!"  he  said,  "do  yon  not  remember  I  Look 
to  that  baech-tree  yonder!  Summer  clothed  it  then! 
Do  yon  not  remember  I  aa  under  that  tree  we  stood; 
that  same,  same  note  came,  musical  as  now,  undulating 
with  rise  and  fall,  —came,  aa  if  to  interpret,  by  a 
voice  from  folry-land,  the  beatings  of  my  own  myaterioue 
haarL  Tou  had  been  pleading  for  paidon  to  one  len 
ungrateful  —  less  perfidious  —  than  my  eomforter  proved 
herself.  I  had  listened  to  you,  wondering  why  uiger 
and  wrong  seemed  banished  from  the  world;  and  I 
mormnied,  in  answer,  without  conscious  thought  of 
myself,  '  Happy  the  man  whose  faults  your  bright 
charity  will  admonish,  —  whose  griefs  your  tendemees 
will  chase  away!  But  when,  yeais  faenoe,  children  are 
bom  to  yourself,  spare  ma  the  one  who  shall  most  re- 
semble you,  to  replace  the  daughter  whom  I  can  oaly 
sincerely  pardon  when  something  else  con  spring  up  to 
my  desolate  being,  —  somethii^  that  I  can  cherish  with- 
out the  memory  of  falsehood  and  the  dread  of  shame.' 
Yes,  as  I  ceased,  came  that  music;  and  as  it  thrilled 
through  the  summer  air,  I  turned  and  met  your  eyes; 
turned  and  saw  your  blush ;  turned  and  heard  some  bint, 
foltering  words  drowning  the  music  with  diviner  sweet- 
ness ;  and  suddenly  I  knew  as  by  a  revelation,  that  the 
child  I  had  fostered  had  grown  the  woman  whom  I 
loved.  Uy  own  soul  wae  laid  bare  to  me  by  the  flash 
of  hope.     Over  the  universe  rushed  light  and  colorl 
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Oh,  dw  Cuolioe  <^  old  I  What  wonder  that  ahe  became 
80  fatally,  BO  unspeakably  beloved  I  Aa  aome  mao  In 
ancient  atory,  banished  from  hia  native  land,  ia  told  1^ 
an  oracle  to  seek  a  h^pier  isle  in  undiscovered  eeas,  — 
fieigbtB  with  his  all  a  Bingle  bark ;  ooUeota  on  bis  wan- 
dent^. altar  the  last  embers  of  his  abandtmed  heaitii; 
places  beside  it  his  exiled  household  gods,  —  so  all  that 
my  life  had  left  to  me,  hallowing  and  hallowed,  I  stored 
in  you.  ...  I  tore  myseU  from  the  old  native  soil,  the 
gld,  hanly  skies.  Through  time's  wide  ooean  I  aaw  but 
the  promised  golden  isle.  Fables,  fableel  —  lying  ora- 
cle 1  —  sunken  vessel !  —  visionary  isle  I  And  life  to  mb 
had  till  then  been  so  utterly  without  lovel  —  had  passed 
in  such  arid  labors,  without  a  holiday  of  romance:  all 
the  fountains  of  the  unknown  poBsion  sealed  till  the 
apell  struck  the  rook,  and  every  wave,  evoiy  drop 
sparkled  fresh  to  a  single  star.  Yet  my  boyhood,  like 
other  men's,  had  dreamed  of  its  ideoL  There  at  lost 
that  ideal,  oome  to  life,  bloomed  before  me ;  there,  under 
those  beech-trees,  — the  Caroline  of  old.  Oh,  wretched 
woman,  now  weeping  at  my  side,  well  may  you  weep! 
JTever  can  earth  give  you  back  such  love  aa  you  lost  in 

"I  know  It,  I  know  it;  fool  that  I  waa,  —  miserable 
fooir 

"Ay,  but  comfort  yonnelf,  —wilder  and  sadder  folly 
in  myBelfl  Your  mother  was  right,  'The  vain  child,' 
she  said,  'knows  not  her  own  heart.  She  ia  new  to  the 
world,  — -  has  seen  none  of  her  own  years.  For  youi 
sake,  as  for  hers,  I  most  insist  on  the  experiment  of 
absence.  A  year's  ordeal,  —  see  if  she  is  th^i  of  the 
same  mind.'  I  marvelled  at  her  coldness;  proudly  I 
submitted  to  her  reascmings;  fearlessly  I  oonfided  the 
result  to  you.     Ahl  how  radiant  was  your  smile,  when, 
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Id  the  portiiig  lioni,  I  Baid/SammBr  and  yoawill  to- 
tqjm  again! '  In  vain,  on  pratence  that  the  experiment, 
ahoold  be  complete,  did  your  mother  carry  you  abroad, 
and  exact  from  w  both  the  solemn  promiao  that  n<^ 
even  a  letter  should  paaa  between  ub;  that  our  troth, 
made  thus  conditional,  should  be  a  secret  to  all,  —  in 
Tain,  if  meant  to  tortme  me  with  doub'  \a  my  creed, 
a  doubt  is  iteelf  a  traaaon.  How  lovely  grew  the  stem 
face  of  ambition  t  —  how  fame  seemed  as  a  meaeei^r 
from  me  toyoul  In  the  sound  of  applause  I  said,  'They 
cannot  ahat  out  the  air  that  will  carry  that  Bound  to  her 
earal  All  that  I  can  win  from  honor  shall  be  my  mar- 
riage-gifts to  my  queenly  bride.'  See  that  arrested 
pile,  —  b^;un  at  my  son's  birth,  stopped  awhile  at  his 
death,  recommenced  on  a  statelier  plan  when  I  thought 
of  your  footstep  on  its  floors,  —  your  shadow  on  its 
walls.  Stopped  now  foreverl  Architects  can  build  a 
palace;  can  they  build  a  home  I  But  you,  yon,  you, 
all  tiie  while, — your  smile  on  another's  suit;  your 
thoughts  on  another's  heartiil" 

"Not  sot— not  sol  Tour  image  never  forsook  me. 
I  was  giddy,  ^oughtlees,  dauled,  entai^led;  and  I 
told  yon  in  the  letter  you  returned  bi  me,  —  told  you 
that  I  had  beau  deceived ! " 

"Patience,  patiencel  Deceived!  Do  you  imagine 
that  I  do  not  see  all  that  passed  as  in  a  magician's  gUsst 
Caroline  Montfort,  you  never  loved  me ;  you  never  knew 
what  love  was.  Thrown  suddenly  into  the  gay  world, 
intoxicated  by  the  effect  of  your  own  beauty,  my  sombre 
figure  gradually  faded  dim,  —  pale  ghost  indeed  in  the 
atmosphere  at  flowers  and  losties,  rank  with  the  breath 
of  flattorers.  Then  came  my  Lord  the  Marquess, —  a 
cousin,  privileged  to  familiar  intimacy;  to  visit  at  ivill; 
to  ride  with  you,  dance  with  you,  sit  aide  by  side  with 
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yoa  in  quiet  comera  of  thionging  ball-roomB;  to  call 
yon  'Caroline.'  Tut,  tut,  —  ye  aie  only  cousins,  and 
cousins  aie  as  brothera  and  siaters  in  the  affectionata 
House  of  Yipont;  and  gossips  talk,  and  young  ladies 
enry,'— finest  match  in  all  England  is  the  pretty-faced 
Lord  of  MontfortI  And  your  mother,  who  had  said, 
'Wait  a  year'  to  Guy  Darrell,  must  have  dreamed  of 
the  cousin,  and  schemed  for  his  coronet,  when  ehe  said 
it.  And  I  was  unseen,  and  I  must  not  write;  and  the 
absent  ate  always  in  the  wrong, — when  cousins  are 
present!  And  I  hear  your  mother  speak  of  me,  — heat 
the  soft  sound  of  her  damaging  praises.  'Another  long 
speech  from  your  clever  admirerl  Don't  fancy  he  frets; 
that  kind  of  man  thinks  of  nothing  but  blue-books  and 
politics. '  And  your  cousin  proposes,  and  you  say  with 
a  sigh,  'Ko:  I  am  bound  to  Guy  Dairell; '  and  your 
mother  says  to  my  Lord,  'Wait,  and  still  come,  —  as  a 
cousin! '  And  then,  day  by  day,  the  sweet  Mrs,  Lynd- 
say  drops  into  your  ear  the  hints  that  shall  poison  yonr 
heart.  Some  fable  is  dressed  to  malign  me;  and  you 
cry, '  T  is  not  true ;  prove  it  true,  or  I  atill  keep  my 
hith  to  Guy  Darrell.'  Then  comes  the  bind  compact, 
'If  the  story  be  false,  my  cousin  mnst  go; '  'and  if  it  be 
true,  you  will  be  my  own  Mateous  child.  Alas!  yonr 
poor  cousin  is  breaking  his  heart.  A.  lawyer  of  forty 
has  a  heart  made  of  parchmenti '  Ahal  you  were  en- 
tangled, and  of  com«e  deceived!  Your  letter  did  not 
explain  what  was  the  tale  told  to  you.  I  care  not  a 
rush  what  it  was.  It  ie  enough  for  me  to  know  that  if 
you  had  loved  me,  you  would  have  loved  me  the  more 
for  every  tale  that  belied  me.  So  the  tale  was  cred- 
ited, because  a  relief  to  credit  it.  So  the  compact  was 
kept;  80  the  whole  bargain  hurried  over  in  elegant  pri- 
vacy, —  place  of  barter  an  amliassador's  chapel.     Bauble 
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for  baubte,  —  a  jilt's  faith  foi  a  manikin's  mouet. 
Four  days  before  the  year  of  trial  expired,  'Only  fom 
days  morel'  I  exclaimed,  drank  wiUi  raptaie.  The 
journals  lie  before  me.  Three  colnmna  to  Guy  Darrell's 
i^peecli  last  night ;  a  column  more  to  ita  effect  ou  a  senate , 
on  an  empire;  and  two  lines — two  little  lines — to  the 
sentence  that  struck  Ouy  Danell  out  of  the  world  of 
men !  '  Marriage  in  high  life , — Marquees  of  Montfort — 
Caroline  Lyndsay.'  And  &e  son  did  not  ^1  from 
heaven!  Yulgarest  of  ends  to  the  taitest  of  romances!  In 
the  gay  world  these  things  happen  every  day.  Young 
ladies  are  privileged  to  give  hopes  to  one  man,  —  their 
hands  to  another,  'Is  the  ainsouiipatdtaiablel '  youaak, 
with  ingenuous  simplicity.  I^dy  Montfort,  that  dependsl 
BeflectI  What  was  my  life  before  I  put  it  into  your 
keepingT  Barren  of  happiness,  I  gnnt;  saddened,  soli- 
tary, to  myself  a  thii^  of  small  value.  But  what  was 
that  life  to  others}  — a  thing  full  of  warm  heneficaice, 
of  active  uses,  of  hardy  potreis  fitted  to  noble,  endal  In 
paralyzing  that  life  as  it  was  to  otheis,  there  may  be. 
sin  wider  and  darker  than  the  mere  infidelity  to  love. 
And  now  do  yuu  dare  to  ask,  'Can  I  again  be  the  Cav>line 
of  old?'" 

"  I  ask  nothing,  not  even  pardon,"  said  the  miserable 
woman.  "  I  might  say  something  to  show  where  you 
misjudge  me,  —  something  that  mi^t  pallial&;  but  no, 
let  it  be. "  Her  accents  were  bo  drearily  hopeleas  that 
Darrell  abruptly  withdrew  his  eyes  from  her  faeO)  as  if 
fearful  that  the  sight  of  her  woe  might  weaken  his 
resolve.  She  had  turned  mechanically  back.  They 
walked  on  in  gloomy  silence  side  by  side,  away  now 
from  the  lake ,  —  back  under  the  barbed  thom-tree ;  back 
by  the  moss-grown  crag ;  back  by  th6  hollow  trunks,  and 
over  the  fallen  leaves  oi  trees  that,  had  defied  ibt  storms. 
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ol  eentnriea,  to  diop,  perhtpi,  brittle  and  i^eas,  some 
qniet  day  when  ereiy  wind  is  lolled. 

The  flute  had  ceued  its  moaio ;  the  kit  had  grown  cold 
sad  piercing;  tiie  little  park  was  aoon  trarened;  Uie 
gate  came  in  sight,  and  the  hiunble  rehicle  without  it. 
Then,  involuntarily,  both  stopped)  and  on  each  there 
came  at  once  the  coneciouBDesa  that  they  were  about  to 
part, —  part,  never  perhaps  in  this  world  to  meet  again; 
and,  with  all  that  had  been  Bud,  ao  much  nnspolcen; 
their  hearta  bo  fall  of  what,  alasl  theii  lipe  could  not 
speak. 

"  Lady  Mraitfort,"  at  length  said  Darrell, 

At  the  Bound  of  her  name  she  shivered. 

"  I  have  addressed  you  rudely,  harehly  —  " 

"  No,  no  —  " 

'  But  that  was  the  last  exercise  of  a  right  which  I 
now  resign  forever.  I  spoke  to  her  who  had  once  been 
Caroline  Lyndsay;  some  gentler  words  are  due  to  the 
widow  of  Lord  Montfort.  Whatever  the  wrongs  you 
have  inflicted  on  me,  —  wrongs  inexpiaUe,  —  I  recog- 
nize no  lees  in  your  general  nature  qoalities  that  would 
render  you,  to  one  whom  you  really  loved  and  had  never 
deceived,  the  blessing  I  had  oooe  hoped  you  would  prove 
to  me." 

She  shook  her  head  impatiently,  plteously. 

*  I  know  that  in  an  ill-assorted  union,  and  amidst  all 
the  temptationa  to  which  flattered  beauty  is  exposed, 
yonr  conduct  has  been  without  reproach.  Forget  the 
old  man  whose  thoughts  should  now  be  on  his  grave. " 

'  Hush,  hush,  — have  human  mercyl  " 

"  I  withdraw  and  repent  my  injustice  to  your  motives 
in  the  protactioa  yon  have  given  to  the  poor  girl  whom 
Lionel  would  wed;  I  thank  you  for  that  protection,^ 
though  i  refuse  oonsaot  to  my  kinsman's  pnjer.    What- 
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erer  her  birth,  I  must  be  glad  to  know  that  ahe  whom 
Lionel  bo  loves  is  safe  from  a  wntoh  like  Losely .  Uoto, 
one  word  more,  — waitj  it  is  haid  for  me  to  aay  it.  Be 
happy,  —  I  cannot  pardon,  but  I  eon  ble»  yoo.  Fare- 
well foievert " 

More  OTerpoweriDgly  crushed  by  his  tenderness  than 
liis  wnth,  before  Caroline  could  recover  the  vehemence 
of  her  aobe,  he  had  ceased;  he  was  gone,  —  lost  in  the 
close  gloom  of  a  neighboring  thicket,  his  hurried,  bead- 
long  path  betrayed  by  the  rosUe  of  mournful  boughs 
swinging  back  with  their  withered  leaves. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

BXTH08PBCT. 

Thete  h  a  place  at  wUcb  three  roads  meet,  aacred  to  that  iiijst» 
lions  goddcae  called  Diana  on  earth,  Luna,  ox  the  Moon,  ia 
beaTen,  and  Hecat«  in  the  infernal  regions.  At  this  place  jMuae 
the  vliginji  permitted  to  taXe  theii  choice  of  the  three  roads. 
Few  give  their  preference  to  that  which  ie  vowed  to  the  god- 
deiB  in  her  name  of  Diana :  that  road,  cold  and  barren,  ia  clothed 
hj  no  roaee  and  mjrtlee.  RoMS  and  mjrtlee  veil  the  entrance 
to  both  the  othen,  and  in  both  the  others  Hjmen  haa  much  the 
lame  gaj-luoking  templei.  Bat  which  of  those  two  leads  to  the 
celeatial  Lona,  or  which  of  them  condacts  to  the  Infernal  Hecate, 
not  one  n^mph  in  flftj  divines.  If  thy  heart  ahoold  miagive 
thee,  O  nymph  I  —  if,  though  doud  v«l  the  path  to  the  Moon, 
and  ennthineglld  that  to  pale  Hecate,  thine  inatuiet  teeoUa  from 
the  snnahine,  while  thon  dareet  not  adventoie  the  cloud,  —  thoa 
haat  still  a  chi^ce  left;  thoa  hast  still  the  safe  road  of  Diana. 
Hecate,  O  njmph,  is  the  goddees  of  ghosts.  If  thon  takcst  lur 
path,  look  not  back,  for  the  ghosts  an  behind  thee. 

Whbn  ve  bIotIj  iecoT«T  from  the  tumnU  and  paraiim 
of  some  violeat  distrese,  a  peculiar  stUlneeB  falls  upon 
the  mind,  and  tbe  atmoepheie  around  it  becomee  in  that 
atillnesa  appallingl;  clear.  We  knew  not,  vhile  Tfrest- 
lii^  with  oui  Toe,  tbe  extent  of  its  Tsragea.  Aa  a  land 
the  da;r  after  a  flood ;  as  a  field  the  dajr  after  a  battle, 
ia  the  sight  of  oui  own  sorrow,  when  we  no  longer  have 
to  Btom  ite  ragii^;,  but  to  endure  the  destruction  it 
has  made.  Distinct  before  Caroline  Montfort's  risior. 
stretched  the  waste  of  her  misery :  the  paat,  tiie  present, 
the  future, —  all  seemed  to  blend  in  one  single  deaolatian. 
A  strange  thing  it  is  how  all  Ume  will  converge  itself, 


.y  Google 


vbjlt  will  hb  do  with  it?  309 

B8  it  were,  into  tb«  bumiiig^lafiB  of  a  moment  I  Tlieie 
runs  a  popular  superetdtion  that  it  is  thus  in  the  mBt«nt 
of  death  i  that  our  whole  existence  crovrds  itself  on  the 
gluing  eye,  —  a  panorama  of  all  we  have  done  on  earth, 
—  juat  aa  the  soul  leatoreB  to  the  earth  ita  garment. 
Certes,  there  are  houiB  in  our  beinft  long  before  the  last 
and  dreaded  one,  when  this  phenomenon  comes  to  warn 
us  that,  if  memory  were  always  active,  time  would  be 
never  gone.  Boae  before  this  woman  —  who,  whatever 
the  justice  of  Dairell's  bitter  reproaches,  hod  a  nature 
lovely  enough  to  justify  hie  anguish  at  hei  loss — the 
image  of  herself  at  that  turning-point  of  life,  when  the 
momii^;  mists  an  dimmed  on  our  way,  yet  when  a  path 
chooeu  is  a  fate  decided.  Yesj  she  bad  excoses,  not 
Ui^ed  to  the  judge  who  sentenced,  nor  estimated  to  their 
full  extent  by  the  stem  equity  with  which,  amidst  suf- 
fering and  wrath,  ha  had  desired  te  weigh  her  cause. 

Cuoline's  mother,  Urs.  Lyndsay,  was  one  of  those 
parente  who  acquire  an  extraordinaiy  influence  over 
their  ohildien  by  the  union  of  caressing  manners  with 
obfltinate  resolves.  3he  never  lost  control  of  her  tem- 
per, nor  hold  on  her  object.  A  alight^  delicate,  languid 
creature,  too,  who  would  be  sure  to  go  into  a  consump- 
tion if  unkindly  crossed.  With  much  strong  common 
sense,  much  knowlei^  of  human  nature,  ^tistical, 
worldly,  scheming,  heartless,  but  withal  so  pleaang,  so 
gentle,  so  bewitchingly  despotic,  that  it  was  like  living 
with  an  electro-biologiat,  who  unoerves  you  by  a  look 
to  knock  you  down  with  a  feather.  In  only  one  great 
purpose  of  her  life  bad  Mrs.  Lyndsay  failed.  When 
Darrell,  rich  by  the  rewards  of  his  profession  and  tiie 
bequest  of  bis  namesake,  had  entered  Parliament)  and 
risen  into  that  repute  which  confers  solid  and  brilliant 
station,  Mrs.  Lyndsay  conceived  the  idea  of  appropriat- 
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ing  to  heiaeli  his  lionoTa  and  bis  vealth  b;  a  Moood 
Hymen.  Having  bo  long  been  domesticated  in  his  haose 
during  the  life  of  Mra.  Dorrall,  an  intimacjr  aa  of  near 
relations  had  been  establiahed  between  Aem.  Hei  eoft 
mannerH  attached  to  her  hia  childreu;  and  after  Hn. 
Barrell'e  death  Tendered  it  nece8Bar3r  that  she  ahonld 
find  a  home  of  her  own,  she  had  an  excaae,  in  HatUda'a 
affection  for  her  and  for  Caroline,  to  be  more  frequently 
before  Danell's  eyes,  and  consulted  by  bim  yet  more 
frequently  tbas  when  actually  a  reeideat  in  hia  hoiue. 
To  her  Darrell  confided  the  proposal  which  had  been 
made  to  him  by  ttke  old  Maichitmeea  of  Montfor^  for 
an  alliance  between  her  young  grandson  and  hia  sole 
surviving  child.  Wealthy  as  was  the  House  at  Vipont, 
it  was  among  ite  traditional  Tnav'T"'  that  wealtti  wastes 
if  not  perpetually  recruited.  Every  ttiird  genention  at 
farthecit,  it  was  t^e  duty  of  that  House  to  many  an 
heiress.  Darrell's  daughter,  just  seventeen,  not  yet 
brought  out,  would  be  an  heiresa,  if  he  pleased  to  make 
her  BO,  second  to  none  whom  tbe  veeeaich  of  the  Mai^ 
chioness  had  detected  within  the  drswing-^KHns  and 
nurfieriee  of  the  three  kingdoma.  The  proposal  of  the 
venerable  peeress  was  at  first  vety  natuially  gratifying 
to  Bairell.  It  was  an  euthanasia  for  the  old  knightly 
tsce  to  die  into  a  House  that  was  an  institntion  in  the 
empire,  and  revive  phcenix-Iike  in  a  line  of  peers,  who 
might  perpetuate  the  name  of  the  heiress  whoee  quarter- 
ings  they  would  annex  to  their  own,  and  mgn  themselves 
"  Darrell  Montfart. "  Said  Darrell  inly,  "  On  the  whole, 
sucb  a  marriage  would  have  pleased  my  poor  father," 
Tt  did  not  please  Mrs.  Ijyndsay.  The  bulk  of  Darrell's 
fortune  &us  settled  away,  he  himself  would  be  a  very 
difierent  match  for  Mrs.  Lyndsay;  nor  was  it  te  bar 
convenience  that  Matilda  should  be  tbus  hastily  dis- 
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posed  f^  and  the  Btrongwt  lint  of  connection  betveen 
FnUuun  «nd  Carlton  Oaidena  severad.  Mrs.  Ljndaaf 
had  (me  golden  rule,  which  I  Teapectfully  point  out  ts 
ladies  vbo  covet  popularity  asd  power :  she  never  apoke 
iU  of  any  one  whom  she  wished  to  ii(jure.  She  did  not, 
titer^ie,  speak  ill  of  the  Marqueas  to  Danell,  hut  she 
K>  piaiaed  him  thai  her  praiee  alarmed.  She  onght  to 
know  the  young  peer  well;  she  waa  a  good  deal  witji 
the  Manjhionen,  who  liked  her  pretty  manners.  Till 
them,  Dairell  had  only  noticed  this  green  head  of  the 
Viponto  as  a  neat-looking  bead,  too  modeet  to  open  its 
lips.  But  he  now  examined  the  head  with  anxiom 
deliberation,  and  finding  it  of  the  poorest  poeeiUe  kind 
of  wood,  with  a  heart  to  match,  Guy  Darrell  had  the 
andadty  to  reject^  though  with  great  eourteey,  the  idea 
of  grafting  the  last  plant  of  his  line  on  a  stem  n  pitlv- 
lees.  Though,  like  men  who  are  at  once  very  affection- 
ate and  very  busy,  ha  saw  fsw  faults  in  his  children,  or 
indeed  in  any  one  be  really  loved,  till  the  &ult  was 
forced  on  him,  he  could  not  but  be  aware  that  Matilda's 
sole  chance  of  becoming  a  happy  and  safe  wife,  was  in 
uniting  heisalf  witti  such  a  husband  as  would  at  once 
win  her  confidence  and  command  her  respect.  He 
trembled  when  he  thought  of  her  as  the  wife  of  a  man 
whose  rank  would  expose  her  to  all  fashionaUe  temp- 
tations, and  whose  charaoter  woold  leave  her  without 
a  guide  or  protector. 

The  Marquess,  who  obeyed  his  grandmother  from 
habit,  and  who  had  lethai^cally  sanctioned  her  proponla 
to  Danell,  evinced  the  lireliest  flmoti(Hi  he  had  ever  yet 
betrayed  when  he  learned  that  his  hand  was  rejected. 
And  if  it  were  possible  for  him  to  carry  to  small  a  senti- 
ment as  pique  into  so  large  a  paasioB  as  hate,  from  that 
moment  he  aggrandised  his  nature   into  hatred.     He 
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would  have  given  half  Mb  lands  to  have  spited  Guy  Urn- 
lelL  Mtb.  LTiidsa;  took  care  to  he  at  haod  to  console 
him,  and  the  MarchioueBa  vu  grateful  to  her  for  taking 
tliat  troubleBome  task  Upon  henell.  And,  in  tiie  course 
of  their  conversations,  Mrs.  LTodeay  oontrived  to  drop 
into  his  mind  the  egg  of  a  project  which  she  took  a  later 
occasion  to  hatch  under  hei  plumee  of  down.  "  There  is 
but  one  kind  of  wife,  mj  dear  Montiort^  who  could  in- 
crease your  importance :  you  should  many  a  beaufy ;  next 
to  royalty  ranks  beauty."  The  head  nodded,  and  seemed 
to  ruminate  for  some  motneots,  and  then  &  pnqtM  dei 
bottea,  it  let  Ml  this  mysterious  monoeyllable,  "Shoes." 
By  what  process  of  ratiocination  the  head  had  thus 'ar- 
rived at  the  feet,  it  is  not  for  me  to  conjecture.  All  I 
know  is  that^  from  that  moment,  Mrs.  Lyndeay  bestowed 
aa  much  thought  upon  Caroline's  ehawture,  as  i^  like 
Cinderella,  Gandine's  whole  destiny  in  this  world  hung 
npon  her  slipper.  With  the  feelings  and  the  schemes 
that  have  been  thus  intimated,  this  sensible  lady's  morti- 
fication may  well  be  conceived  when  she  was  startled  by 
Darrell's  proposal,  not  to  heraelf,  but  to  her  daughter. 
Her  egotism  was  {wofoondly  shocked,  her  worldlineea 
cruelly  thwarted.  With  Guy  Darrell  for  her  own  spouse, 
the  Marquess  of  Mcoitf ort  for  her  daughter's,  Mrs.  Lynd- 
say  would  have  been  indeed  a  considerate  pereonage  in 
the  world.  But  to  lose  Darrdl  for  herself,  the  Marquess 
altogether,  —  the  idea  was  intolerable!  Yet,  since  to 
have  refused  at  once  for  her  portionless  dau^ter  a  man 
in  BO  high  a  position,  and  to  whom  her  own  obligations 
were  so  great,  was  impossible,  she  adopted  a  policy,  ad- 
mirable for  the  daft  of  its  conception  and  the  dexterify 
of  its  execution.  In  exacting  the  condition  of  a  year's 
delay,  she  made  her  motives  appear  so  loftily  disinter- 
ested, so  magnanimooaly  friendly  I     She  could  never  for- 
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give  heneU  if  be  — h«,  the  greatest,  the  best  of  men, 
were  again  randeied  unhappy  in  marriage  by  her  im- 
prudence  (here,  who  owed  to  him  her  alll),  — yea,  im- 
prudent indeed,  to  have  thrown  r^ht  in  hia  way  a  pretty, 
coquettish  girl  ("  for  Caroline  ie  coqaettiah,  Mr.  DamU; 
most  girU  so  pretty  are  at  that  dlly  age  "  ).  In  ahort, 
she  carried  her  point  against  all  the  eloquence  Danell 
could  employ,  and  covered  her  designs  by  die  eemblauoe 
of  the  most  delicate  Bcruples,  and  the  sacrifice  of  worldly 
advantages  to  ths  prudence  which  belongs  to  high  prin- 
ciple and  afTeotionato  caution. 

And  what  were  Caroline's  real  sentiments  for  Guy 
BarrellT  She  understood  them  now  on  looking  back. 
She  saw  herself  as  she  was  then,  —  as  she  had  stood 
under  the  beech-tree,  when  the  heavenly  pity  that  was  at 
the  core  of  her  nature,  —  when  the  venerating,  grateful 
affection  that  had  grown  with  hai  growth,  mads  her 
yearn  to  be  a  solace  and  a  joy  to  that  grand  and  solitaiy 
life.  Love  himi  Ob,  certainly  she  loved  him,  devot 
edly,  fondly ;  hut  it  wa«  with  the  love  of  a  child.  She 
had  not  awakened  then  to  the  love  of  woman.  Bemoved 
from  fais  presence,  suddenly  thrown  into  the  great  world, 
— yes,  Darrell  had  sketched  the  picture  with  a  stem, 
but  not  altogether  an  unbmthful  hand.  He  had  not, 
however,  fairly  estjmat«d  the  inevitable  influence  which 
a  mother,  such  as  Urs,  Lyudsay,  would  exercise  over  a 
girl  BO  wholly  inexperienced,  —  so  guileless,  so  unsus- 
pecting, and  SQ  filially  devoted.  He  could  not  appreciate 
— no  man  can  —  the  mightiness  of  female  cunning.  He 
could  not  see  how  mesh  upon  mesh  the  soft  Mrs.  Lynd- 
aay  (pretty  woman  with  pretty  manuere)  wove  ber  web 
round  t^  "cousins,"  until  Caroline,  who  at  first  had 
tfaot^(ht  of  the  silent,  faii-haired  young  man  only  as  the 
head  of  het  House,  pleased  with  attentions  that  kept  aloof 
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adntreiB,  of  whom  she  tliougtit  Guy  Darrell  might  be 
more  reasonably  jealous,  was  appalled  to  hear  her  mother 
tell  hei  that  she  was  either  the  most  heaiidesa  of  co* 
quettos,  or  poor  M<mtfort  va^  &e  moat  ill-used  of  men. 
But  at  this  time  Jasper  Losely,  under  his  name  of 
Hammond,  brought  his  wife  from  the  French  town  at 
which  tixQj  had  been  reaiding  since  their  marriage,  to  see 
Mrs.  Lyndsay  and  Caroline  at  Paris,  ami  implore  tiieir 
influ6m»  to  obtain  a  reconciliation  with  her  faUier. 
Matilda  soon  learned  from  Mrs.  Lyndsay,  who  affected 
the  most  enchanting  candor,  the  nature  of  ihe  engage- 
ment between  Caroline  and  DarrelL  She  c(»nmunicated 
the  information  to  Jasper,  who  viewed  it  with  very 
natural  alarm.  By  reconciliation  with  Guy  D&rrell, 
Jasper  understood  eomething  solid  and  practical,  — not 
a  mere  sentimental  pardon,  added  to  that  paltry  stipend 
of  £700  a  year  which  he  had  just  obtained,  but  the  re- 
storation to  all  her  rights  and  expectancies  of  t}ie  heiress 
he  had  supposed  himself  to  marry.  He  had  by  no  means 
relinquished  the  belief  that  sooner  or  later  Darrell  would 
listeu  to  the  voice  of  Nature,  and  settle  all  his  fortnns  on 
his  only  child.  Bat  then,  for  the  voice  of  Nature  to 
have  fair  play,  it  was  clear  that  there  should  be  no  other 
child  to  plead  for.  And  if  Danell  were  to  marry  again, 
and  to  have  sons,  what  a  dreadful  dilemma  it  would  be 
for  the  voice  of  Nature  t  Jasper  was  not  long  in  dis- 
covering that  Caroline's  engagement  was  not  less  unwet 
come  to  Mrs.  Lyndsay  than  to  himself,  and  that  she  was 
disposed  to  connive  at  any  means  bj  ^tich  it  might  be 
annulled.  Matilda  was  first  employed  to  weaken  the 
bond  it  was  so  desirable  to  sever.  Matilda  did  not  t»- 
proach,  but  she  wept.  She  was  sure  now  that  she  should 
be  an  outcast,  —  her  children  beggars.  Mrs.  Lyndsaf 
worked   up   this  complaint  with   adroitest  skill.     Was 
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Caroline  suie  that  it  wbb  not  most  diBbononble— moit 
treBcherauB  —  to  lob  her  own  earliest  friend  of  &e  patri- 
mony that  would  otberwiae  letum  to  Matilda  with  Sai- 
lell's  pardon  1  This  idea  became  exquisitely  painful  to 
the  high-spirited  Carohne,  but  it  could  not  counterpoiae 
the  conviction  of  the  greater  pain  she  should  occasioii  to 
the  breaet  that  so  confided  in  hei  faith,  if  that  faith  wete 
broken.  St«p  hf  step  the  intrigue  against  Qm  absent 
one  proceeded.  Mrs.  Lyndsay  thoroughly  understood 
the  art  of  inranuating  doubta,  Guy  Darrell,  a  man  of 
the  world,  a  cold-blooded  lawyer,  a  busy  politician,  — 
he  break  his  heart  for  a  girll  'So,  it  was  only  the  youn^ 
and  especially  the  young  when  not  remarkably  clever, 
who  broke  their  hearts  for  such  trifles.  Montfort,  in- 
deed, —  there  was  a  man  whose  heart  eould  be  broken! 
—  whose  happiness  eould  be  blasted !  Dear  Guy  Dairell 
had  been  only  moved,  in  hie  proposals,  by  generosity. 
"  Something,  my  dear  child,  in  your  own  artless  words 
and  manner,  that  made  him  fancy  he  had  won  youi  af- 
fections unknown  to  yomnelff  —  an  idea  that  he  was 
bound  as  a  gentleman  to  speak  out!  Jnst  like  him.  He 
has  that  spirit  of  chivaliy.  But  my  belief  is,  that  be  is 
quite  aware  by  this  time  how  foolish  such  a  marriage 
would  be,  and  would  thank  you  heartily  if,  at  the  year's 
end,  he  found  himself  free,  and  you  happily  disposed  of 
elsewhere,"  etc,  et«.  The  drama  advanced.  Mrs,  Lynd- 
say evinced  decided  pulmonaiy  symptoms.  Hei  hectic 
cough  rettunedj  she  could  not  sleep;  her  days  were  num- 
bered, —  a  secret  grief.  Caroline  implored  frankness, 
and,  darted  to  her  mother's  bosom,  and  compassionately 
bedewed  with  tears,  those  hints  were  dropped  into  her 
ear  which,  though  so  voided  as  to  show  the  most  indul- 
gent forbearanoe  ta  Darrell,  and  rather,  as  if  in  compas- 
sion for  his  weakness  than  in  abhonenoe  of  his  perfidy, 
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made  CuoHne  etait  with  the  iudignAtion  of  revolted 
purity  and  outraged  pride.  "Were  this  tme,  all  would 
he  indeed  at  an  end  between  nsT  But  it  ie  not  trae. 
Let  it  he  proved,'"  "  But,  my  dear,  dear  child,  I  could 
not  Btir  in  a  matter  bo  delicate.  I  could  not  aid  in  break- 
ing off  a  marriage  eo  much  to  your  worldly  advantage, 
unlesa  you  could  promise  that,  in  rejecting  Mr,  Darrell, 
yoD  would  accept  your  cousin.  In  my  wretched  state 
of  health,  the  anxious  thoi^ht  of  leaving  you  in  the 
world  literally  penniless  woald  kill  me  at  once !  " 

"  Oh,  if  Ouy  Darrell  be  fiilse  (but  that  is  impossible)), 
do  with  me  all  you  will ;  to  obey  and  please  you  would 
be  the  only  comfort  left  to  me. " 

ThuB  was  all  prepared  for  the  final  dinouement.  I^Etb. 
LyudBay  had  not  gone  bo  for  without  a  reliance  on  the 
means  to  accomplish  her  object,  and  for  these  means  she 
had  stooped  to  be  indebted  to  the  more  practical  villany 
of  Matilda's  husband. 

Jaaper,  in  this  visit  to  Paris,  had  first  formed  the  con- 
nection, which  completed  the  wickedness  of  his  perverted 
nature,  with  that  dark  adventuress  who  has  flitted  shadow- 
like through  part  of  this  varying  narrative.  Gabrielle 
DesmsKts  was  then  in  her  youth,  notoriouB  only  for  the 
ruin  she  had  inflicted  on  admiring  victime,  and  the  snperb 
luxury  with  which  Bhe  rioted  on  their  plunder.  Capti- 
vated by  the  personal  advantages  for  which  Jasper  was 
then  pre-eminently  conspicuous,  she  willingly  associated 
her  fortunes  with  his  own.  Oahrielle  was  one  of  those 
incarnations  of  evil  which  no  city  but  Paris  can  accom- 
plish with  the  same  epicurean  refinement,  and  vitiate 
into  the  same  cynical  corruption.  She  was  exceedingly 
witty,  sharply  astute,  capable  of  acting  any  part,  cany- 
ing  out  any  plot;  and  when  she  pleased  to  simulate 
the  decorous  and  immaculate  gentlewoman,  she  might 
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have  deceived  the  moat  experienced  rou/.  Jasper  pre- 
sented this  artiste  to  his  nnauapecting  wife  as  a  widow  of 
rank,  who  was  about  to  visit  London,  and  who  might  be 
enabled  to  see  Mr.  Darrell,  and  intercede  on  their  behalf. 
Uatilda  fell  readily  into  the  snare;  the  Frenchwoman 
went  to  London,  with  assumed  name  and  titla,  and  with 
servanta  completely  in  her  confidence.  And  such  (as  the 
reader  knows  already)  was  that  eloquent  baroness  who 
had  pleaded  to  Darrell  the  cause  of  his  penitent  daughter! 
No  doubt  the  wily  Parisienne  had  calculated  on  the 
effect  of  her  arts  and  her  charms,  to  decoy  him  into  at 
least  a  passing  forgetfulness  of  hla  faith  to  another.  But 
if  she  could  not  succeed  there,  it  might  equally  achieve 
the  object  in  view  to  obtain  the  credit  of  that  success. 
Accordingly,  she  wrote  to  one  of  her  friends  at  Paris, 
letters  stating  that  she  had  found  a  very  rich  admirer  in 
a  celebrated  English  statesman,  to  whom  she  was  indebted 
for  her  establi^mient,  etc. ;  and  alluding,  in  very  witty 
and  satirical  terms,  to  his  matoimonial  engagement  with 
the  young  English  beauty  at  Paris,  who  was  then  cieat- 
ing  such  a  sensation,  —  on  engagement  of  which  she  repre- 
sented her  admirer  to  be  heartily  sick,  and  extremely 
repentant.  Without  mentioning  names,  her  descriptions 
were  unmistakable.  Jasper,  of  course,  presented  to  Mrs. 
Lyndsay  those  letters  (which,  he  said,  the  person  to 
whom  they  were  addressed  had  communicated  to  one  of 
her  own  gay  friends),  and  suggested  that  their  evidence 
against  Darrell  would  be  complete  iu  Miss  Lyndaay's 
eyes  if  some  one,  whose  veracity  Caroline  could  not  dis- 
pute, could  corroborate  the  assertions  of  the  letters;  it 
would  he  quite  enough  to  do  so  if  Mi.  Darrell  were  even 
seen  entering  or  leaving  the  house  of  a  person  whose 
mode  of  life  was  so  notorious.  Mrs.  Lyndsay,  who, 
with  her  consummate  craft,  saved  her  dignity  by  affected 
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blilHJlWHii  to  the  artifices  at  which  she  coniuTedi  decland 
thalk  is  &  matter  of  inquiry  which  involved  the  privtte 
character  of  &  man  so  eminent,  and  to  whom  she  owed 
so  much,  she  would  not  trust  his  name  to  the  goedp  of 
others.  She  herself  would  go  to  London.  She  knew 
that  odious,  but  too  fasdnating,  Qabrielle  by  eight  (as 
every  one  did  who  went  to  the  opera  otdiove  in  the  Sou 
de  Boulogne).  Jasper  nndertook  that  the  Paririenne 
should  show  herself  at  her  balcony  at  a  certain  day  at  a 
certain  hour,  and  that,  at  that  hour  Uarrell  should  call 
and  be  admitted;  and  Mrs.  Lyndsay  allowed  that  that 
evidence  woQld  suffice.  SensiUe  of  the  power  over  Car- 
oline that  she  would  derive  if,  with  her  habits  of  langncw 
and  her  delicate  health,  she  could  say  that  she  had  nn^ 
dertaken  such  a  journey  to  be  convinced  with  her  own 
eyes  of  a  charge  which,  if  true,  would  influence  her 
daughter's  conduct  and  destiny,  Mrs.  Lyndsay  did  go 
to  London, — did  see  Grabrielle  Desmareteat  her  balcony; 
did  see  Dorrell  enter  the  house;  and  on  her  ntam 
to  Paris  did,  armed  with  this  testimony,  and  with  the 
letters  that  led  to  it,  so  work  upon  her  daughter's  mind, 
that  the  next  day  the  Marquess  of  Montfort  was  ac- 
cepted. But  the  year  of  Barrell's  probation  was  nearly 
expired;  all  delay  would  be  dangerous, —  all  explanatioQ 
would  be  fatal,  and  must  be  forestalled.  Nor  could  a 
loi^  courtship  be  kept  secret;  Darrell  might  hear  of  it, 
and  come  over  at  once;  and  the  Marquess's  ambitious 
kinsfolk  would  not  fail  to  interfere  if  the  news  of  his 
intended  marriage  with  a  portionless  cousin  reached  their 
ears.  Lord  Montfort,  who  was  awed  by  Garr,  and  ex- 
tremely afraid  of  his  grandmother,  was  not  less  anxiout 
for  secrecy  and  expedition  than  Mrs.  Lyndsay  herself. 

Thus,  then,  Mrs.  Lyndsay  triumphed,  and  while  her 
daughter  was  still  under  the  influence  d  an  excitement 
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which  olonded  her  jadgments  and  stimg  her  into  mUntm 
of  action  as  an  escape  fiom  the  torment  of  nfledioB,— 
thus  was  solenmized  Carolins'B  nnhappy  and  Bpleadid 
nuptiale.  The  Marqueas  hired  a  villa  ia  the  delightful 
precincts  of  Fmtainebleaa  for  his  honoy-mooit  i  that  inoon 
was  still  young  when  the  Marquees  said  to  M"—!*,  "  X 
dcn't  find  that  it  produces  honey."  When  he  had  flret 
been  attracted  towards  Carolina,  she  was  all  life  and  J<7, 
—  too  much  of  a  child  to  pine  for  Danvll's  absence, 
while  ciednlonaly  confident  of  tiieir  fature  union:  her 
spirito  natiiTally  wild  and  lively,  and  the  world,  opening 
at  her  feet,  so  novel  and  eo  Irnlliant.  Thia  fresh  gayety 
had  amused  ttie  Harqueaa, —  he  felt  cheated  when  he 
found  it  gone.  Caroline  might  be  gentle,  docile,  subnis- 
sive;  bat  those  virtues,  though  of  higher  quality  than 
glad  animal  spirits,  are  not  so  entertaining.  His  own 
exceeding  sterili^  of  mind  and  feeling  was  itot  apparent 
till  in  the  tiiet-A^itei  of  conjugal  life,  A  good-looldng 
young  roan,  with  a  thorough-bred  air,  who  ridea  well, 
dances  well,  and  holds  his  tongue,  may,  in  all  mixed  so- 
cieties, pass  for  a  shy  youth  of  sensitive  genius  I  But 
when  he  ia  yonr  companion  for  life,  and  all  to  youreelf, 
and  you  find  that,  when  he  does  ttXk,  be  has  neither  an 
idea  nor  a aentiment^ — alasl  alas  tar  yaOj  young  bride,  if 
you  have  ever  known  the  chann  of  intellect,  or  the 
Bweetnees  of  sympathy !  But  it  was  not  for  Caroline  to 
compUun;  struggling  against  her  own  wei^t  of  sorrow, 
she  had  no  immediate  perception  of  het  companion's 
va]rfdity.  It  was  he,  poor  man,  who  complained.  He 
just  detected  «iough  of  her  superiorify  of  intelligence 
tosnspect  that  he  was  humiliated,  while  sure  that  he 
was  bored.  An  incident  converted  his  growing  indif- 
ferenAe  into  permanent  dislike  not  many  days  after  theii 
marriage. 
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I^Otd  Hontfort,  BBimteriug  into  Cacoline'e  room,  tanul 
her  inaonsible  on  the  floor,  —  on  open  letter  by  hei  ride. 
Snmniouiiig  her  maid  to  her  awistance,  he  took  tlie 
mBrit&l  privilege  of  reading  the  letter,  which  had  appu^ 
eotlf  caused  her  swoon.  It  was  from  MatUda,  and 
written  in  a  atate  of  maddened  exdtemeiit.  Matilda  had 
little  enough  of  what  ia  caUed  heart;  but  she  had  an  in- 
tend aelfiahness,  which,  in  point  of  suffering,  aappliea 
&e  place  of  a  heart.  It  was  not  beoanae  she  could  not 
feel  for  the  wnmgB  of  another  that  she  oould  not  feel 
anguieh  for  her  own.  Arabella  was  avenged.  The  cold- 
blooded snake  that  had  atong  her  met  the  fang  of  the 
cobta-capella.  Matilda  had  learned  from  some  Kaoaj- 
mons  correspondent  (probably  a  rival  of  Gabrielle's)  of 
Jasper's  liaieim  with .  that  adventuress.  Bat  balf-ie- 
covered  from  her  confinement,  she  had  risen  from  her 
bed,  —  homed  to  Paris  (for  the  pleasures  of  which  her 
husband  had  left  her),  — seen  this  wretched  Gabrielle; 
recognized  in  het  the  false  barone«s  to  whom  Jasper  had 
presented  her,  —  to  whom,  by  Jasper's  dictation,  she 
had  writtcm  such  a&bctionata  letters;  whom  she  had  em- 
jdoyed  to  plead  her  oanae  to  her  father ;  —  seen  Oabrielle ; 
■em  hei  at  her  own  luxurious  apartment,  Jasper  at 
home  there ;  boist  into  vehement  wrath ;  roused  up  the 
cobn-capella;  and  on  declaring  ttut  ^e  would  separate 
from  her  boaband,  go  back  to  her  bther,  toll  her  wnmgB, 
appeal  to  his  mercy,  Oabrielle  calmly  replied:  "Do  so, 
uid  I  will  take  <Lire  that  your  father  shall  know  that 
yonr  plea  for  bis  pardon  through  Madame  la  Baroune 
was  a  scheme  to  blacken  his  name,  and  to  frostrato  his 
marriage.  Do  not  think  that  he  will  suppose  you  did 
not  connive  at  a  project  so  sly ;  he  must  know  you  too 
well,  pretty  innocent."  Ko  match  for  OaMeUe  Des- 
maiets,   Matilda  flung  from   the  house,  leaving  Jasper 
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whifltluig  an  ait  from  "  Figaro; "  retained  lioaa  to  dw 
Fteucli  town  from  which  she  now  wtota  to  Oainline) 
pouting  ont  hei  wrongs,  and,  without  leeming  wnmhle 
that  CBToUne  had  been  wronged  too,  expieaaing  her  fear 
tiiat  her  faUier  might  believe  her  an  accomplice  in  Jas- 
pei'B  plot,  and  refuse  hei  the  meana  to  lire  apart  from 
the  wretch,  upon  whom  she  heaped  eveiy  epithet  that 
just  indignation  could  ouggest  to  a  feeble  mind.  The 
latter  pert  of  the  lettoi,  blurred  and  blotted,  waa  inco- 
herent, almoflt  raving.  In  fact,  Matilda  was  then  seiied 
hy  the  mortal  illneae  which  hurried  her  to  the  grave.  To 
the  Marqueaa  much  of  this  letter  was  extremal;  uninter- 
eating,  —  much  of  it  quite  incomprehensible.  He  could 
not  see  why  it  should  so  overpoweringly  affect  his  wife. 
Only  those  passages  which  denounced  a  scheme  to  frua- 
trato  some  marriage  meditated  by  Mr.  Dairell  made  him 
scMnewhat  nneasf ,  and  appeared  to  him  to  dooaaod  ex- 
plana^n.  But  Caroline,  in  the  a»)gifi>h  to  which  aha 
awakened,  forestalled  bis  inquiries.  To  her  but  two 
thoughts  were  present:  how  she  had  wronged  Damll, — 
how  ungrateful  and  bitbleaa  she  must  seem  to  him ;  and 
in  the  impulse  of  her  remorse,  and  in  the  child-like  can- 
dor of  her  soul,  artlessly,  ingenuously,  she  poured  out 
her  feelings  to  the  husband  she  had  taken  as  counsellor 
and  guids,  as  if  seeking  to  guard  all  her  sorrow  for  the 
past  from  a  sentiment  that  might  render  her  less  k^al 
to  ate  responsibilities  which  linked  her  futun  to  another's. 
A  man  of  sense  would  have  hailed  in  bo  noble  a  confi- 
dence (however  it  might  have  pained  him  for  the  time), 
a  guarantee  for  the  happiness  and  security  of  his  whole 
existence.  He  would  have  seen  how  distinct  &om  that 
ardent  love  which  in  Caroline's  new  relation  of  life  would 
have  bordered  upon  guilt  and  been  cautious  as  guilt 
against  disclosing  its  secrets,  was  the  infantine,  venera- 
VOL.  u.  — 21 
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IMg  HBeiMaa  she  had  felt  for  a  mm  so  kr  removed  from 
her  by  yeara  a&d  the  development  of  intellect,  —  an  affec- 
tion which  a  young  husband,  tnuted  frith  CTeiy  thought, 
every  feeling,  might  reasonably  hope  to  eclipee.  A.  littte 
forbeonmce,  a  litde  of  delicate  and  generous  teudemees, 
at  that  moment,  wonld  have  secured  to  Lord  Montlort 
the  warm  devotion  of  a  grateful  heart,  in  which  the  grief 
Uiat  overflowed  was  not  for  the  irreplaceable  lose  of  an 
earlier  lover,  but  the  repentant  shame  for  wrang  and 
treachery  to  a  confiding  Mend. 

But  it  is  in  Tain  to  sak  from  any  m»"  that  which  is 
not  in  him  I  Lead  Hontfort  listened  wiUi  sullen,  stolid 
displeasure.  That  Cordine  should  feel  the  sUghteet  pain 
at  any  cause  which  had  cancelled  her  engi^^ment  to  that 
odious  Darrell,  and  had  raised  her  to  the  rank  of  hie 
Marcbitneee,  was  a  crime  in  his  eyes  never  to  be  expiated. 
He  considered,  not  without  reason,  t^t  Mrs.  I^dsay 
had  shamefully  deceived  him;  and  fully  believed  that 
A«  bad  been  an  accomplice  with  Jasper  in  that  artifice 
which  he  was  quite  gentleman  enough  to  consider  placed 
those  who  had  planned  it  out  of  the  pale  of  his  acquaint- 
ance. And  when  Caroline,  W^o  had  been  weeping  too 
vehemently  to  read  her  lord's  countenance,  came  to  a 
eloee,  Lord  Hontfort  took  up  his  hat  and  said :  "  I  beg 
never  to  hear  again  of  this  lawyer  and  his  very  disrepn- 
table  family  connections.  Ae  you  say,  you  and  your 
mother  have  behaved  very  ill  to  him;  but  yon  don't  seem 
to  understand  that  you  have  behaved  much  worse  to  me. 
As  to  condescending  to  write  to  him,  and  enter  into  ex- 
planatians  how  you  came  to  be  Lady  Montfort,  it  would 
be  90  lowering  to  me  that  I  wonld  never  forgive  it,  — 
never.  I  wonld  just  as  soon  that  you  run  away  at  once, 
—  sooner.  As  for  Mrs.  Lyndsay,  I  shall  forbid  her  en- 
tering my  house.     When  you  have  done  crying  order 
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joni  things  to  be  pocked  up.     I  eball  retura  to  ^"g'tTii 

tcMnOITOW." 

That  was  peihape  the  longeat  speech  Lotd  MooUcii 
ever  addieseed  to  hie  wife;  perhaps  it  iras  also  the 
rudest.  From  that  time  be  legaided  her  as  some  Span- 
iaid  of  ancient  days  might  regtid  a  gueet  on  whom  he 
was  compelled  to  hestov  the  rites  of  hospitality,  — to 
whom  be  gave  a  seat  at  his  boaid,  a  chair  at  his  hearth, 
but  for  whom  he  entertained  a  profound  aversion,  and 
kept  at  invincible  distanoe,  wi&  all  the  oeramony  of 
dignified  dieUke.  Once  only  during  her  wedded  life 
Caroline  again  saw  Darrell.  It  was  immediately  on  her 
return  to  England,  and  little  more  than  a  month  after 
her  marriage.  It  was  the  day  on  which  FarUament  had 
been  prorogued  preparatory  to  its  disscdution,  — tha  last 
FaiUaraent  <^  whi<^  Gay  Darrell  was  a  member.  Lady 
Montfort'B  carriage  was  detained  in  the  throng  with 
which  the  ceremonial  had  fillod  the  streets,  and  Darrell 
passed  it  im  horseback.  It  was  but  cme  look  in  that 
one  moment;  and  the  look  never  ceased  to  haunt  her, 
— a  look  of  such  stem  disdain,  but  also  of  such  deep 
despair.  No  langoage  can  ex^gerate  the  eloquence 
which  there  is  in  a  human  countraianoe,  when  a  great 
and  tortured  spirit  speaks  out  from  it  accusiiigly  to  a 
soul  that  compiehands.  The  crushed  heart,  the  ravaged 
existence,  were  bared  before  her  in  t^at  ^anoe,  as  deariy 
as  to  a  wanderer  through  the  night  are  the  rente  of  the 
precipice  in  the  flash  of  the  lightoing.  So  Hxej  encoun* 
tend,  —  BO  without  word,  they  parted.  To  birn  that  mo 
ment  decided  the  flight  from  active  life  to  which  his 
hopeless  thoughts  had  of  late  bean  wooing  the  jaded, 
weaiy  man.  In  safety  to  his  very  consoienoe,  he  would 
not  risk  the  certainty  thus  to  encounter  one  whom  it 
ocnivulaed  his  whole  being  to  remember  was  sDother's 
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wffs.  &i  that  highest  and  nsmrweet  Bphere  ot  tha 
great  London  world  to  which  Gay  Dorrell's  political 
distinction  condemned  hia  social  life,  it  was  impoanble 
but  that  he  should  be  brought  frequently  into  oollisioa 
with  Lord  Montfort,  the  head  of  a  House  with  which  Dat. 
rell  himself  was  connected, —  the  moet  powerful  patrician 
of  the  party  of  which  Darrell  was  bo  conspicuous  a  chief. 
Gould  he  eecape  Lady  Montfoit's  presence,  her  same  at 
least  would  be  continually  in  his  ears.  From  that  fatal 
beauty  he  oould  no  more  hide  than  from  the  Eiun. 

This  fiionght,  and  the  terror  it  occasioned  him,  com- 
pleted his  lesolve  on  the  instant.  The  next  day  he  was 
in  the  graves  of  I^wley,  and  amai»d  the  wcwld  by  dating 
from  tiiat  retreat  a  farewell  addreea  to  his  constitnenta. 
A  few  days  after,  the  news  of  his  daughter's  death 
reached  him;  and  as  that  event  became  known  it  ac- 
coimted  to  many  for  his  retinment  for  a  while  from 
public  life. 

But  to  Caroline  Montfort,  and  to  her  alone,  the  secret 
ol  a  career  blasted,  a  fame  renounced,  was  unmistakably 
revealed.  For  a  time  she  was  tortured,  in  every  eocie^ 
sbe  entered,  by  speculation  and  gossip  which  brought 
before  her  the  memory  of  his  genius,  the  accusing  sound 
of  his  name.  But  him  who  withdiaws  himself  from 
the  world,  the  WOTld  soon  foists ;  and  by  d^rees  Da^ 
rell  became  as  little  spoken  of  as  the  dead. 

Mrs.  Lyndaay  had  never,  daring  her  schemes  on  Lord 
Montfort,  abandoned  her  own  original  design  on  I^rrell. 
And  when,  to  her  infinite  amaze  and  mortification,  Lord 
Monllort,  before  the  first  montii  of  bis  marriage  exjHred, 
took  care,  in  the  fewest  possible  words,  to  dispel  her 
dream  of  governing  the  House,  and  rseiding  in  tha- 
housee  of  Vipont,  as  the  lawful  regent  during  the  life4 
lot^  minority  to  which  she  bad  condemned  boUi   tii8 
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ratasisnTS  Caroline  aad  the  letbaigio  Maiqiiwi^  she  - 
hutened  hy  lettei  to  exonlpate  liereeU  to  Parrell,  — ' 
laid,  of  courae,  all  the  blame  on  Caroline.  Alaal  had 
not  she  always  warned  him  that  Caioline  was  not  worttiy 
of  him  t  —  1dm,  the  greatest,  the  best  of  men,  etc,  etc 
Danell  replied  b;  a  nngle  cut  of  his  faenchant  Bowaam, 
aarcaam  which  shore  through  her  cnshion  of  down  and 
her  veil  of  gauze  like  ^e  sword  of  Saladin.  The  old 
Matchioneaa  tnmed  her  back  npon  Aba.  Lyndaay. 
I«dy  Selina  was  crushingly  civil.  The  pretty  woman 
with  pretty  manners,  no  better  off  for  all  the  misery  she 
had  occaaicmed,  went  to  Borne,  caught  cold,  and  having 
no  one  to  nurse  her  aa  Caroline  had  done,  fell  at  last 
into  a  real  consumption,  and  faded  out  of  the  world 
elegantly  and  spitefully,  as  fades  a  rose  t^tat  still  leaves 
its  thoma  behind  it. 

Caroline's  nature  grew  developed  and  exalted  by  the 
reeponaibilitiee  she  had  accepted,  and  \iy  the  puri^  of 
her  grief.  She  submitted,  as  a  just  retribniaon,  to  the 
solitude  and  humiliaticai  of  her  wedded  lotj  she  ear- 
nestly, virtuously,  strove  to  haniah  from  her  heart  every 
sentiment  tttat  could  recall  to  her  more  of  Danell  than 
the  remorse  of  having  darkened  a  life  that  had  been  to 
her  childhood  so  benignant,  and  to  her  youth,  so  con- 
fiding. As  we  have  seen  her,  at  the  mention  of  Daz> 
roll's  name,  —  at  the  allusion  to  his  griefs,  —  fly  to  Hm 
side  of  her  ungenial  lord,  though  he  was  to  her  hat  aa 
the  owner  of  the  name  she  bore,  —  so  it  was  the  saving 
impulse  of  a  delicate,  vatchfnl  conscience  that  kept  her 
08  honest  in  thought  as  she  was  irreproachable  in  oon- 
dnct.  But  vainly,  in  summonii^;  her  intellect  to  the 
relief  of  her  heart, —  vainly  had  she  sought  to  find  in  the 
world  friendships,  companionships,  that  might  eclipse 
the  memory  of  the  mind  so  lofty  ia  its  antique  mould 
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—ISO  taoder  in  its  depths  of  unsnspected  sweetBess  — 
which  bad  been  withdiawn  from  bei  existeace  befbie 
she  could  fully  compieheDd  its  rarity,  or  ^preciate  its 
wortb. 

At  last  ebe  beoame  free  onoa  maie ;  and  than  ahe  had 
dared  thoroughly  to  examme  into  ber  own  heart,  and 
into  the  nature  of  that  hold  which  tha  image  of  Dairell 
BtiU  letained  on  its  remembrancee.  And  precisely  be- 
cause she  WB8  convinced  ^t  she  had  succeeded  in  pre- 
serving her  old  childish  afiection  foi  him  free  from  tlie 
gtowtii  into  that  warm  love  which  would  have  been 
guilt  if  BO  encauiaged,  ahe  felt  the  more  free  to  volun- 
teer the  atonement  which  might  permit  het  to  dedicate 
herself  to  his  remaining  yean.  Thus,  one  day,  after  a 
conversation  with  Alban  Morley,  in  which  Alban  bad 
spoken  of  Darrell  as  the  friend,  almost  the  virtual  guar- 
dian, (A  hat  infancy;  and,  alluding  to  a  few  lines  just 
received  firom  him,  lm)ugbt  vividly  before  Caroline  the 
piotun  of  Paorell's  melancholy  wanderings  and  blighted 
life,  —  tlius  had  she,  <»i  the  impulse  <d  the  moment, 
written  the  letter  which  had  reached  Darrell  at  Malta. 
In  it  she  referred  but  indirectly  to  the  deceit  that  had 
been  pracUsed  on  herself,  —  £u  too  delicate  to  retail  a 
scandal  which  she  felt  to  be  an  insult  to  his  dignity,  in 
which,  too,  the  deceiving  parties  were  his  daughter's 
husband  and  her  own  mother.  JSa  doubt  every  true 
woman  can  nndeistand  why  she  thus  wrotfi  to  Darrell, 
and  every  trae  man  can  equally  comprehend  why  that 
letter  failed  in  its  object,  and  was  returned  to  her  in 
soom.  Heia  was  the  yearning  of  meek,  paaeionlese  affec- 
tion, and  his  the  rebuke  of  sensitive,  embittered,  indig- 
nant love. 

Sut  now,  as  all  her  past^  with  it«  interior  life,  glkled 
before  her,  by  a  grief  the  most  intolerable  she  hsd  yet 
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Imown,  th«  woman  became  avaie  that  it  was  no  longei 
penitence  for  the  injured  friend,  — it  was  despair  for  the 
lover  ahe  had  lost.  In  that  stormy  interriev,  out  of 
all  the  confused  and  struggling  elemente  of  her  life-long 
eelf-repioach,  lots — -the  love  of  woman— had  flashed 
suddenly,  luminously,  as  the  love  of  youth  at  first  sight. 
Strange,  — but  the  very  disparity  of  years  seemed  gonet 
She,  the  niatui^d,  sorrowful  woman,  was  so  much  nearer 
to  the  man,  etill  young  in  heart,  and  little  changed  io 
person,  than  the  gay  girl  of  seventeen  had  been  to  the 
gnve  friend  of  forty!  Strange,  but  those  vehement 
reproaches  had  wakened  emotions  deeper  in  the  core  of 
tile  wild,  mortal  breast^  than  all  that  early  chivalrous 
homage  whidi  had  exalted  her  into  the  ideal  of  dreaming 
poete.  Strange,  sfoange,  strange!  But  where  there  is 
nothing  strange,  there,  —  is  there  ever  love ) 

And  with  this  revelation  of  her  own  altered  heart, 
came  the  clearer  and  fresher  insight  into  the  nature  and 
character  of  the  man  she  loved.  Hitherto  she  had  recog- 
nised bat  bia  virtues, — now  abe  beheld  bis  failings; 
beholding  them  tu  \f  virtuM,  loved  him  mote;  and, 
loving  him,  more  despaired.  She  recognized  that  all- 
pervading,  indomiteble  pride,  which,  interwoven  with 
bis  sanae  of  hcmor,  became  as  relentless  as  it  was  nnre- 
venJiefuL  She  comprehended  now,  that  the  more  he 
loved  her,  the  less  be  would  forgive ;  and,  recalling  the 
unexpected  gentleness  of  bis  faiewell  words,  she  felt 
tiiat  in  his  promised  blessing  lay  tiie  aentenoe  that 
annihilated  every  hope. 
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CHAPTER  ITT. 

WliBtaTW  dM  Bumlwr  of  *  man's  friendi,  then  will  be  tiiMa  in  Vt 
Ufa  when  be  hu  one  too  few ;  but  if  he  hu  onlj  one  enemy,  he 
ii  luck;  indeed  If  be  hu  not  one  too  nuuij. 

A  COLD  night;  sharp  froet;  winter  set  in.  The  shnttere 
are  dosed,  the  curtains  drawn,  the  fire  bums  dear,  uid 
the  lights  are  aoftly  shaded  in  Albtn  MorleT's  drawing- 
Toom.  The  old  badielor  is  at  home  again.  He  had 
retumed  that  day ;  sent  to  Lionel  to  come  to  him ;  uid 
Lionel  had  already  told  him  what  had  tranepiied  in  iaa 
aheence,  —  from  the  identification  of  Waife  with  William 
Losely,  to  Lady  Montfort's  visit  to  Fawley,  which  had 
taken  place  two  days  before,  and  of  which  she  had  in- 
formed Lionel  by  a  few  hasty  lines,  stating  hei  inability 
to  soften  Mr.  Darrell's  olgections  to  the  alliance  between 
Lionel  and  Sophy;  severely  blaming  herself  that  those 
objections  had  not  more  forcibly  presented  themselvea 
to  her  own  mind,  and  conduding  with  expreBtdons  of 
sympathy,  and  appeals  to  fortitude,  in  which,  however 
brief,  the  exquisite  kindness  of  her  nature  so  diffiiaed  its 
charm,  that  the  soft  words  soothed  insensibly,  like  those 
sounds  whidi  in  Nature  itself  do  soothe  ns  we  know  not 
why. 

The  poor  Colonel  found  himself  in  the  midst  of  pain- 
ful subjects.  Though  he  had  no  very  keen  sympathy 
for  the  sorrows  of  lovers,  and  no  credulooB  ^th  in  ever- 
lasting attachments,  Lionel's  portraiture  of  the  young 
girl  who  formed  so  mysterious  a  link  between  the  two 
man  who,  in  varying  waya,  had  touched  the  finest  springs 
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in  hie  own  heart,  compelled  a  composnonate  and  chival- 
tons  interest,  and  he  waa  deeply  impressed  by  the  quiet 
of  Lionel's  dejection.  The  young  man  uttered  no  OMn- 
plaints  of  the  inflexibility  with  which  Darrell  had  de- 
etroyed  hia  elyeium.  He  bowed  to  the  will  with  which 
it  was  in  vain  to  argue,  and  which  it  would  have  been 
a  criminal  ingratitade  to  defy.  But  his  youth  aeemed 
withered  up;  down-eyed  and  lietless  he  sank  into  that 
BtapoT  of  despondency  which  so  drearily  amolates  the 
calm  of  resigiiation. 

"  I  have  but  one  wish  now,"  said  he,  "  and  that  is  to 
change  at  once  into  some  regiment  on  active  service.  I 
do  not  talk  of  courting  danger  and  seeking  death.  That 
would  be  either  a  senseless  commonplace,  or  a  tlireat^ 
as  it  were,  to  Heaven  I  But  I  need  some  vehemence 
of  action,  —  aome  positive  and  irresistible  call  upon  hcaior 
or  duty  that  may  force  foe  to  contend  against  this  stnnge 
heaviness  that  settles  down  on  my  whole  life.  Tbeiefore, 
I  entreat  you  so  to  arrange  for  me,  and  break  it  to  Mr. 
Darrell  in  such  terms  as  may  not  needlessly  pain  him  by 
the  obtrusion  of  my  sufleringa.  For,  while  I  know  him 
well  enough  to  be  convinced  that  nothing  could  move 
him  from  resolves  in  which  he  had  intrenched,  as  in  a 
citadel,  his  pride  oi  his  creed  of  honor,  I  am  sure  that 
he  would  take  into  hia  own  heart  all  the  grief  which  those 
Ksolves  occasioned  to  another's." 

"  You  do  him  justice  there, "  cried  Alban ;  "  yon  an 
a  noble  fellow  to  understand  him  so  wellt  Sir,  you 
have  in  you  the  stnS  that  makes  English  gentlemen  such 
generous  soldiers." 

"  Action,  action,  action, "  exclaimed  LioneL  "  Strife, 
strife  I  No  other  chance  of  core.  Best  is  aoornahing^ 
solitude  BO  diBma^  " 

Lo!  how  contrasted  the  effect  of  a  similar  cauae  of 
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grief  at  differeat  stages  of  life!  Chase  the  first  day-dreams 
of  our  youth,  and  we  cry,  "  Action  —  rtrife !  "  In  that 
oiy,  unconsciously  to  ourselves,  bofe  speaks  and  proffers 
worlds  of  emotion  not  yet  exhausted.  Disperse  the  last 
golden  illusion  in  which  the  im^^  of  happiness  cheats 
our  experienced  manhood,  uid  hope  is  silent  i  she  has 
no  mote  worlds  to  offer,  —  unlees,  indeed,  she  drop  her 
earthly  attributes,  change  her  less  solemn  name,  and 
float  fai  out  of  sight  as  "  faith  I " 

Alban  made  no  immediate  reply  to  Lionel :  but^  seat- 
ing himself  still  more  comfortably  in  his  chair,  —  planting 
his  feet  still  more  at  ease  upon  bis  fender,  —  the  kindly 
man  of  the  world  silently  revolved  all  the  poseible  means 
by  which  Darrell  might  yet  be  softened  ani  Lionel  ren- 
dered bappy.  His  reflections  dismayed  him.  "Was 
there  ever  such  untoward  luck,"  he  said  at  last,  and 
peevishly,  "  that  out  of  the  whole  world  you  should  fall 
in  love  with  the  very  girl  against  whom  Darrell's  feelings 
(prejudices  if  you  please)  must  be  mailed  in  adamant! 
Convinced,  and  apparently  with  every  reason,  tiiat  she 
is  not  his  daughter's  child,  but,  however  innocently,  an 
impostor,  how  can  he  receive  her  as  his  young  kinsman's 
bride  1     How  can  we  expect  it !  " 

"  Buf^ "  said  Lionel,  "  if,  on  farther  investigation,  she 
prove  to  be  his  daughter's  child,  —  the  sole  suiriving  re- 
presentative of  his  line  and  name  t  " 

"Sis  name  I  No!  Of  the  nanu  of  Loaely,  — the 
name  of  that  turbulent  sharper  who  may  yet  die  on  the 
gibbet;  of  that  poor,  dear,  lovable  rascal  Willy,  who  was 
goose  enough  to  get  himself  transported  for  robbery  I  — 
a  felon's  grandchild  the  representative  of  Darrell's  line! 
But  how  on  earth  came  Lady  Montfort  to  favoi  so  wild 
a  project,  and  encourage  you  to  share  in  itt — she  who 
ought  to  have  known  Durell  better)" 
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"AIobI  dbe  saw  but  Sophy's  exqui«t«,  nrnpls  tir- 
taes,  and  inbom  grace;  and,  believing  bar  dftim  to 
Danell'a  lineage,  Lady  Montfort  thought  bat  of  tha 
joy  and  Ueesing  one  bo  good  and  so  loving  mif^t 
bring  to  his  joyleaa  hearUt.  She  was  not  tJiinlring  of 
morbid  prida  and  mouldering  anceeton,  but  of  aootb- 
.ing  charities  and  loving  ties-  And  I^y  Montfort, 
I  now  sn^>ect,  in  her  scheme  for  our  happiness,  — 
for  Danell's,  —  had  an  intenst  which  involved  bat 
ownl" 

"Herownl" 

"  Yes ;  I  see  it  all  now." 

"See  what!     Ton  pusde  me." 

"I  told  yoa  that  Darrell,  in  hia  letter  to  me,  wrote 
with  great  bittomeae  of  Lady  Uoutfort." 

"  Very  oatoial  that  he  should.  Who  would  not  n- 
aent  such  interfemnce  t " 

"  Listen.  I  told  you  Uiat,  at  bis  own  command,  I 
sent  to  her  that  letter;  that  she,  on  receiving  it,  went 
herself  to  Fawley,  to  plead  our  cause.  I  was  mnguine 
of  the  result," 

"Whyl" 

"  Becanae  he  who  is  in  love  has  a  wondrons  intoitioo 
into  all  the  mysteries  of  love  in  others;  and  when  I 
read  Danell's  letter,  Z  felt  sure  that  he  had  once  loved 
—  loved  still,  perhaps  — the  woman  he  so  vehemently 
reproached." 

"  Ha  I "  said  tiie  man  of  the  world,  intimato  with  Guy 
Darrell  from  his  BchooI-dayB,  — "  ha !  ia  it  posaible  1 
And  they  say  that  I  know  everything!  Yon  were  aan- 
guine,  — I  understand.  Yes,  if  yout  belief  were  true, 
-~if  there  were  scsue  old  attachment  that  could  be 
ifivived ;  some  old  misunderstanding  explained  away, 
—stop;  let  me  think.     True,  true,  — it  was  joet  after 
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hsT  nuuiiage  that  h«  fled  from  the  wodcL  All,  119 
dear  Lionel)  light,  light,  —  light  dawsa  on  me.  Not 
without  rfoacm.  were  yoQ  aanguioe.  Yonr  hand,  n^ 
dear  boy ;  I  see  hope  few  yon  at  last.  For,  if  the  tola 
reason  that  pieveoted  Dairell  ooatractii^  a  second  max- 
rioge  was  the  nnconqneied  memory  of  a  woman  lite 
Lady  Hontfort  (where,  indeed,  her  equal  in  beauty, 
in  dispoeiticma  eo  akin  to  his  own  ideal  of  womanly 
excellence  T),  and  if  she  too  haa  some  correqxmdent 
sentiment  for  him,  why,  then,  indeed  you  might  lose 
all  chance  of  being  DaneU's  sole  heir;  your  Sophy 
might  forfeit  the  hatefnl  claim  to  be  the  sole  edoa  on 
his  andent  tree:  but  it  is  precisely  by  those  loasee  that 
Lionel  Haughton  m^^ht  gain  the  Iside  he  covets;  and 
if  this  girl  prove  to  be  what  these  Loselys  afBnn,  ttutt 
very  marriage,  which  is  now  so  repugnant  to  Darrell, 
oi^ht  to  insure  his  blessing.  Were  he  himself  to  many 
again,  —  had  he  rightful  representatiTea  and  hairs  in 
his  own  sons,  —he  ahcrald  rejoice  in  the  nuptials  that 
secured  to  his  daughter's  child  eo  honoiaUe  a  name  and 
so  tender  a  protector.  And  as  for  inheritance,  yon  have 
not  been  reared  to  expect  it;  you  have  never  counted 
on  it.  Tou  would  receive  a  fortune  sufficiently  ample 
to  restore  your  ancestral  station;  your  career  will  add 
honors  to  fortune.  Yea,  yes ;  that  is  the  sole  way  out  of 
all  these  difficulties.  Darrell  must  many  ^ain;  Lady 
Montfort  must  be  his  wife.  Lionel  shall  be  free  to  chooee 
her  whom  Lady  Montfort  approves,  befriends,  —  no  mat- 
ter what  her  birth;  and  L  L  — Alben  Morley,  —  shall 
have  an  arm-chair  by  two  smiling  hearths. " 

At  this  moment  there  was  heard  a  violent  rir^  at  the  bell , 
a  loud  knock  at  the  stieetdooi;  and  presently,  fallow- 
ing close  on  the  servant,  and  pushing  him  aside  as  be 
asked  what  name  to  announce,  a  woman,  severely  dressed 
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to  iron-gzBf,  witii  a  Btmigl3r<mBAed'  uid  hsggud  onDF 
tanance,  harried  into  the  rooni,  and,  striding  ri(^  np 
to  Alban  Moiley,  as  he  iD§e  from  his  seatv  grasped  his 
arm,  and  vhiapeied  into  his  esr:  "  Lose  not  a  minute; 
come  with  me  instantly,  — as  yon  valae  the  safety,  per- 
haps the  life,  of  Quy  Dairellt " 

"Guy  Dutelll "  exclaimed  Lionel,  overhearing  her, 
despite  the  ondertones  of  hei  voice. 

"  Who  are  yon T "  she  said,  tmming  fiercely;  "an  yon 
one  gf  his  familyt  " 

"  Hia  kinsman,  almost  his  adopted  son,  —  Mr.  Lionel 
Haughton, "  said  the  Colonel.  "  But  paidon  me,  Madflm, 
.^  who  are  you  t " 

"  Do  you  not  remember  me  T  Yet  you  were  so  often 
in  Darrell's  house  that  you  must  have  eeen  my  &ice, 
as  you  have  learned  from  your  friend  how  little  cause 
I  have  to  care  for  him  or  his.  Look  again ;  I  am  that 
Arabella  Foasett  who — " 

"  Ah,  I  remember  now ;  but  — " 

"But  I  tell  you  that  Dartell  is  in  danger,  and  this 
night.  Take  money;  to  be  in  time  you  most  hire  a 
special  train.  Take  arms,  tiiough  to  be  used  only  in 
self-defence.  Take  your  servant,  if  he  is  brave.  This 
young  kinsman,  — let  him  come  too.  There  is  only  one 
man  to  redst;  hut  that  man,"  she  said,  with  a  wild 
kind  of  pride,  "  would  have  the  strength  and  courage 
of  ten,  were  his  cause  not  that  which  may  make  the 
strong  man  weak,  and  the  bold  man  craven.  It  is  not 
a  matter  for  the  officen  of  justice,  for  law,  for  scandal ; 
the  service  Ib  to  be  done  in  secret,  —  by  friends,  by 
kinsmen;  for  the  danger  that  threatens  Darrell  —  stoop, 
stoop,  Colonel  Morlay, — close  in  your  ear;"  and  into 
his  ear  she  hissed,  —  "  for  the  danger  that  threatens  Dar- 
rell in  his  house  this  night  is  from  the  man  whoeo 
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name  lug  dkDg}iteT  bon.  .  Tlut  i>  wl^  I  oone  to  jaa. 
To  TOO  I  need  not  ny,  'Span  his  life^  — Jasper  Loaeljr'B 
life.'  Jaq>ei  Loedy'a  deatti  ib  a  midiuglit  robber  wooU 
be  Darrell'B  intolenUiB  iluunal  QoidE,  quick,  qnickl  — 
eome,  oomel" 
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Ws  left  Jaaper  Loeely  Testing  foi  the  ni^t  at  the  amsU 
town  Deal  Fawley,  The  next  morning  he  walked  on 
to  the  old  manor-hoUBe.  It  was  the  same  morning  in 
which  Lady  Montfart  had  held  her  painful  interriew 
with  Danell;  and  just  when  Loeely  neared  the  gate 
that  led  into  the  small  park,  he  aaw  her  re-enter  the 
hired  vehicle  in  waiting  for  her.  As  the  carriage 
rapidly  diova  past  the  miscreant,  Lady  Montfort  looked 
forth  from  the  window  to  snatch  a  last  look  at  the 
scenes  still  so  dear  to  her,  through  eyee  blinded  l^ 
despairing  tears.  Jasper  thus  caught  sight  of  her 
countenance,  and  recognized  her,  though  she  did  not 
even  notice  him.  Surprised  at  the  sight,  he  halted  by 
the  palings.  What  could  have  brought  Lady  Montfort 
there  T  Could  the  intimacy  hie  fraud  had  broken  off 
BO  many  years  ago  he  renewedl  If  so,  why  the  extreme 
sadness  so  evident  on  the  face  of  which  he  had  caught 
hut  a  hurried,  rapid  glance  t  Be  that  as  it  might,  it 
was  DO  longer  of  the  interest  to  him  it  had  once  been; 
and,  after  pondering  on  the  circumstance  a  minute  or 
two,  he  advanced  to  the  gate.  But  while  hia  hand  was 
on  the  latch,  he  again  paused;  how  should  he  obtain 
admission  to  Darrell  T  —  how  announce  himselft    If  ia 
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Ilia  ovn  name,  vould  not  exclusion  be  certain  t  —  if  aa 
a  Btianger  on  businees,  would  Darrell  be  auie  to  receive 
himl  Ab  be  was  thus  cogitating,  iiia  ear,  which,  with 
all  his  other  oi^ans  of  sense,  wae  constitutionally  fine 
as  a  savage's,  caugbt  sound  of  a  faint  rustle  among  tiie 
boughs  of  a  thidt  copse  which  covered  a  part  of  the 
little  park,  terminating  at  its  pales.  The  rustle  came 
nearer  and  nearer;  the  branches  ware  rudely  displaced; 
and  in  a  few  momenta  more  Guy  Danell  bimaelf  came 
out  from  the  copse,  close  by  the  gate,  and,  opening  it 
quickly,  stood  face  to  face  with  his  abborrent  son-in- 
law.  Jasper  was  startled,  but  the  opportunity  was  not 
to  be  lost.  "  Mr.  Darrell,"  he  said,  "  I  come  here  again 
to  see  you;  vouchsafe  me,  this  time,  a  calmer  hearing." 
So  changed  was  Losely,  so  absorbed  in  his  own  emotions 
Darrell,  that  the  words  did  not  at  once  waken  up  remem- 
brance. "  Another  time,"  said  Darrell,  hastily  moving 
on  into  the  road;  "  I  am  not  at. leisure  now." 

"  Pardon  me,  now,"  said  Loselj,  unconsciously  bring- 
ing himself  beck  to  the  tones  and  bearing  of  his  earlier 
and  more  civilized  years,  "  You  do  not  remember  me, 
sir;  no  wonder.     But  my  name  is  Jasper  Losely." 

I>airell  halted;  then,  still  as  if  spellbound,  looked 
fixedly  at  the  broad-shouldered,  burly  frame  before  him, 
cased  in  ita  coarse  pea-jacket,  and  in  that  rude  foi'm, 
and  that  defeatured,  bloated  face,  detected,  though  with 
strong  effort,  the  wrecks  of  the  masculine  beauty  which 
had  ensnared  his  deceitful  daughter.  Jasper  could  not 
have  selected  a  more  unpropitious  moment  for  his  cause. 
DaiTell  was  still  too  much  under  the  influence  of  recent 
excitement  and  immense  sorrow  for  tliat  supremacy  of 
prudence  over  passion  which  could  alone  have  made 
him  a  willing  listener  to  overtures  from  Jasper  Losely. 
And  about  the  man  whose  connection  with  himself  was 
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a  tJiought  of  such  bitter  shame,  there  wm  now  k  imnu** 
takably  the  aii  at  settled  degndatdon,  that  all  DaTiell'i 
instmcta  of  gentleman  were  revolted, — just  at  the  verj 
time,  too,  when  his  pride  had  been  most  chafed  and 
assailed  by  the  obtrusion  of  all  that  Tendered  most  gall- 
ing to  him  the  vei;  name  of  Jasper  Loaely.  WhatI 
was  it  that  man's  asserted  child  whom  Lionel  Uanghton 
desired  as  a  wifel  —  was  the  alliance  wiih  that  man  to 
be  thus  renewed  and  strengthened! — that  man  have 
another  claim  to  him  and  hia  in  right  of  paientage 
to  the  bride  of  his  nearest  kinsman  I  WhatI  wtn  it 
Uiat  man's  child  whom  he  was  askad  to  leoogniie  aa  of 
his  own  flesh  and  bloodl  —  the  last  representative  of  hii 
linet  That  maa] ^that /  A  flash  shot  from  his  bright 
eye,  deepening  its  gray  into  dark;  and,  timing  on  hia 
heel,  Darrell  said,  through  his  compresaed  lips,— ~ 

"  Yon  have  heard,  sir,  I  believe,  through  Colonel 
Morley,  that  only  on  condition  of  your  permanent  set- 
tlement in  one  of  our  distant  colonies,  or  America  if 
fon  prefer  it,  would  I  ocmsent  to  assist  yon.  I  am  of 
Uie  same  mind  still.  I  cannot  parley  with  yon  myself. 
Colonel  Morley  is  abroad,  I  believe.  I  lefar  yon  to 
my  eoLicitoi:  you  have  seen  him  yean  ago;  you  Imow 
his  address.     No  more,  sir. " 

"This  will  not  do,  Hr.  Darrell,"  said  Losely, dog- 
gedly; and,  planting  himself  right  before  Danell's  way.; 
"  I  have  come  here  on  purpose  to  have  alt  diSbrancea  out 
with  you,  face  to  face,  and  I  will  —  " 

"  You  will  I "  said  Darrell,  pale  with  haughty  anger, 
and,  with  the  impulse  of  his  passion,  bis  hand  clenched. 
In  the  bravery  of  his  nature,  and  the  warmth  of  a  tem- 
per constitutionally  quick,  he  Uioaght  nothing  of  the 
strength  and  bnlk  of  the  insolent  obtmder,  —  nothing 
of  the  peril  of  odda  so  unequal  in  a  paraonal  encounter. 
VOL.  u.— 23 
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Boitiie  dignity  whidi  pemded  all  Ms  habitB;  and  often 
mpplied  to  him  the  plaoe  of  diacretion,  cune,  hafipilj 
ftn'  himBeU,  to  hia  aid  now.  He  strike  a  Dum  whom 
he  so  despisedl— he  raise  that  man  to  his  own  level 
\fj  the  honor  of  a  Uow  from  his  hand  I  ImpoBBiblel 
"Yon  will!"  he  aaid.  "Wall,  be  it  so.  Are  you 
oome  again  to  tell  me  that  a  child  of  mj  daughter  liyes, 
and  titat  you  won  my  daughteT's  fortune  by  a  deliberate 
liel" 

"  I  am  not  come  to  speak  of  that  girl,  but  of  myself. 
I  say  that  I  have  a  claim  on  you,  Mr.  Dairell;  I  say 
&at,  turn'  and  twist  the  troth  as  you  will,  you  are  etill 
my  father-in-law,  and  that  it  is  intoleiable  that  I  should 
be  wanting  bread,  or  driven  into  actual  robbery,  while 
my  wife's  father  is  a  man  of  countless  wealth,  and  has 
DO  heir  except  —  but  I  will  not  now  urge  tiiat  child's 
cause;  I  am  content  to  abandon  it  if  so  obnoxious  to 
yon.  Do  you  wish  me  to  cut  a  throat,  and  to  be 
hanged,  and  all  the  world  to  hear  the  last  dying  speech 
and  confession  of  Quy  Darrell'a  son-iQ-lawl  Answer 
me,  sir}" 

"  I  answer  yon  briefly  and  plainly.  It  ie  simply 
beoause  I  would  not  have  that  last  di^raoe  on  Guy 
Darrell'a  name  that  I  offer  you  a  nubeisteace  in  lands 
where  you  will  be  less  exposed  to  those  temptations 
which  induced  you  to  invest  the  sums,  that,  by  yoar 
own  tale  bad  been  obtained  from  me  on  false  pretences, 
in  the  sink  of  a  Paris  gambling-house.  A  subsistence 
that,  if  it  does  not  pamper  vice,  at  least  places  you  be- 
yond the  necessity  of  crime,  is  at  your  opUon.  Choose 
it  or  reject  it  as  you  will," 

"  Look  you,  Mr.  Darrell,"  said  Jaapei,  whose  temper 
was  fast  giving  way  beneath  the  cold  and  galling  soom 
witb  which  he  was  thus  eqst  aside;  "  I  am  in  a  state  so 
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desperate,  that,  ntber  than  atarrs,  I  may  take  what  joa 
M  coutemptaoualj  fling  to — your  daughter'a  hoahuMl;. 
but—" 

'  Knarel "  cried  Damll,  interrapting  Iiim;  "  do  joa 
again  and  again  n^  it  as  a  olaim  apoD  me,  that  70a 
^ooyed  from  h«r  honw,  onder  a  falae  name,  my  cnily 
child;  that  she  died  in  a  foreign  laad,  —  brokea-bearted, 
if  I  have  rightly  heard:  is  that  a  claim  upon  your  duped 
victim's  father  t " 

*  It  seeme  so,  since  your  pride  ia  oonipelled  to  own 
that  tiie  Torld  would  deem  it  <me,  if  the  jail  chaplain 
took  doTn  the  last  words  of  your  eon-in-lawl  But, 
baata,  battat  hear  mo  oat,  and  epaie  hard  names;  for 
the  blood  is  mounting  into  my  brain,  and  I  may  become 
dangerous.  Had  any  other  man  eyed,  and  aooSMi,  and 
railed  at  me  as  you  have  done,  he  would  be  lying  dead 
and  dumb  as  this  atone  at  my  foot;  bob  you-~are  my 
father-in-law  [  Now,  I  core  not  to  bargain  with  yon 
what  be  the  preeise  amonnt  of  my  stipend  if  I  obey 
your  msh,  and  settle  miserably  in  one  of  those  raw, 
comfortless  oomen  into  which  they  who  burden  this 
Old  World  are  thrust  out  of  sight  I  would  rather 
live  my  time  out  in  this  country,  live  it  ont  in  peace 
and  for  half  what  yon  may  agree  to  give  in  transport-: 
ing  me.  If  70a  are  to  do  anything  for  me,  you  had 
bett«r  do  it  so  as  to  make  me  contented  on  easy  terms 
to  your  own  pockete,  mther  than  to  leave  me  diasatlsfied, 
and  willing  to  annoy  yon^  whioh  I  could  do  somehow 
or  other,  even  on  ths  far  aide  of  the  Harring  Fcmd.  I 
might  keep  to  the  letter  of  a  bargain,  live  in  Melbourne 
or  Sydney,  and  take  your  money,  and  yet  molest  and 
trouble  you  by  deputy.  That  gitl,  for  instance,  yosr 
grandchild;  well,  well,  disown  her  if  yon  please;  but 
if  I  find  out  where  she  is,  which  I  own  I  have  not 
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done  yat,  I  might  cootriTe  to  i«nder  her  the  pUgas  of 
joor  life,  eTeo  tbongb  I  were  in  Autrtralia." 

"Ay, "said  Danell,  murmuring, — "ay, ay;  bnt — " 
(niddeuly  gathering  himself  up),  'lHol  Mao,  if  she 
wen  my  grandchild,  yonr  own  child,  could  you  talk  of 
hei  thus  t  —  make  her  ihe  object  of  so  base  a  traffic,  and 
such  miserable  thieatsl  Wicked  though  yon  be,  this 
were  against  Naturel  —  even  In  I^'atuie's  wickedness  — 
even  in  the  son  of  a  felon,  and  in  the  abaiper  of  a  bell. 
Pooh  I  I  despise  yonr  malice.  I  will  listen  to  yoa  no 
Icoiger.     Ont  of  my  patii." 

-Not" 

"No!" 

■  So,  Gny  Darrell,  I  have  not  yet  done;  you  shall 
hear  my  terms,  and  aocapt  ttiem, — >a  moderate  bu£1 
down;  say  a  few  hundreds,  and  two  hundred  a  yeo;.- 
to  spend  in  London  as  I  will,  < — but  out  of  your  beat, 
out  of  your  eight  and  hearing.  Grant  this,  and  I  will 
never  cross  you  again,  —  never  attempt  to  find,  and, 
if  I  find  by  chance,  never  claim  as  my  child  by  youi- 
daughter  that  wandering  girl.  I  will  never  ahame  yo.-. 
1^  naming  our  connection.  I  will  not  offend  the  kw, 
DOT  die  by  the  hangman;  jvt  I  shall  not  live  loag,  for 
I  suffer  much,  and  I  drink  hard." 

The  last  words  were  qioken  gloomily,  not  altogether 
without  a  stiange,  dreary  pathos.  And  amidst  all  his 
just  scorn  and  anger,  the  large,  human  heart  of  Ouy 
Darrell  was  for  the  moment  touched.  He  was  silent, 
—  his  mind  hesitated;  woold  it  not  be  well,  would  it 
not  be  just  as  safe  to  his  own  peace,  and  to  that  of  the 
poor  child,  whom,  no  matter  what  her  parentage,  Danell 
ooald  not  but  desire  to  free  from  the  claim  set  up  by 
BO  bold  a  mffian,  to  gratify  Losely's  wish,  and  let  bim 
t^ntun  in  Enj^and,  upon  an  aUowanoe  that  would  suf- 
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floe  for  his  lubeiBtence  f  Uuluokily  for  Jaaipvt,  it  vH 
while  tliis  doubt  pnnwl  througb  Darrell'a  relentiiig 
nind,  that  the  miBcnwit,  vho  wu  shrewd  «iioi;gh 
to  see  that  he  had  gained  ground,  but  too  coarse  of  a^iEk 
hannon  to  asraabe  his  advantage  to  ita  right  obum^ 
thought  to  stnogtiiea  his  naae  by  additiomil  aign> 
ments.  "You  eee,  air,"  reaomed  Jaapet,  in  ahuoat 
familiar  accnnti^  "that  there  is  no  dgg  so  tootblev 
bat  what  bo  ean  bite,  and  no  dag  so  savage  bait  wha^ 
if  you  give  himplentf  to  eat,  he  will  serve  jroa." 

Darrall  lotted  up,  and  his  brow  slowly  darkeoed. 

Jsapai  oontinaed,  "  I  hays  hinted  bow  I  night  [dagiw 
you;  perhaps,  on  the  other  hand,  I  might  do  yoa  a  good 
turn  with  that  handsome  lady  who  drove  from  yeor  pack 
gate  as  I  came  up.  Ah  I  you  were  once  to  have  been 
married  to  her.  I  read  in  the  newspcqieia  that  she  bu 
become  a  widow:  you  may  many  her  yet.  Then  was 
a  story  agaiaat  yon  once;  her  mother  made  use  of  i^ 
and  broke  off  an  old  engagement.  I  can  set  that  stoiy 
rij^t." 

"You  can,"  said  DaneU,  widi  that  exceeding  calmr 
nees  which  comes  from  ezQeedisg  wrath;  "  and  perhaps, 
air,  tint  atory,  whatever  it  might  be,  yoB  invented.  Ko 
d<^  so  toothless  as  not  to  bit«,  —  eb,  sic  I " 

"Well,"  returned  Jacqwr,  mistaking  Danell's  com- 
posure, "at  that  time  certainly  it  soemed  my  ioterest 
that  yoaabould  not  marry  again,  — but,6a<to/  hattat 
enough  of  bygones.  If  I  bit  onee,  I  will  serve  now. 
Come,  sir,  you  are  a  man  of  the  world,  let  ua  doaa  tba 


All  Darrall's  soul  waa  now  up  in  arms.  Wha^ 
then  I  this  infamous  wretch  waa  the  author  of  tha  td» 
If  whioh  the  woman  he  bad  loved,  as  woman  luTer 
was  kirad  befote,  had  excused  bar  br«acb  of  faith,  and 
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boen  lost  l>o  trim  forevert  And  he  lumed  Hob,  wbil* 
^t  ftesh  from  her  preeence,  — fraab  from  the  agoniDi^ 
conTiction  that  hi>  hmrt  lored  ctiU,  bot  could  not 
pardon.  With  a  apring  bo  sodden  that  it  took  LdmIj 
ntteriy  hj  stupriee,  he  leaped  on  the  bravo,  awong  aade 
that  huge  bidk  which  Jasper  had  bourted  four  draymsn 
<kiuld  not  stir  against  its  will,  cleared  hit  way;  and 
tnmii^  back  before  Loeely  had  recovered  his  amaie, 
erled  out,  "Execrable  villain  I  I  tevoke  evsi;  cdFer 
to  aid  a  Hfe  that  has  existed  but  to  da^n  and  deeo- 
lat«  those  it  was  permitted  to  approach.  Starve  or  rob  1 
perish  miserabl;  I  And  if  I  pour  not  on  your  head  my 
parting  curse,  it  is  only  because  I  know  that  man  has 
no  right  to  curse;  and  castii^  you  back  on  yoiu  own 
evil  self  is  the  sole  revenge  which  my  belief  La  Heaven 


Thus  saying,  Darrell  strode  oa,  —  swiftly,  but  not  as 
one  who  flies.  Jasper  made  three  loi^;  bounds,  and  was 
almost  at  his  side,  when  be  was  startled  by  the  explo- 
sion of  a  gun.  A  pheasant  fell  dead  on  the  road,  and 
Darrell's  gamekeeper,  gun  in  hand,  oame  through  a  gap 
in  the  hedge  opposite  tbe  park  pale^  and  seeing  bis 
master  close  before  him,  appioaiihed  to  apologiie  for  tiia 
BuddennesB  of  the  shot. 

Whatever  Loeely's  intention  in  hastening  aftsr  Dar- 
rell, he  had  no  opUon  now  but  to  relinquish  it,  and  drt^ 
back.  The  villi^  itoelf  was  not  many  hundred  yaida 
distant;  and,  after  all,  what  good  in  violenee,  except 
the  gratified  rage  of  the  moment  t  Violenoe  would  not 
give  to  Jasper  Loeely  the  income  that  had  just  been 
within  his  grasp,  and  bad  so  unexpectedly  ehided  it 
de  remained,  therefore,  in  the  lane,  stutding  still,  and  ' 
Meing  Darrell  turn  quietly  into  his  park  throng  a» 
other  gate  close  to  the  manorhouse.     The  gamduepait 
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meanWhfle,  picked  ap  hw  biid,  reloaded  his  gan,  asA  . 
ejed  Jupei  aUspicioualy  aslnnt.  The  baffled  gladiitot 
at  leDgth  turned,  and  walked  slowly  hack  to  the  town 
be  had  left.  It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  fae  onee 
mon  gained  his  comer  in  the  coffee-room  ixf  hie  oommeib 
dal  Inn ;  and,  to  hb  annoyance,  the  room  wsa  crowded, 
—  it  was  market-day.  Farmers,  theiv  bnrineeB  orer, 
came  in  and  out  in  qnick  saeceBeSon;  tboae  who  did 
not  dine  at  the  ordinaries,  taking  their  hasty  snack, 
or  BtiiTai>-cup,  while  their  hones  were  being  saddled; 
others  to  look  at  the  newspaper,  or  exchange  a  word 
on  the  state  of  markets  and  the  nation.  Ja^r,  wearied 
and  snllen,  had  to  wait  for  the  refreshments  he  ordered; 
and  meanwhile  fell  into  a  sort  of  half  doie,  as  was  not 
now  unnsnal  in  bim  in  tb«  int^rrala  between  food  and 
mischief.  From  this  creeping  torpor  he  was  suddenly 
ronsed  by  the  sound  of  Barrell's  name.  Time  farmers, 
standing  clftse  beside  him,  their  backs  to  the  iiro,  were 
tenants  to  Darrell,  —  two  of  them  on  the  lands  that 
Darrell  bad  purchased  in  the  years  of  hie  territorial 
ambition;  the  third  resided  in  the  hamlet  of  Fawley, 
and  rented  the  laiger  portion  of  the  comparatively 
barren  acres  to  which  the  old  patrimonii  eskate  waa 
circumscribed.  These  farmers  were  talking  of  thsir 
Squire's  return  to  the  county,  of  bis  sequestered  mode  of 
life,  of  his  pecuKar  halnts,  of  the  great  unfinished  bonse 
which  was  left  to  rot.  The  Fawley  tenant  then  said 
that  it  might  not  be  left  to  rot  aft«r  sll,  and  that  the 
Tillage  workmen  hod  been  lately  employed,  and  still 
were,  in  getting  some  of  the  rooms  int<t  rough  order; 
and  then  he  spoke  of  tbe  long  gallery  in  which  the 
Squire  bad  been  arranging  his  fine  pictures,  and  how 
he  had  run  up  a  passage  between  that  g^lery  and  his 
own  room,  and  how  he  would  spend  houta  at  dtty,  and 
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ni^t  too,  in  tjut  awful  long  room  aa  Ions  aa  «  chmch- 
judj  Ukd  that  Mr.  Mills  had  said  t^nt  his  mastar  now 
lived  almoat  eatirelf  either  in  that  gallai;  or  in  the 
ntom  in  the  roof  of  the  old  house,  —  qnite  cut  oS,  as 
70a  might  Bay,  except  from  the  ay bb  of  thoaa  dead  pio- 
tuna,  or  the  rate,  which  had  grown  so  excited  at  having 
their  qnaitftn  ia  the  new  building  invaded,  that  if  you 
peeped  is  at  tiie  windows  in  moonlit  nighU  70a  might 
see  tiiem  in  dorans,  sitting  on  their  hauncheB,  aa  if  hold- 
ing council,  ot  peering  at  (he  curious  old  ttun^  which 
lay  bende  the  crates  out  of  which  tiiey  had  been  tskeo. 
Then  the  nurtic  goaaips  went  on  to  talk  of  the  rent-day 
which  was  at  hand;  of  the  audit  feast,  whiob,  according 
to  immemorial  custom,  was  given  at  the  old  manor-house 
oa  that  same  rent-day,  —  supposed  that  Mr.  FairOwm 
would  preside,  —  that  the  Squire  himself  would  not 
KppMx;  made  some  incidental  observations  on  theit 
lespeotive  rente  and  wheat-orope;  remarked  tiiat  they 
ahoold  have  a  good  moonlight  for  their  ride  back  from 
the  audit  feast;  cautioned  each  other,  laughing,  not  to 
drink  too  much  of  Mr.  Fairthom's  punch;  and  finally 
vent  ^eur  way,  leaving  on  the  mind  of  Jasper  Loeely  — 
who,  leaning  his  Bohemlng  head  on  his  powerful  hand, 
had  appeared  in  dull  sleep  all  the  while — these  two 
facte:  Ist,  That  on  the  third  day  from  that  which  was 
then  declining,  sums  amounting  to  thousands  would 
find  their  way  into  Fawley  Manor-house;  and,  2dly, 
That  a  communication  existed  between  the  unfinished, 
uninhabited  building,  and  Barrell's  own  solitary  cham- 
ber. As  soon  as  he  hod  fortified  himself  by  food  and 
drink,  iTasper  rose,  paid  for  his  lefreahmente,  and  walked 
forth,  NoiseleaB  and  rapid,  skirting  the  hedgerows  by 
the  lane  that  led  to  Fawley,  and  scarcely  distinguish- 
able under  their  shadow,  the  human  wild-beast  steided 
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on  in  snnt  of  its  qiiany.  It  ires  ni^t  whon  Jaspn 
once  mote  teached  the  moBB-^rovn  pales  lonnd  the 
demeoua  of  the  old  maaor-honae.  In  a  few  minutes  he 
vaa  atanding  mider  the  black  ahadow  of  the  buttreaaee 
to  Ok  onfiiuBhed  pile.  His  object  was  not,  then,  to 
assault,  but  to  reconnoitre.  He  prowled  round  the 
iiregnlar  walla,  guided  in  his  survey,  now  and  then, 
faintly  by  the  stars,  —  more  constantly  and  clearly  by 
the  lights  from  the  contiguous  manor-house ;  especially 
the  light  from  that  high  obamber  in  the  gable,  dose  by 
whieh  ran  the  thin  framewoA  of  wood  which  linked 
the  two  buildings  of  stone,  jnet  as  any  frail  scheme 
links  together  the  paat  which  man  has  not  ei^oyed, 
with  the  future  he  will  not  complete.  Jasper  came  to 
a  large,  bay,  unglaEed  window,  ite  sill  but  a  few  feet 
from  the  ground,  from  which  the  boards,  nailed  acroar 
the  mullions,  had  been  removed  by  the  woikmen  whom 
Darrell  bad  employed  on  the  interior,  and  were  replaced 
but  by  a  looae  tarpaulin.  Pulling  aside  thia  slight 
obatacle,  Jasper  hod  no  difficulty  in  entering  through 
the  wide  mullions  into  the  dreary  edifice.  Finding 
himaeLf  in  profound  darkness,  he  bad  recourse  to  a 
lucifer-box  which  he  had  about  him,  and  the  waste 
of  a  dozen  matches  sufficed  him  to  examine  the  ground. 
He  was  in  a  spaoe  intended  by  the  architect  for  the 
principal  staircase;  a  tall  ladder,  used  by  the  recent 
workmen,  waa  still  left  standing  against  the  wall,  the 
top  of  it  resting  on  a  landing-place  opposite  a  doorway, 
that,  from  the  richness  of  its  half-finished  architrave, 
obviously  led  to  what  had  been  designed  for  the  state 
apertmenta;  between  the  pediments  was  a  slight  tem- 
porary door  of  rough  deal  planks.  Satisfied  with  his 
reconnoitre,  Loaely  quitted  the  skeleton  pile,  and  re- 
traced his  steps  to  the  inn  he  had  left.     His  musii^ 
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bf  the  way  snggeeted  to  him  th«  ezpedi^u^,  nay, 
the  neoeesity  of  an  aooomplice.  Implemects  might  ba 
needed;  disguieea  would  ba  lequiied;  svift  hoisea  foe 
flight  to  be  hired;  and,  ahoold  the  rabbary  sueoeed, 
the  bulk  of  the  spoil  irould  be  no  doubt  in  baok-nates, 
which  it  would  need  some  other  hand  than  hie  own  to 
dispose  of,  either  at  the  bank  next  morning  at  the  earli- 
eet  hour,  or  by  transmiaaion  abroad.  For  help  in  all 
tiiia  Jasper  knew  no  one  to  compaTe  to  Outte ;  nor  did 
he  suspect  bis  old  ally  of  any  share  in  the  conspiracy 
against  him,  of  which  he  had  been  warned  by  Urs. 
Crane.  Resolving,  therefore,  to  admit  that  long-tried 
friend  into  his  confidence,  and  a  share  of  the  spoils, 
he  quickened  his  pace;  arrived  at  the  railway  station  in 
time  for  a  lato  train  to  London;  and,  disdainful  of  the 
dangers  by  which  he  was  threatened  in  return  to  any  of 
the  haunts  of  bia  lato  associates,  gained  tiie  daric  court 
wherein  he  had  effected  a  lodgement  on  the  night  of  bia 
return  to  London ,  and  roused  Cutta  from  hiB  slumbers 
with  tales  of  an  enterprise  so  promising,  Ibat  the  small 
man  began  to  recover  his  ancient  admiration  for  the 
genius  to  which  he  had  bowed  at  Paris,  but  whit^  had 
felleo  into  his  contempt  in  London. 

Mr.  Cutts  held  a  very  peculiar  position  in  that  section 
of  the  great  world  to  which  he  belonged.  He  possessed 
the  advantage  of  an  education  superior  to  Uiat  of  the 
generality  of  his  companions,  having  been  originally  a 
olerk  to  an  Old  Bailey  attorney,  and  having  since  that 
early  day  accomplished  his  natural  shrewdnesa  by  a 
variety  of  speculative  enterprises  both  at  home  and 
abroad.  In  these  adventures  he  had  not  only  con- 
trived to  make  money,  but,  what  is  very  mie  with  tha 
foes  of  law,  to  aave  it.  Being  a  baohelor,  he  was  at 
small  expenses;   but  besides  his  bachelor's  lodging  in 
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the  dark  oonrt,  he  had  an  eatabliahment  in  the  heart 
of  the  0it7,  near  the  Thames,  which  was  iatnuted  to 
the  care  of  a  maiden  sister,  as  covetous  and  as  orafty 
aa  hinuetf.  At  this  eotabliahment,  ostensibly  a  pawn- 
broker's, were  received  the  goods  which  Cutta  koew  at 
his  residenoe  in  the  coart  were  to  be  sold  a  bargain, 
having  been  obtained  for  nothing.  It  was  chiefly  by 
this  bosineas  that  the  man  had  enriched  himself.  But 
his  net  was  one  that  took  in  fishes  of  all  kinds.  He 
was  a  genenU  adviser  to  the  invaders  of  law.  If  be 
shared  in  the  schemes  he  advised,  they  were  so  sure 
to  he  ancceseful  that  he  enjoyed  the  highest  lepuUtioa 
for  lock.  It  was  bat  seldom  that  he  did  actively  shan 
in  those  schemes, — Incky  in  what  he  shunned  as  in 
what  he  performed.  He  had  made  no  nntnithful  boast 
to  Mra.  Giane  of  the  skill  with  which  he  had  kept  him* 
self  out  of  the  fangs  of  justice.  With  a  certain  portion 
of  the  police  he  was  indeed  rather  a  favorite  i  for  was 
anything  mysteriously  "  lost,"  for  which  the  owner 
wonld  give  a  reward  equal  to  its  value  in  legal  mar- 
kets, Cutta  was  the  man  who  would  get  it  back.  Of 
violence  he  had  a  wholesome  dislike :  not  that  he  did 
not  admire  force  in  others,  not  that  he  was  physically 
a  coward, — 'but  that  caution  was  his  prodominant  chat' 
acteristic.  He  employed  force  when  required;  set  a 
just  -value  on  it;  would  plan  a  buiglaiy,  and  diapose 
of  the  spoils,  — bat  it  was  only  where  the  prise  was 
great  and  the  danger  small,  that  he  lent  his  hand  to 
the  work  that  his  brain  approved.  When  Losely  pro- 
posed to  him  the  robbery  of  a  lone  country-house,  in 
which  Jasper,  making  light  of  all  perils,  brought  prom- 
inently forward  the  images  of  some  thoosEmds  of  pounds 
in  gold  and  notes,  guarded  by  an  elderly  genUeman, 
utd  to  be  ap|ffoaehed  with  ease  throt^h  an  uninhabited 
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building,  —  Gutto  thought  it  well  worth  penoiut  invea- 
tigati<xi.  Noi  did  he  consider  himself  bound,  b;  his 
geneial  engagement  to  Mrs.  Crane,  to  lose  the  chance  of 
a  aum  so  inuneasanbly  greater  than  he  could  expect  to 
obtain  from  her  hj  revealing  the  plot  and  taking  meos- 
ures  to  frurtrato  it.  Cntte  was  a  most  &ithful  and 
intalligent  agent  when  he  was  pvopetly  paid,  and  had 
proved  himself  eo  to  Mrs.  Crane  on  various  occasions. 
But  then,  to  be  paid  properly  meant  a  gain  greater  in 
serving  than  he  oould  get  in  not  serving.  fiiHierto 
it  had  been  extremely  lucrative  to  obey  Mrs.  Cr&ne  in 
saving  Jasper  from  crime  and  danger.  In  this  instance 
the  lucra  seemed  all  the  o^r  way.  Accordingly,  tho 
next  morning,  having  filled  a  saddle -bi^  with  sundry 
necessaries,  such  as  files,  picklocks,  masks,  — to  wbich 
he  added  a  choice  selection  of  political  tracto  and  news- 
papers, —  he  and  Jasper  set  out  on  two  hired  but  strong 
uid  fleet  hackneys  to  Uie  neighborhood  of  Fawley.  They 
put  up  at  a  town  on  the  other  side  of  the  manor-hooae 
fram  that  by  which  Jasper  had  approached  it,  and  at 
about  the  same  distance.  After  baiting  their  steeds, 
they  proceeded  to  Fawtey  by  the  silent  guide  of  a 
finger-post,  gained  the  vicinity  of  the  park,  and  Cutts, 
dismonnting,  flitted  across  the  turf,  and  plunged  him- 
self into  the  hollows  of  the  unfinished  mansion,  while 
Jasper  took  charge  of  the  horses  in  a  comer  of  the 
wooded  lane.  Cutts,  pleased  by  the  survey  of  the  for- 
lorn interior,  ventured,  in  the  stillness  that  reigned 
Around,  to  mount  the  ladder,  to  apply  a  picklock 
to  the  door  above,  and  opening  this  with  ease,  crept 
into  the  long  gallery,  ito  walls  covered  with  pictures. 
Through  the  crevices  in  another  door  at  the  extremo 
end,  gleamed  a  faint  l^ht.  Cutts  applied  his  oye  to 
the  chinks  and  keyhole,  and  saw  that  ^e  light  came 
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from  a  room  on  the  other  ride  the  aartow  paesage  whid 
connected  the  Dew  house  with  the  old.  The  doot  of 
that  toom  was  open,  eaudlea  were  on  the  table,  and 
beside  the  table  Gutta  could  diBtinguish  the  ootlioe  of 
a  man's  form  seated, — doahttaeB  the  owner;  hut  the 
form  did  not  seem  "elderly."  If  inferim  to  Jasper's 
in  phyrical  power,  it  still  was  that  of  TigonHU  and  on- 
broken  manhood.  Cutts  did  not  like  Uie  appearance 
of  that  form,  and  he  retreated  to  outer  air  with  some 
misgivings.  However,  on  rejoining  Loasly,  h«  said: 
"  As  yet  things  look  promising,  —  place  still  aa  death, 
only  one  door  locked,  and  Uiat  the  common  countiy  lock, 
which  a  schoolboy  might  pick  with  his  knife." 

*  Or  a  crooked  nail,"  said  Jasper. 

'Ay,  no  better  picklock  in  good  hands.  Bat  thare 
are  other  thinga  besides  locks  to  think  of. " 

Gutta  then  harried  on  to  suggest  that  it  was  jast  the 
hoar  when  some  of  the  workmen  employed  on  the  prem- 
ises might  be  found  in  the  Fawley  public-bouse ;  that 
he  should  ride  on,  dismount  there,  and  take  his  chanca 
of  picking  up  details  of  useful  information  as  to  local- 
ities and  household.  He  should  represent  himself  as  a 
commercial  trareller  on  bis  load  to  the  town  they  had 
quitted;  he  should  take  out  his  eheap  newspapers  and 
tracts;  he  should  talk  politics,  —  all  workmen  love  poli- 
tics, especially  tiie  politics  of  cheap  newspapen  and 
tracts.  '  He  would  rsjoin  Loeely  in  an  hour  or  so. 

The  bravo  waited;  his  horse  graced;  the  moon  came 
forth,  stealing  through  the  trees,  bringing  into  fantastic 
light  the  melancholy  old  dwellingihoose,  —  theyet  mme 
melancholy  new  pile.  Jasper  was  not,  as  we  have  seen, 
without  certain  eupeiadtious  fancies,  and  they  bad  grown 
oh  him  more  of  late  as  his  brun  had  become  chronically 
heated  iad  faia  nerves  relaxed  l:^  pain.     He  began  to  feel 
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tiie  awe  of  the  silence  uid  the  moonlight ;  and  some  vtga^ 
remembrance^  of  earliei  guiltless  days;  of  a  fathar's 
genial  love;  of  joyous  Bensations  in  the  prioeleas  poa- 
session  of  youth  and  vigor;  of  the  admiring  smilea  and 
coidial  hands  which  his  beauty,  hia  daring,  and  high 
spirits  had  attracted  towards  him;  of  the  all  that  h« 
had  been,  mixed  with  the  conscioumiesB  of  what  he  was, 
and  an  uneasy  conjecture  of  the  probable  depth  of  the 
final  fall  oama  dimly  over  his  thoughts,  and  seemed  like 
the  whispeis  of  lemoree.  But  it  is  rarely  that  man  con- 
tinues to  lay  blame  on  bimaeU ;  and  Jasper  hastened  to 
do,  as  many  a  better  person  does  without  a  bluah  for  Ma 
folly,  —  namely,  shift  upon  the  innocent  ahouldeta  of 
fellow-men,  or  on  the  buy  outlines  of  that  clouded 
form  which  ancient  schools  and  modern  pla^arists  call 
sometimes  "  circumstance,"  sometimes  "  chance,"  some- 
times "  fate,"  all  the  guilt  due  te  his  own  wilful  abuae 
o!  irrevocable  hours. 

With  this  consolatory  creed,  came  of  neoesaity  —  the 
devil's  grand  luxury,  revenge.  Say  to  yourself,  "For 
what  I  aufFer  I  condemn  another  man,  or  I  accuse  the 
Arch-In  visible,  be  it  a  Destiny,  be  it  a  Ulak^rl  "  and 
the  logical  sequel  is  to  add  evil  to  evil,  folly  to  folly, 
—  to  retort  on  the  man  who  so  wrongs,  or  on  the  Aich- 
Invieible  who  so  afflicta  you.  Of  all  our  passions,  is  not 
revenge  the  one  into  which  enters  with  the  most  test,  a 
devil  t  For  what  is  a  devil  I  A  being  whose  aale  work 
on  earth  is  some  revenge  on  Qodl 

Jasper  Loeely  was  not  by  temperament  vindictive;  he 
was  irascible,  as  the  vain  are,  —  combative,  aggieseive, 
turbulent,  by  the  impulse  of  animal  spirits;  but  the 
premeditation  of  vengeance  was  foreign  to  a  levity  and 
egotism  which  abjured  the  self-sacrifice  that  is  equally 
neceaeary  to  hatred  as  to  love.     But  Guy  Darrell  had 
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fiuoed  into  hia  moral  sjatem  a  paseion  not  h^tb  to  it. 
Jasper  had  expected  bo  much  fimn  his  marruge  with 
tiis  gieat  man's  daughter;  counted  bo  thoroughlj  (Ht  her 
power  to  obtain  paidon  and  oonfer  wealth;  and  hia  dis- 
appointment had  been  so  keen,  —  been  accompanied  wi& 
auob  mortifiootioa,  —  that  he  legaided  the  man  whom  he 
bad  moat  injured  as  the  man  who  bad  most  injured  him. 
But  not  till  now  did  bis  aagiy  leelioga  assume  the  shape 
of  a  definite  vengeance.  So  long  as  there  was  a  chance 
that  he  could  extort  from  Darrell  the  money  Uiat  was  the 
eaeential  neceesaiy  to  bis  life,  be  checked  bis  thoogbta 
whenever  they  suggested  a  profitless  gratification  of  rage. 
But  now  that  Darrell  had  so  scornfully  and  so  inexora- 
bly apomed  all  concesaion,  now  that  nothing  was  to  be 
wrung  from  him  except  by  force ,  —  force  and  vengeance 
came  together  in  his  projects.  And  yet,  even  in  the 
daring  outrage  he  was  meditating,  murder  itself  did  not 
stand  out  as  a  thought  accepted ,  —  no ;  what  pleased  hia 
wild  and  turbid  imagination  was  the  idea  of  humiliat- 
log  by  terror  the  man  who  had  bumbled  bim  by  disdain. 
To  penetrate  into  the  borne  of  this  haughty  soor&er ;  to 
confront  him  in  his  own  chamber  at  the  dead  of  night, 
nun  to  maa,  force  to  force;  to  aay  to  him,  "  Nona  now 
can  deliver  you  from  me, —  I  come  no  more  as  a  sup- 
idiaat:  I  oommaod  yoo  to  accept  my  terms; "  to.  gloat 
over  the  feoie  whuih,  the  stoong  man  felt  assured,  would 
bow  the  rich  man  to  b^  for  mercy  at  hie  feet,  —  this 
was  the  picture  which  Jasper  Loeely  conjured  up;  and 
even  the  spoil  to  be  won  by  violence  smiled  on  him 
lees  than  tbe  grand  position  which  the  violence  it«alf 
would  bestow.  Are  not  nine  murders  out  of  ten  fash- 
ioned thus  from  conception  into  4eed1  . "  Oh,  that  my 
enemy  wen  bnt  before  me  face  to  face,  —cone  to  part 
nsl "  tfifM  the  vindictive  dreamer.     Well,  and  what 
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tkenl  Thtm  his  imagination  halto, — tlien  he  drops 
the  Mble  cnrtain;  he  goM  not  oq  to  evj,  "  Whj,  th«n 
anotiwt  muider  will  be  added  to  ib.%  long  catalc^oe  from 
Oain."  He  palten  widi  hit  deadljr  wieh,  aod  motten, 
perhi^,  at  most,  "  Why,  then,  — come  what  msiyl " 

Losely  oontlnoed  to  g>»  on  the  pale  walls  gleaming 
through  the  wintry  bougha,  as  the  moon  roae  high  and 
higher.  And  now  out  broke  the  light  from  Datrall'a 
loffy  oaaement,  and  Losely  smiled  fleroely,  and  mat- 
tered—~  hark  [  tiie  very  words,  "And  (Ami/  — come 
what  may  I " 

Hoofa  are  now  heard  on  the  haid  road,  and  Jaaper  ia 
joined  by  his  accomplice. 

"Weill"  said  Jasper. 

"  Uoimtl "  returned  Cntta;  "  I  have  much  to  aay  aa 
we  ride. 

"Thia  will  not  do,"  reenmed  Cutta,  aa  they  aped  Eaat 
down  ttie  lane;  "why,  you  never  told  me  all  the  diaw- 
backs.  There  are  no  less  than  four  men  in  the  house,  — 
two  aervatita  beaidea  the  maater  and  his  secretary;  and 
one  of  those  servants,  the  batler  or  valet,  haa  firearma, 
and  knows  how  to  uae  them. " 

"Pshaw I"  aaid  Jasper,  aeoEBngly;  "  ie  that  allt 
Am  I  not  a  matoh  for  foort" 

"No,  it  is  not  all;  you  told  me  Hie  master  of  the 
honse  was  a  retired,  elderly  man,  and  you  mentioned 
his  name.  But  you  never  told  me  that  your  Hr.  Dax- 
rell  was  the  fiunoua  lawyer  and  Parliament  man,  —  a 
man  about  whom  the  newspapers  have  been  writing  the 
last  six  montha. " 

"  What  does  that  signify  t " 

"  Signify  I  Just  thia,  that  there  will  be  tea  timet 
more  row  about  the  affair  you  propose  than  there  would 
he  if  it  eoncemed  only  a  stupid  old  country  squire,  and 
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therefore  ten  times  aa  much  danger.  Besidea,  on  pfla-i 
oiple  I  don't  like  to  have  anyUiing  to  do  with  lawyen, 
—  a  caatenkeroiu ,  apitefol  aet  of  fellowt.  And  this  Quj 
Darrein  Wlij,OeiieialJaa.,  Ihave  eeen  tJiemau.  He 
croB8-«ZBmined  me  ODoe  when  I  was  a  witoese  on  a  case 
of  fraud,  and  tnmed  me  inside  out  vith  aa  mnoh  eaae 
as  if  I  had  been  an  old  pin-cnshioa  atuffied  with  bran. 
I  think  I  Me  his  eye  now,  and  I  would  aa  liof  have 
a  loaded  pistol  at  my  head  as  that  aye  again  fixed  cat 
mine." 

"  Pooh  t  Ton  have  bnnight  a  maak ;  and,  beaidea,  you 
need  not  aee  him:  I  can  faoe  him  alone." 

"  Mo,  no;  there  might  be  mnidert  I  never  mix  my 
self  with  things  of  that  kind,  on  principle;  your  plan 
will  not  do.  There  might  be  a  maeh  aafer  ahanoB  of 
more  sutag  in  a  very  different  sort  of  acheme.  Z  bear 
that  the  pictures  in  that  ghoetly  long  room  I  crept 
through  are  worth  a  mint  of  money.  Now,  piotmes 
of  great  value  ate  well  knom,  and  there  are  coUeetora 
abroad  who  would  pay  almost  any  price  for  some  pic- 
tures, and  never  ask  where  they  came  from ;  hide  them 
for  some  years  perhaps,  and  not  bring  them  forth  till 
any  tales  that  would  hurt  ua  had  died  away.  This 
would  be  safe,  I  eay.  If  the  pictures  are  small,  no 
one  in  the  old  houae  need  be  distorbed.  I  can  learn 
fKMn  some  of  the  trade  what  pictures  Darrell  really  haa 
that  would  fetch  a  high  price,  and  then  look  oat  for 
customers  abroad.  This  will  take  a  litUe  time,  but  be 
worth  waiting  for, " 

"I  will  not  wait,"  said  Jasper,  flenely;  "and  you 
are  a  coward.  I  hav^  resolved  that  to-morrov  night  I 
will  be  in  that  man's  room,  and  that  man  shall  be  on 
his  knees  before  me." 

Cuttfl  tnmed  sharply  ronnd  on  hia  saddle,  and  by  aid 
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of  the  mooDlight  eurrefed  JjobbIj'b  couatenanee.  "  Oil, 
I  see,"  he  aaid,  "  there  u  more  than  robbery  ia  jout 
mind.  You  have  some  feeling  of  hate,  —  of  ven- 
geance;  the  man  hae  injured  joul" 

"  Ha  haa  taeated  me  as  if  I  were  a  dog,"  said  Jasper; 
"  and  a  dog  ean  bite." 

Cutta  mused  a  few  moments.  *  I  hare  hsani  yon 
talk  at  times  about  some  rich  relation  or.  connection 
<m  whom  you  bad  claims;  Darrell  is  the  man,  I 
suppose  I " 

"He  is;  and  haxk  ye,  Cntts,  if  yon  try  to  balk  me 
here,  I  will  wTva%  your,  neck  off.  And  ainoe  I  bare 
told  yoa  to  muab,  I  will  tell  you  this  much  more, — 
that  I  don't  think  there  ia  the  danger  you  count  <m;  for 
I  don't  mean  to  take  Darrell's  blood,  and  I  believe  he 
would  not  take  mine. " 
.    "  But  there  may  be  a  straggle,  —  and  then  1 " 

"  Ay,  if  eo,  and  then,  — man  to  man,"  replied  Jasper, 
muttering  ly. 

Nothing  mot«  was  said,  but  both  spurred  on  their 
horses  to  a  quiokei  pace.  The  sparks  flashed  from  the 
hoofs.  Now  through  tiie  moonlight,  now  under  shade 
of  the  boogbs,  aoourad  on  the  riders,  —  Loeely's  brosd 
chest  and  marked  (Kiuntenance  once  beautiful,  now  faar- 
ful,  formidably  defined  even  under  the  shadows;  his 
comnde'a  unsubstantial  figure  and  goblin  features  flit- 
ting vi^pie  even  under  the  moonlight 

The  town  they  had  left  came  in  sight,  and  by  this 
time  Cutta  had  resolved  on  the  oourse  hie  ^ndenee 
suggested  to  him.  The  discovery  that,  in  the  pro- 
posed enterprise,  Losely  had  a  personal  feeling  of  re- 
venge to  satisfy,  had  aufi&oed  to  dedde  the  ncoomptiee 
peremptorily  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  aflair.  It 
Was  hia  rule  to  abstain  from  all  tiansaoticas  in  which 
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fierbft  paMime  wen  eagag«d.  And  the  qnatrcls  be- 
tween relatioiia  ot  connectians  wen  espe^tdly  thoM 
whiob  tuB  erperience  of  hTunan  lutan  told  bhn  bTOt^;ht 
risk  upon  all  intermeddleis.  But  he  aaw  thit  Jaspn 
was  desperate;  that  thd  tage  of  Um  bravo  might  be 
easily  tutnod  oa  himself;  and  therefore,  since  it  wm 
no  use  to  argue,  it  would  be  disoreet  to  dissimulata. 
Acooidingly,  when  they  readied  their  inn,  and  were 
seated  over  their  brandy -and -water,  Cutte  resumed  the  omv 
venation,  appeared  graduilly  to  yield  to  Jasper'^  lea- 
Bonings,  concerted  with  him  the  whole  plan  lor  the. 
next  night's  operations,  and  took  can  meanwhile  to 
pftsB  the  brandy.  The  day  had  ecaroely  braken  b^rae 
Cntts  wae  off,  with  bis  bag  of  implements  and  tnots. 
He  would  have  fain  carried  off  also  both  the  homes;  bat 
the  hoetler,  surly  at  being  knocked  i^i  at  so  early  aa 
hour,  might  not  have  surrendered  the  one  ridden  by 
Jasper,  without  Jaaper'a  own  order  to  do  so..  Gutts, 
however,  bode  tiie  hostler  be  sure  and  toll  the  gentleman 
before  going  away,  that  he,  Cutts,  strongly  advised  him 
"  to  have  notiiing  to  do  with  the  bullocks." 

Cutts,  <»i  aniving  in  London,  went  strai^  to  His. 
Crane's  old  iod^ng  opposito  to  Jaaper'a.  But  she  had 
B9W  iwnoved  to  Poddeo  Place,  and  left  no  address. 
On  reaching  hie  own  h:)me,  Gutts,  however,  foond  a 
note  from  her,  stating  that  she  should  be  at  her  old 
lodging  that  evening,  if  he  would  call  at  half-pest  nine 
o'clock;  t<a,  indeed,  she  had  been  expecting  Jasper's 
promised  visit,  —  had  learned  that  be  had  left  hi«  lodg- 
ings, and  was  naturally  anxious  to  leam  from  Gnlta 
what  had  become  of  him.  When  Gutte  called  at  the 
appointed  hour,  and  told  hie  story,  Arabella  Crane 
itnraediat^y  ncogniied  all  the  danger  whtoh  her 
informaathad  eo  jnudently  shimned.     Nor  ma  ahe 
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eomfotted  fa;  Cutto's  assuifiaoe  tba.t  Jupn,  on  finding 
himself  deserted,  would  hxYe  no  option  but  tn  aban- 
don, oi  at  least  poatpone,  an  enterpriBe  that,  onder- 
tak«n  singly,  would  be  too  Taah  eren  for  his  recklew 
temerity.  Aa  it  had  beccme  tbe  object  of  her  Ufa  to 
iare  Loeely  from  jostiee,  so  she  now  ahrank  from 
deaotmcing  to  justice  his  meditated  orime;  and  the 
idea  of  recoiling  to  Colcmel  Morley  happily  flashed 
apon  her. 

Having  thiu  explained  to  the  reader  these  antecedents 
•  in  the  namttiTe,  we  return  to  Jasper.  He  did  not  rise 
till  late  at  noon;  and,  as  he  was  generally  somewhat 
atapefied  on  rising  by  the  drink  he  Lad  taken  the  night 
before,  and  t^  the  congested  brain  which  the  heaviness 
of  Budi  sleep  produced,  he  could  not  at  first  belieTe  that 
Cntts  had  alb^tiier  abandoned  the  enterprise,  —  rather 
tiiought  that,  with  hie  habitual  warinees,  that  Ulysses 
of  the  profession  had  gone  forth  to  collect  farther  infor- 
mation in  the  neighborhood  of  the  proposed  scene  of 
action.  He  was  sot  fully  nndeceived  in  this  belief  till 
somewhat  late  in  the  day,  when  strolling  into  the  sta- 
ble-yard the  hostler,  ctmclnding  from  the  gentleman's 
goodly  thews  and  eixe  that  he  was  a  north-country 
gnuier,  delivered  Cutts's  allegorioal  cantion  against  the 
bullocks. 

Thos  abandoned,  Jasper's  desperate  project  only  ac- 
quired a  still  moi«  coneentrated  purpose,  and  a  ruder 
■imptioity  of  action.  His  original  idea,  on  first  con- 
eeiving  the  plan  of  robbery,  had  been  to  enter  into 
Danell's  presence  disguised  and  masked.  Even,  how- 
ever, before  Cutts  deserted  him,  the  mere  hope  of  {dun- 
der  bad  become  subordinate  to  the  desire  of  a  personal 
triumph  i  and  now  that  Cutts  had  left  him  to  himself, 
and  carried  away  the  means  of  disgniae,  Jasper  Mt 
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nthsr  pleaaed  tluui  otherwiae  at  the  tiiaugbt  tJut.  bu 
deoign  should  hare  naae  of  tba  chAracteristics  of  a  Tulgai 
boTglaiy.  So  mask  now :  bis  front  should  be  aa  opea  as 
his  demand.  Gatta's  report  of  the  facility  of  peoAtratiiig 
ioto  Darrell's  ret;  loom  also  lessened  the  uses  of  an 
ncooraplice.  And,  in  the  remodification  of  his  fint  ha^t; 
plan  of  commoaplaoe  midnight  stealthy  robbery,  he 
wonld  no  longer  even  reqaire  an  asBistaiit  to  dispose 
of  the  plnndeT  he  might  gain.  Danell  should  now 
yield  to  his  exactions,  as  a  garriarai  surprised  accepta 
the  terms  of  its  eonqneroF.  There  would  be  no  flight, 
no  hiding,  no  fear  of  notes  stopped  at  banks.  He  wonld 
march  out,  hand  on  haunch,  with  those  immnnitiae  of 
booty  that  belong  to  the  houois  of  war.  Pleasing  his 
self-conceit  with  bo  gallant  a  view  of  bis  meditated 
exploit,  Jasper  sauntered  at  dark  ii^  the  town,  bought 
a  few  long  narrow  nails  and  a  small  hammer,  and  ler 
turning  to  his  room,  by  the  aid  of  the  fiie,  tba  toags, 
and  the  hammer,  he  fashioned  these  nails,  with  an  eaae 
and  quickness  which  showed  an  expert  practitioner,  into 
instruments  tliat  would  readily  more  the  wards  of  any 
common  country-made  lock.  He  did  not  care  for  weapons. 
He  trusted  at  need  to  his  own  powerful  hands.  It 
was  no  longer,  too,  the  afiair  of  a  robber  unknown, 
ungnesaed,  who  might  have  to  fight  his  way  out  of  an 
alarmed  household.  It  was  but  the  visit  which  he, 
Jasper  Loeely,  Esquire,  thought  fit  to  pay,  however 
onceremonionsly  and  unseasonably,  to  6xe  house  of  a 
father-in-law.  At  the  worst,  should  he  fail  in  finding 
Darrell,  or  securing  an  unwitnessed  interview,  — should 
he  instead  alarm  the  household,  It  would  be  a  proof  *d 
the  integri^  of  his  intentions  tJiat  he  bad  no  we«>'v>«a 
save  those  which  Nature  bestows  on  the  wild  man  a 
mightiest  of  her  wild  beasts.     At  night  be  mountei 
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hoiH,  bat  went  out  of  his  way,  keeping  the  )iigh-Toad  fox 
an  honi  or  two,  in  order  to  allow  ample  tuna  for  the  &tr- 
men  to  have  quitted  the  rent-feast,  and  the  old  mam^- 
house  to  be  hushed  in  sleep.  At  last,  when  he  judged 
the  ooaat  clear  and  the  hour  ripe,  he  wound  back  into  tha 
lane  towards  Fawtey ;  and  when  the  epire  of  its  hamlet- 
ohurch  came  in  sight  throagh  the  frosty,  starlit  air,  he 
dismounted;  led  the  horse  into  one  of  the  thick  beeoh- 
wooda  that  make  the  prevailing  charaoteristio  of  the  wild 
country  round  that  ssqueetered  dwelling-plsoe ;  faataned 
ibo  animal  to  a  tree,  and  stalked  towards  the  paric-^wlea 
on  foot.  Lightly,  as  a  wolf  enters  a  sheepfold,  he  swung 
himself  over  the  moes-grown  fence;  he  gained  the  but- 
treases  of  the  great,  raw  pile.  High  and  clear  above, 
from  Danell'fl  chamber,  streamed  the  light;  all  the  rest 
of  the  old  houae  was  closed  and  dark,  bniied  no  doubt 
in  slumber. 

He  is  DOW  in  the  hollowa  of  the  skeleton  pile ;  he 
monnta  the  ladder;  the  lock  of  the  door  before  him 
yields  to  his  rude  implements  but  aitfol  hand.  He  is 
in  the  long  gallery;  the  moonlight  comes  broad  and 
clear  through  the  large  casements.  What  wealth  of  art 
is  on  the  walls!  but  how  profitless  to  the  robber's  greed! 
There,  through  the  very  balls  which  the  master  had 
built  in  the  day  of  his  ambition,  saying  to  himself, 
.  "  These  are  for  for  posterity,"  the  step  of  violence,  it 
may  be  of  murder,  takes  its  stealthy  way  to  t^e  room 
of  the  childless  man.  Through  the  uncompleted  pile, 
towards  t^e  uncompleted  life,  strides  the  terrible  step. 

The  last  door  yields  noiselessly.  The  small  wooden 
oorridor,  narrow  as  the  drawbridge  which  in  ancient 
fortresses-  was  swung  between  the  coramandaDt's  room 
m'  the  topmost  story  and  some  opposing  wail,  is  before 
bim.     And  Darrell's  own  door  ii  half  <^ien;  ligbta  on 
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&a  table, —loga  buming  bright  on  the  heartii.  Oan- 
tiously  Loeely  looked  tfaiongh  the  apeitore.  Dairell 
was  not  there;  tbe  place  waa  eolitaiy:  but  the  opposite 
door  wu  open  also.  Losely'a  fine  ear  caught  the  soond 
of  a  slight  movement  of  a  footstep  in  the  loom  just 
belov,  to  vhich  that  opposite  door  admitted.  In  an 
inetatit  the  robber  glided  iri thin  the  chamber, — closed 
and  locked  the  door  by  which  he  had  entered,  retaining 
the  key  about  his  person.  The  next  stride  brought  him 
to  the  hearth.  Beside  it  hong  the  bell-rope  common  is 
old-fashioned  houses.  Losely  looked  round;  on  the 
table,  by  the  writing  implements,  lays  pen-knife.  In 
another  moment  the  rope  was  cut,  high  out  of  Darrell's 
teach,  and  flung  aside.  The  hearth,  being  adapted  but 
for  log-wood  fires,  furnished  not  those  implements  in 
which,  at  a  moment  of  need,  the  owner  may  find  an 
aTailable  weapon,  —  only  a  slight  pair  of  brass  wood- 
pincers,  and  a  shorel  equally  frail.  Such  as  they  were, 
however,  Jasper  quietly  removed  and  hid  them  behind 
a  heavy  old  bureau.  Steps  were  now  beard  mounting 
the  stair  that  led  into  the  chamber;  Losely  shrunk  back 
into  the  recess  beside  the  mantelpiece.  Damll  entered, 
with  a  book  in  his  hand,  for  which  he  had  indeed 
quitted  his  chamber,  —  a  volume  containing  the  last  act 
of  Parliament  relating  to  public  trusts,  which  had  been 
sent  to  him  by  his  solicitor;  for  he  is  creating  a  deed 
of  toast,  to  insure  to  the  nation  the  Dorrell  aatiquitieSi 
in  the  name  of  his  father  the  antiquarian. 

Danell  advanced  to  the  writing-table,  which  stood  in 
the  centre  of  the  room;  laid  down  the  book,  and  sighedi 
—  the  short,  quick,  impatient  sigh  which  had  become 
one  of  his  peculiar  habits.  The  robber  stole  from  the 
recess,  and,  gliding  round  to  the  door  1^  which  Darrell 
liad  entered^  while  the  back  of  the  master  was  still 
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tomrds  bim,  aefc  fast  the  lock,  Euid  appropriated  the 
key  as  he  had  done  at  the  dooi  which  had  admitted 
himself.  Though  the  noise  in  that  operation  was  hut 
slight,  it  roused  Darrell  froib  hie  ahatracted  thoughts. 
He  tuinad  quickly,  and  at  the  aame  moment  Loselj 
advaooed  towards  him. 

At  onoe  Darrell  comprehended  his  danger.  His  rapid 
glance  took  in  all  the  precaations  by  which  the  intruder 
proclaimed  hia  lawless  purpose  —  the  loosed  door,  the 
bell-rope  cut  off.  There,  between  those  lour  secret 
walls,  must  pass  the  interview  between  himself  and  the 
desperado.  He  was  unarmed,  but  he  waa  not  daunted. 
It  was  but  man  to  man.  Losely  had  for  bim  bis  vast 
physical  strength,  his  penury,  despair,  and  vindictive 
purpose.  Darrell  had  in  his  favor  the  intellect  which 
gives  presence  of  mind;  the  energy  of  nerve,  which  is 
no  more  to  be  aeen  in  the  sinew  and  bone  than  the  fluid 
which  fells  can  be  seen  in  the  jars  and  the  wires;  and 
that  superb  kind  of  pride,  which,  if  tenor  be  felt,  makes 
its  matioa  impossible,  because  a  disgrace,  and  bravery  a 
matter  of  conise,  simply  because  it  is  honor. 

As  the  bravo  approached,  by  a  calm  and  slight  move- 
ment Darrell  drew  to  the  other  side  of  the  table,  placing 
that  obstacle  between  himself  and  Losely,  and,  extend- 
ing his  arm,  said:  "  Hold,  sir;  I  forbid  you  to  advance 
another  step.  You  are  here,  no  matter  how,  to  re-urge 
your  claims  on  me.     Be  seated;  I  will  listen  to  you." 

Darrell's  composure  took  Losely  so  by  surprise,  that 
mechanically  he  obeyed  the  command  thus  tranquilly 
laid  upon  him,  and  sunk  into  a  chair,  —  facing  Darrell 
with  a  sinister  under-look  from  his  sullen  brow.  "  Ah!  " 
be  said ;  "  you  will  listen  to  me  now :  but  my  terms  have 
risen." 

Darrell,  who  had  also  seated  himself,  made  no  answer; 
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but  hii  £m»  was  lesoluto,  and  hu  ej[e  watchfal.  The 
ruffian  lemuned  in  a  gruffer  tone,  "  My  terms  hare  riaen, 
Mr.  Darrell." 

"  Hare  they ,  air  f  and  why  1 " 

"Why!  Becaoae  no  one  can  oome  to  your  aid  hen; 
because  hen  you  cannot  escape ;  because  hero  yon  an  in 
my  power  I " 

'  Bather,  sir,  I  listen  to  you  becaum  bere  yaa  are 
tmder  my  roof-tree ;  and  it  is  you  who  are  in  my  power  I " 

"  Yours  1  Look  round ;  the  doors  are  locked  on  you. 
Perbape  yon  think  your  shoute,  your  cries,  might  bring 
aid  to  you.  Attempt  it,  —  raise  your  voice, —  and  I 
strangle  you  with  these  hands." 

"  If  I  do  not  raise  my  voice,  it  ia,  first,  because  I 
should  be  ashamed  of  myself  if  I  required  aid  against 
one  man;  and,  secondly,  because  I  would  not  expoee  to 
my  dependente  a  would-be  asBaaain  in  him  whom  my  lost 
child  called  husbsnd.  Hush,  air,  hush,  or  your  own 
Toioe  will  alarm  those  who  sleep  below.  And  now, 
what  is  it  you  aakt    Be  plain,  sir,  and  be  brief." 

"  Well,  if  you  like  to  take  matters  coolly,  I  bare  no 
objection.  These  an  my  terms.  You  have  received 
large  sums  this  day ;  those  sums  are  in  your  house,  prob- 
ably in  that  bureau ;  and  your  life  is  at  my  will." 

"You  ask  the  moneys  paid  for  nut  to-day.  True, 
they  an  in  the  house;  but  they  an  not  in  my  apart- 
ments. They  wen  received  by  another;  they  an  kept 
by  another.  In  vain,  through  the  windings  and  paa- 
sages  of  this  old  house,  would  you  seek  to  find  the  room 
in  which  be  stores  them.  In  doing  so  yon  will  pass  by 
the  door  of  a  servant  who  sleeps  so  lightly,  that  the 
chances  an  that  he  will  hear  you;  he  is  armed  with  a 
blunderbuss,  and  with  pistols.  You  say  to  me,  'Your 
money  or  your  life.'     I  say  to  you,  in   nply,   'Xei- 
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tiler:  attempt  lo  seize  the  money,  and  your  own  life 
is  loBt.' " 

"  Uieer!  I  don't  believe  that  sums  so  lai^  an  not  in 
yonr  ovn  keeping.  And  even  if  they  are  not,  you  shall 
show  ma  where  they  are;  you  shidl  lead  me  through 
those  windings  and  passages  of  which  you  so  tenderly 
warn  me,  my  hand  on  your  throat.  And  if  serTantB 
wake,  or  danger  threaten  me,  it  is  yon  who  diall  save 
me,  or  diel  Hal  you  do  not  fear  me,— eh,  Ur.  Dar- 
rell  1 "    And  Losely  rose. 

"  I  do  not  feai  you,"  nplied  Darrell,  still  seated.  *  I 
cannot  conoeive  that  you  are  here  with  no  other  design 
than  a  profitless  murder.  You  are  here,  you  say,  to 
make  terms;  it  will  be  time  enough  to  see  whose  life 
is  endangered  when  all  your  propositions  hare  been 
steted.  As  yet  you  have  only  suggested  a.  robbery,  to 
which  you  ask  me  to  assist  you.  ImpoBsiblel  Grant 
even  that  you  were  able  te  murder  me,  you  would  be 
just  as  far  off  from  yooi  boo^.  And  yet  you  say  your 
terms  have  risen  I  To  me  they  seem  fallen  te  —  noth- 
ing 1     Have  you  anything  else  te  sayl  " 

The  calmnesa  of  Darrell,  so  supremely  displayed  in 
this  irony,  began  to  tell  upon  the  mfSan, — the  mag- 
netiem  of  the  greet  man's  eye  and  voice,  and  steadfast 
courage,  gradually  gaining  power  over  the  wild,  inferior 
animal.  Trying  to  recover  his  constitutional  audaci^, 
Jasper  said,  with  a  tone  of  the  old  rolllckii^  voice, 
"  Well,  Mr.  Darrell,  it  is  all  one  to  me  how  I  wring 
from  you,  in  your  own  hoose,  what  yon  refused  me  when 
I  was  a  suppliant  on  the  road.  Fair  means  axe  piaaa- 
anter  than  foul.  I  am  a  gentleman,  —  the  gnm4son  of. 
Sir  Julian  Losely,  of  Losely  Hall;  I  am  your  son-in- 
law,  —  uid  I  am  sterving.  This  must  not  be;  write  me 
a  check," 
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Daixell  dipped  hifl  pen  in  tbo  ink,  and  dnw  the  papw 
towaide  him. 

"Ohol  yon  don't  fear  me,  eht  This  ib  not  done 
tiom  fear,  mind, — all  ont  of  pure  love  and  ctnnpanion, 
mj  kind  fsthei-in-Uw.  Yon  will  write  me  a  check  for 
five  thooaand  poundat-^<»ine,  I  am  moderate:  yonr  life 
ie  worth  a  ptecious  deal  more  than  that.  Hand  me  the 
flheok,  —  I  will  tniBt  to  your  honor  to  give  me  no  tioable 
in  cashing  it,  and  bid  you  good-nigtU  —  my  fatJier-in- 

IflW." 

As  LoMly  oeased  with  a  moctdDg  laugh,  Dartell 
sprang  up  quiekly,  throw  open  the  nnall  casement 
which  wae  within  his  reach,  and  flung  from  it  the 
paper  on  wMch  he  had  been  writing,  and  which  he 
wrapped  round  the  heavy  aimorial  aeal  that  lay  on  the 
table. 

Loeely  bounded  towards  him.  "What  mfians  thatt 
—  what  hare  yon  donet" 

"  SftTdd  youi  life  and  mine,  Jasper  Loeely,"  aaid 
Darrell,  solemnly,  and  catching  the  arm  that  was  nised 
against  him.     "  We  are  now  upon  equal  terms." 

"  I  understand,"  growled  the  tiger,  ae  the  slaver  gathr 
ered  (o  hia  Hpa,  —  "  you  think  by  that  paper  to  aninmon 
some  (me  to  your  aid. " 

"ITot  so,  — that  paper  is  uaelees  while  I  live.  Look 
forth:  l^e  moonlight  is  on  the  roofe  below,  —  can  yon 
see  where  titat  paper  has  fallen  f  On  the  ledgs  of  a 
parapet  that  your  foot  could  not  reach.  It  faces  the 
window  of  a  room  in  which  one  of  my  household  sleeps ; 
it  will  meet  his  eye  in  the  morning  when  the  shatters 
are  unbarred;  and  <m.  that  paper  are  writ  these  words, 
'If  I  sm  this  night  murdared,  the  murderer  is  Jasper 
Loeely,'  and  the  paper  is  signed  by  my  name.  Back) 
sir,  — would  you  doom  yourself  to  the.gibbet! " 
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Dunll  raleaaed  the  dnad  ami  he  had  unated,  tnd 
Losely  stared  at  him,  amazed,  bewildered. 

Danell  leanmed:  "And  now  I  tell  70a  plainly  that 
I  can  aeoede  to  no  terms  pot  to  me  thus.  I  can  aign  mj 
hand  to  no  order  tiiat  joa  may  dictate,  becanae  that 
would  be  to  sign  myaelf  a  coward,  — and  mjr  name  it 
Darrein" 

*  Down  on  your  kneee,  piond  man,  -—  sign  yon  ahall, 
and  cm  your  kneeal  I  care  not  now  for  gold,  —  I  care 
not  now  a  rash  for  my  life.  I  came  here  to  humble  the 
man  who  from  first  to  laat  has  so  Boomfully  humbled 
me,  — and  I  will,  1  wilil  On  your  kneee,  —  on  your 
kneeel " 

The  robber  flung  himeelf  forward ;  but  Darroll,  whoae 
eye  had  never  quitted  the  foe,  waa  prepared  for  and 
eluded  the  rash.  Xioaely,  missing  his  ohjeot,  loat  hia 
balance,  struii  against  the  edge  of  the  table  which 
partially  interposed  between  himself  and  hia  prey,  and 
waa  only  saved  from  fiUling  by  the  close  neighborhood 
of  the  -mil,  on  which  he  came  with  a  ahock  that  for  Uie 
moment  well-nigh  atunned  him.  Meanwhile  Darrcll 
had  gained  tiie  hearth,  and  «iatohed  from  it  a  large  1(^ 
h^f-buming.  Jaaper,  recovering  himself,  dashed  the 
long  matted  hair  from  his  eyes,  and,  seeing  undiamayed 
the  formidable  weapon  with  which  he  was  menaced, 
cowered  for  a  second  and  deadlier  spring. 

"Stay,  stay,  stay,  parricide  and  madmanl"  cried 
Darrell,  his  eye  flashing  brighter  than  the  bnnd.  "It 
is  not  my  life  I  plead  for,  —  it  ia  yours.  Remember, 
if  I  fall  by  your  hand,  no  hope  and  no  refnge  are  left  to 
you  I  In  the  name  of  my  dead  child,  and  under  the  eyo 
of  avenging  Heaven,  I  strike  down  the  fary  that  blinds 
jou,  aad  I  scare  back  your  soul  from  the  abysal " 

So  inefiaUy  grand  were  the  man's  look  andgeature, — 
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•0  fiill  of  Bonovons  tenor  the  nrell  of  Ms  nutchlen  aU- 
conqnering  Toiee,  —  that  Loseiy,  in  hia  midmoat  nge, 
stood  awed  and  spell-bound.  Hia  bieaet  heaved,  hia 
eye  fell,  hia  frame  collapaed,  eren  his  wrj  tongue 
seemed  to  cleave  to  the  pwcbed  toot  of  hia  mouth. 
Wliether  the  effect  so  suddenly  prodnoed  might  have 
continued,  or  whether  the  atartled  miscreant  might  not 
have  laohed  himaelf  into  renewed  wrath  and  inexpiable 
crime,  psaaeB  out  of  conjecture.  At  that  instant  atmul- 
taneoualy  were  heard  hurried  footsteps  in  the  eorridor 
withont,  violent  blows  on  the  door,  and  voices  exclaim- 
ing, "  Open,  open! —  Danell,  Darrell  I  "  — while  the  bell 
at  the  portals  of  the  old  house  rang  fast  and  shrill. 

"  Hoi  —  is  it  sot "  growled  Losely,  lecovering  himself 
at  ttune  unwelcome  sounda.  "  Bat  do  not  think  that  I 
will  be  emgkt  tbua,  like  a  nt  in  a  tnp.  No,  —  I 
wiU  — " 

"Hist!"  interrupted  Darrell,  dioppfng  ttie  brand, 
and  advancing  quickly  on  the  ruSBan  —  "  hiati  —  let  no 
one  know  that  my  danghter'a  hoabaad  came  here  with 
a  felon's  purpose.  Sit  down,  —  down,  I  say;  it  is  for 
my  House's  honor  that  you  abould  be  safe."  And  sud- 
denly placing  both  handa  on  Xioaely'a  broad  abonldei,  be 
forced  him  into  a  aeat. 

Daring  these  few  hurried  woida,  the  atiokee  at  the 
door  and  the  shouts  without  had  been  eontinaed,  and 
the  door  shook  ou  its  yielding  hinges. 

"The  key, — thekeyl"  whispered  DanelL 

Bat  the  bravo  waa  stapefied  by  the  euddennesa  with 
which  hia  rage  had  been  cowed,  his  design  baffled,  his 
porition  changed  from  the  man  dictating  laws  and  threat* 
ening  life,  to  the  man  protected  by  his  intended  victim. 
And  he  was  so  slow  in  even  comprehending  the  meaning 
of  Daitell's  older,  that  Darrell  had  seaicely  snatched  tha 
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k«js  less  twom  Mb  hand  than  from  the  pouch  to  whiek 
h«  at  last  meohanicolly  pointed,  trhen  the  door  was  hunt 
open,  and  Lioael  Haughton,  A11»n  Horley,  and  the 
Oolonel'i  servant  were  in  the  room.  Sot  one  (tf  them, 
at  the  firat  glance,  perceived  the  inmates  of  the  chamber 
who  were  at  the  right  of  thair  entrance,  by  the  angle  d 
the  wall  and  in  shadow.  But  out  came  Damn's  calm 
voice,  — 

"Albanl  Lionel  I  —  welcome  always  j  but  what  brings 
you  hither  at  auoU  an  hour,  with  such  clamor  t  Aimed 
too!" 

The  three  men  etood  petrified.  There  sat,  peaceably 
enough,  a  large,  dark  form,  ite  hands  on  its  knees,  ita 
head  b«it  down,  so  that  the  features  wen  not  distin- 
guishable; and  over  the  chair  in  which  this  bending 
figure  was  thus  confusedly  gathered  up,  leaned  Guy 
Darrell,  with  quiet  ease,  — no  trace  of  fear  nor  of  past 
danger  in  his  face,  which,  though  very  pale,  was  senne, 
with  a  alight  smile  on  the  firm  lips. 

"  Well,"  muttered  Alban  Morlej,  slowly  lowering  his 
piatol,  —  "well,  lam  aurpriaedl  —  yes,  for  the  first  time 
in  twenty  years,  I  am  surprised  I " 

".Surprised  perhaps  to  find  me  at  this  hour  still  up, 
and  with  a  person  upon  business,  —  tihe  door  locked. 
However,  mutual  explanations  later.  Of  course  you 
stay  here  to-night.  My  business  with  this  —  this  visi- 
tor is  now  over.  Lionel,  open  that  door,  — here  is  the 
key.  Sir"  (he  touched  Losely  by  the  shoulder,  and 
whispered  in  his  ear,  "Biee,  and  speak  not;"  aloud), 
—  "sir,  I  need  not  detain  you  longer.  Allow  me  to 
show  you  the  way  out  of  this  rambling,  old  house." 

Jaq^r  rose  like  one  half  asleep,  and,  still  bending  his 
form  and  hiding  his  face,  followed  Darrell  down  the 
private  stair,  through  the  study,  the  library,  into  the 
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hall,  the  GolonerB  wrvant  lighting  the  way;  aa& 
Lionel  and  Moilej,  still  too  amated  for  words,  tving- 
ing  up  the  rear.  The  eerraat  diew  the  heavy  bolta 
from  tiie  front  door:  and  now  the  household  had  caught 
alarm,  liilla  first  appeared  with  the  blunderbuss,  then 
the  footman,  then  Fairthom. 

'Stand  bock,  there  I"  cried  Darrell,  and  he  opened 
the  door  blmaelf  to  Loaely.  "9ir,"  said  he,  then,  as 
they  stood  in  the  moonlight,  "  mark  that  I  told  you 
truly,  —  you  were  in  my  power;  and  if  tiie  events  of 
this  night  can  lead  you  to  acknowledge  a  watchful 
Providence,  and  recall  with  a  shudder  the  crime  from 
which  you  have  been  saved,  why,  then,  I  too,  out  of 
gratitude  to  Heaven,  may  think  of  means  by  which  to 
free  others  from  the  peril  of  your  despaii." 

Ijosely  made  no  answer,  but  slunk  off  with  a  Uat, 
furtive  stride,  hastening  oat  of  the  moonlit  swaid  into 
the  gloom  of  the  leafless  trees. 
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U  the  lion  srw  if  m»  the  Fox'i  hide,  bUU  he  wean  It  u  the  lioa. 

Whbn  Darrell  waa  alone  with  lAouel  and  Alban  Mor- 
ley,  the  calm  with  which  he  had  before  Btartled  them 
Tanished.  He  poured  out  his  thanks  with  deep  emo- 
tion. "Forgive  ms;  not  in  the  presence  of  a  servant 
could  I  say,  'You  have  saved  ms  from  an  unnatural 
strife,  and  my  daughter's  husband  from  a  murderer's 
end.'  Bat  by  what  wondrous  mercy  did  you  leam  my 
danger  )     Were  you  sent  to  my  aid  1 " 

Alban  briefly  explained.  "  You  may  ju^e,"  he  said 
in  conclusion, "  how  great  was  our  anxiety,  when,  follow- 
ing the  instructions  of  our  guide,  while  our  driver  rang 
his  alarum  st  the  front  portals,  we  made  our  entrance 
into  yon  ribe  of  stone,  found  the  doors  already  opened, 
and  feared  we  might  be  too  late.  But,  meanwhile,  the 
poor  woman  waits  without  in  the  carriage  that  brought 
us  from  the  station.     I  must  go  and  relieve  hei  mind." 

"  And  bring  bet  hither,"  cried  Darrell,  "  to  receive 
my  gratitude.  Stay,  Alban;  while  you  leave  me  withi 
her,  you  will  speak  aside  to  Millsj  tell  him  that  you. 
heard  there  was  an  attempt  to  be  made  on  the  house,  and  j 
came  to  fruetrato  it,  but  that  your  fears  were  ezaggex-j 
ated ;  the  man  was  more  a  half-insane  mendicant  than  a ; 
robber.  Be  sure,  at  least,  that  his  identity  with  Losely 
be  not  surmised,  and  bid  Mills  treat  the  afiair  lightly. 
Public  men  are  exposed,  you  know,  to  assaults  ^rom 
crack-brained  enthusiaata;  or  stay,  —  I  once  was  a  law- 
yer, and"  (continued  Darrell,  whose  irony  had  become 
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ao  iiit«gnl  an  attribate  of  his  miad  as  to  be  proof  against 
all  trial)  "  then  are  men  ao  out  of  their  irite  aa  to  fancy 
a  lawyer  has  mined  theml  Lionel,  tell  poor  Dick  Fair- 
thorn  to  GOntB  to  me."  When  the  musician  entered, 
Darrell  whispered  to  him,  "  Qo  bock  to  your  room,  open 
your  casement,  step  out  on  to  the  parapet, — you  will 
see  BomeUiing  white;  it  is  a  Bcrap  of  paper  wrapped 
round  my  old  armorial  seaL  Bring  it  to  me  just  as  it  is, 
Dick.  That  poor  yonng  Lionel,  we  must  keep  him  here 
a  day  or  two ;  mind,  no  prickles  for  him,  Diok. " 
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CHAPTER  m. 

AnbalUCmieiianiMGnf  Damll;  or.  Woman  psmi  lAwyei.  In 
the  Coon*,  Lawyer  would  win ;  bnt  in  a  Private  Patlor,  foot  to 
foot,  and'toDgiM  to  tongne,  Lawja  baa  not  a  ■•>■"■"« 

Ababella  Ckask  entered  the  room :  Saitell  hesitated, 
—  the  lemembrances  attached  to  her  weie  bo  painful  and 
tepugnant.  But  did  he  not  now  owe  to  hei,  perhaps, 
his  very  lifeT  He  passed  bis  hand  rapidly  over  hia 
brow,  aa  if  to  sweep  away  all  earlier  recollections,  and, 
advancing  quickly,  extended  that  band  to  her.  The 
atom  woman  shook  bar  head,  and  tweeted  the  proffered 
greeting. 

"  You  owe  me  no  thanks,"  she  said,  in  her  baish, 
ungracious  accente,  "  I  sought  to  save  not  you,  but  bim." 

"  How  I  "  said  Darrell,  startled;  "  you  feel  no  resell 
ment  against  the  man  who  injured  and  betrayed  yout " 

"  What  my  feelings  may  be  towards  him  are  not  for 
you  to  conjecture :  man  could  not  conjecture  them;  I  am 
woman.  What  they  once  were  I  might  blush  for;  what 
they  are  now,  I  could  own  without  shame.  But  you, 
Ur.  Darrell,  —  you,  in  the  hour  of  my  uttermost  an- 
guish, when  all  my  future  was  laid  desolate,  and  the 
world  lay  crushed  at  my  feet;  yon, — -man,  chivalrous 
man! — you  had  for  me  no  human  compassion;  you 
thrust  me  in  scorn  from  your  doors;  you  saw  in  my  woe 
nothing  but  my  error;  yon  sent  me  forth,  stripped  of 
reputation,  branded  by  your  contempt,  to  famine  or  to 
suicide.  And  you  wonder  that  I  feel  less  resentment 
against  him  who  wronged  me  than  against  you,  who. 
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knowing  me  wionged,  only  diadoiaed  mf  griet-  Tbe 
ui9W«  U  plua,  —  tbo  scorn  of  the  man  she  only  rerer- 
enced  leaves  to  a  woman  no  memory  to  mitigate  ita  bit' 
temesa  and  gall.  The  wronga  inflicted  by  the  man  ahe 
Ijved  may  leare,  what  they  hava  left  to  me,  aa  undying 
CQnae  of  a  past  existence,  —  radiant,  ji^bns,  hopeful;  of 
a  time  when  the  eartii  seuned  ooTered  with  bkwaoms, 
just  ready  to  bnist  into  bloom;  when  the  skies  throi^h 
their  haze  took  the  rose-hnea  as  the  aun  seemed  about  to 
rise.  The  memory  tliat  I  once  was  happy ,  at  least  then, 
T  owe  to  him  who  injured  and  betrayed  me.  To  yoti, 
when  happiness  was  lost  to  me  forever,  what  do  I  owet 
Tell  me." 

Stmek  by  her  words,  more  by  her  impreaaiTe  manner, 
though  not  recogniEing  the  plea  by  which  the  defendant 
thus  raised '  herself  into  the  accuser,  Darrell  answered 
gently,  "  Pardon  me;  this  is  no  moment  to  revive  reeol- 
lectiona  of  anger  on  my  part;  but  reflect,  I  entreat  you, 
and  yon  will  feel  that  I  was  not  too  harah.  In  the 
same  position  any  other  man  wonld  not  have  been  lesa 
aevere." 

"Any  other  mani  "  she  exclaimed;  "ay,  possiblyl 
hat  would  ttie  scorn  of  any  other  man  so  have  crashed 
self-esteem  t  The  injnries  of  the  wicked  do  not  sour  na 
against  the  good;  but  the  scoff  of  the  good  leaves  us 
malignant  against  virtue  itaelf.  Any  other  man!  TatI 
GeuioB  is  bound  to  be  indulgent.  It  should  know 
human  errors  ao  well, — has,  witji  its  large  luminous 
farces,  such  erron  itself  when  it  deigns  to  be  human, 
that,  where  others  may  scorn,  genius  should  only  pity." 
She  panaad  a  moment  and  then  slowly  rsanmed.  "  And 
pity  was  my  doe.  Had  you,  or  had  any  one  lofty  as 
yooiself  in  repntecE  honor,  bat  said  to  me,  'Thou  hast 
sinned:  thou  most  suffer;  but  sin  itself  needs  oompas' 
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aion,  and'oompaBsioa  foibids  t^M  to  deapaiTk' — vbj 
then,  I  might  hare  been  gentler  to  the  things  of  euth^ 
and  Ibsb  rteeled  against  the  infiueaoee  of  Heaven  than  I 
have  been.  Tbatiaall,  — no  matter  nov.  Mr,  Danell, 
I  Toold  not  poirt  from  you  with  angr;  and  bitter  Beati- 
menta.  Colonel  Morley  tells  me  that  you  have  not  only 
let  the  man,  vhom  wo  need  not  name,  go  free,  but  that 
yoQ  have  guarded  the  secret  of  his  doEigns.  Fat  this  I 
thank  you.  I  thank  you,  because,  what  ia  left  of  that 
blasted  and  deformed  existonoe,  I  have  taken  into  mine. 
And  I  would  save  that  man  from  his  own  devices  as  I 
would  aave  my  soul  from  its  own  temptations.  Are  you 
large-hearted  enough  to  comprehend  met  Look  in  my 
face,  —  you  have  seen  his;  all  earthly  love  is  «nsed  and 
blotted  out  of  both. " 

Guy  Darrell  bowed  his  head  in  respect  that  partook 
ol  awe. 

"  Yon,  too,"  said  the  grim  woman,  after  a  pause,  and 
approaching  him  nearer,  —  "j/ou,  too,  have  loved,  I  am 
told,  and  yon,  too,  were  forsaken." 

He  recoiled  and  shuddered. 

"  What  is  left  to  your  heart  of  its  ancient  folly  t  I 
bhould  like  to  know!  I  am  curious  to  learn  if  there 
be  a  man  who  can  feel  as  woman  I  Have  you  only  re- 
sentment! have  yon  only  disdain  1  have  yon  only  ven- 
geance) have  you  pity  t  or  have  you  the  jealous  absorb- 
ing desire,  surviving  the  affecdoo  from  which  it  sprang, 
that  still  the  life  wrenched  from  yon  shall  owe,  despite 
itself,  a  melancholy  alliance  to  your  own  T " 

Darrell  impatiently  waved  his  hand  to  forbid  htther 
questions;  and  it  needed  all  his  sense  of  the  service  this 
woman  had  just  rendered  him,  to  repress  his  haughty 
displeasnre  at  so  close  an  approach  to  his  tatturing 
secrets. 
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AnbelU'e  datk,  brigbt  eyes  rested  on  his  knitted 
brow,  for  a  moment,  wistfully,  musingly.  Then  she 
said,  "  I  see  1  man's  ioflezifale  pride,  —  no  pardon  therel 
Bat  own,  at  least,  that  you  have  suSeied. " 

"  Su&iedl "  groaned  Danell,  iuTolantarily,aiid  pteee- 
ing  his  hand  to  hia  heart. 

"You  have,  and  you  own  itl  Fellow-Bufferei,  I 
bare  no  more  anger  against  you.  Neither  should  pity, 
but  let  each  nspect,  the  other.  A  few  words  more,  — 
Ihis  child  I" 

"Ay,  ay,  — this  child!  you  will  be  truthful.  You 
will  not  seek  to  deceive  me;  you  know  that  abe — aha 
—  claimed  bj  that  aasaasin,  reared  by  his  convict  fittbec 
~~»ke  is  no  daughter  of  my  line!  " 

"  WbatI  would  it  then  be  no  joy  to  know  that  your 
line  did  not  close  with  youxself ,  —  that  your  child 
might — " 

"Cease,  Madam,  cease,  —  it  mattera  not  to  a  man  nor 
to  a  raoe  when  it  perish,  so  that  it  perish  at  lost  with 
honor.  Who  would  have  either  himaelf  or  his  lineage 
live  on  into  a  day  when  the  escutcheon  is  blotted  and 
the  name  disgraced)  "So;  if  that  be  JhTatilda's  ehild, 
tell  me,  and  I  will  bear,  as  man  may  do,  tha  lost 
ealamity  which  the  will  of  Heaven  m^  inflict  If,  as 
I  have  oil  reason  to  think,  the  tale  be  an  imposture, 
apeak  and  give  me  the  sole  comfort  to  which  I  would 
ding  amidst  ^e  ruin  of  all  other  hopes." 

"  Verily,"  said  Arabella,  with  a  kind  of  musing  won* 
der  in  the  tone  of  het  softened  voice,  — "  verily,  has  a 
man's  heart  the  same  throb  and  fibre  as  a  woman's! 
Had  I  a  child  like  that  blue-eyed  wanderer  with  the 
frail  form  needing  pioteotion,  and  tlie  brave  spirit  tiiat 
ennobles  softness,  what  would  be  my  pride  I  my  bliss  t 
Talk  of  shame,  —  disgiaoel     Fie,  fie, — the  more  the 
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evil  of  otlwis  darkened  one  so  innocent,  the  more  causa 
to  love  and  shelter  her.  But  J — amohildleBsI  Slisll 
I  tell  yon  that  the  ofibncs  which  lies  heaviest  on  my 
conscience  has  been  my  cruelty  to  that  girl  t  She  was 
given  an  in^t  to  my  care.  I  saw  in  her  the  daughter 
of  that  false,  false,  mean,  deceiving  friend,  who  had 
taken  my  confidence,  and  bought,  with  her  snppoeed 
heritage ,  the  man  sworn  l:^  all  oaths  to  me.  I  saw  in 
her,  too,  your  descendant,  your  rightful  heiress.  I 
rejoiced  in  a  revenge  on  your  daughter  and  yooxseU. 
Think  not  I  would  have  foisted  her  on  yonr  notice  I  2To. 
I  would  have  kept  her  without  culture,  without  cm- 
BcioOsness  of  a  higher  lot;  and  when  I  gave  her  up  to 
hei  grandsire,  the  convict,  it  was  a  triumph  to  ^nk 
that  Matilda's  child  would  be  an  outcast.  Terrible 
thought  I  but  I  was  mad  ttien.  But  that  poor  oonvict 
whom  you,  in  your  worldly  arrogance,  so  loftily  despise, 
—  he  took  to  hie  breast  what  was  flung  away  as  a  wortii- 
less  weed.  And  if  the  flower  keep  the  jnomiss  of  the 
bud,  never  flower  so  fair  bloomed  from  your  vaunted 
stomt  And  yet  you  would  bless  me,  if  I  said,  'Pass  on, 
childless  man;  she  is  nothing  to  yout ' " 

"Madam,  let  us  not  argue.  As  yon  yourself  justly 
imply,  man's  heart  and  woman's  must  each  know  throbs 
that  never  are,  and  never  should  be  familiar  to  the  oUier. 
I  repeat  my  question,  and  ^ain  I  implore  your  answer." 

"I  cannot  answer  for  certain;  and  I  am  fearful  of 
answeriug  at  all,  leet  on  a  point  bo  important  I  should 
mislead  you.  Matilda's  childt  Jasper  affirmed  it  to 
me.  His  father  believed  him,  —  I  believed  him.  I 
never  had  the  shadow  of  a  doubt  till  —  " 

"Till  what t    Fot  Heaven's  sake  speakl  " 

*  Till  about  five  years  ago,  or  somewhat  more,  I  saw 
a  letter  from  Gabrielle  DesAiarete,  and  —  " 
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'  Aht  which  made  yoa  la^keet,  ul  do,that  the  child 
is  Oabriella  Deamaieta'  daughter. " 

Anhella  leorod  her  cieat  as  a  seipent  hefOTe  it  atrikes. 
'OKbrieUe'a  daoghteil  Tou  think  so.  H^  child  that 
I  shelteiedl  Her  child  for  whom  I  have  juat  pleaded 
to  yon!  Benl"  She  auddenly  hecame  silent.  Evi- 
dentiy  that  ide«  had  noTer  before  stmok  her;  evidently 
it  now  ahooked  her;  evidently  eomething  was  passing 
through  hef  mind  which  did  not  allow  that  idea  to 
be  dismissed.  As  Darrell  was  about  to  address  ber, 
she  exclaimed  abniptly :  "  No  I  say  no  more  now.  Yon 
may  hear  from  me  again  ehonld  I  learn  what  may  decide 
at  ^east  thia  donbt  one  way  or  the  other.  Farewell, 
dr." 

"  Not  yet.  Permit  me  to  remind  yoa  that  you  have 
■aved  the  life  of  a  man  whose  wealth  is  immense." 

"  Mr.  Darrell,  my  wealtti  in  relation  to  my  wants  i^ 
perhaps  immense  aa  yonra,  for  I  do  not  spend  what  I 
posaesB." 

"But  tiiia  imhappy  outlaw,  whom  you  would  save 
from  himself,  con  henceforth  be  to  you  but  a  biudan  and 
a  charge.  After  what  has  passed  to-night,  1  do  tremble 
to  think  that  penury  may  whisper  other  houses  to  rob, 
other  lives  to  menace.  Let  me,  then,  place  at  your  dis- 
posal, to  be  employed  in  soch  mode  as  you  deem  the 
best,  a  sum  that  may  suffice  to  secure  an  object  which 
we  have  in  common." 

"No,  Ur.  Darrell,"  said  Arabella,  fiercely;  'what- 
ever he  be^  never  with  my  consent  shall  Jasper  Loeely 
be  beholden  to  you  for  alms.  If  money  can  save  him 
from  shame  and  a  dreadful  death,  that  money  shall  be 
mine,  I  have  said  it.  And,  hark  you,  Mr.  Darrell, 
what  is  repentance  without  atonement  t  I  say  not  ttiat 
I  repent;  bnt  I  do  know  that  I  seek  to  atone." 
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The  iion-gn7  robe  fluttazed  an  isfituit,  sad  then 
vanished  from  the  toom. 

When  Alban  Morley  letomed  to  the  librnft  he  saw 
Durell  at  the  farther  comer  of  the  room,  on  hie  kneee. 
Well  might  Onjr  Darrell  thank  Heaven  for  the  meideB 
Touehaofed  to  him  that  night.  Life  preseTred  I  Ib  that 
allt  Might  life  yet  be  bettered  and  gladdenedl  Was 
tiieie  at;^ht  in  the  grim  woman's  woidfi  that  might  be- 
queath thoughts  whioh  reflection  would  ripen  into  in- 
flnencea  over  action  t — aoght  that  ni^;bt  anggeet  the 
oasaa  in  which,  not  ignobly,  pit^  might  auhjogate  scomt 
In  the  royal  abode  of  that  aoul,  does  pride  oniy  fortify 
honor!  —  is  it  but  the  mild  king,  not  the  imperial 
deepott  Would  it  blind,  as  it«  rival,  the  reas<ml 
Would  it  chain,  aa  a  isbel,  the  heartt  Would  it  mar 
the  dominiouB,  Uiat  might  be  serene,  hy  die  treaautes 
it  wastee,— >by  the  wars  it  provokes  I  Self -knowledge  i 
self-knowledge  I  From  Heaven,  indeed,  deacenda  the 
precept,  "  Know  thtsblp.  "  That  truth  was  told  to  ua 
t^  the  old  heathen  oiaoie.  But  what  old  haathen  oracle 
has  told  US  haw  to  know  I 
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CHAf  TEB  IV. 

The  Mmtrtei  hnmiljatod.  He  enconntan  u  old  uqaalBtanee  ia 
a  tnTeller,  who,  like  8hak«ep«*ra'a  Jaqnei,  b  "  a  melaucbol; 
fellow ; "  who,  alao,  Uke  JBqae«,  bath  "  great  reaeoa  to  he  Md ; " 
kad  who,  (till  like  Jkqaea,  ta  "  fnll  o(  matter." 

JuFBB  L08BLT  rode  bIowIjt  on  tiuough  th«  olew,  fros^ 
night;  not  bock  to  the  country  town  vhich  fae  had  left 
on  hia  hatofol  errand,  nor  into  the  l»tnd  rottd  to  London. 
With  a  etenge  deeira  to  avoid  the  hsimte  of  men,  lie 
selected  —  at  each  choice  of  way  in  the  many  paths 
branching  right  and  left,  between  waste  and  woodland 
— the  lane  that  eeemed  the  narroweet  and  the  dimmeet. 
It  was  not  remorae  that  gnawed  him,  neither  was  it  mere 
mercenary  disappointment,  nor  even  the  pang  of  baffled 
rengeance,  —  it  was  the  profound  humiliation  of  dis- 
eased self-love ;  the  conviction  that,  with  all  his  bmto 
power,  he  bad  been  powerleea  in  the  very  time  and  scene 
in  which  he  had  pictored  to  himself  so  complete  a  tri- 
umph. Even  the  qniet  with  which  he  had  escaped  was 
a  mortifTing  recollection.  Capture  iteelf  would  have 
been  preferable,  if  capture  had  been  preceded  by  brawl 
and  strife,  —  the  exhibition  of  his  haidihood  and  prow- 
ess. Qloomily  bending  over  hia  horse's  neck,  he  cursed 
himself  ss  fool  and  coward.  What  would  he  have  had  1 
—  a  new  crime  on  his  bouIT  Perhaps  he  would  have 
answered,  "  Anything  rather  than  this  humiliating  fail- 
ure." He  did  not  nek  his  brains  with  conjecturing  if 
Gutto  had  betrayed  him,  or  by  what  other  mode  assist- 
ance had  been  sent  in  such  time  of  need  to  Darceli. 
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Kor  did  ha  feel  that  hunger  for  vengeance,  whe&er  on 
Dairell  or  on  his  accomplice  (should  that  accomplice 
have  played  tiie  tiaitor),  which  might  have  heen  ex- 
pected from  his  characteristic  ferocity.  On  the  contrary, 
the  thought  of  violence  and  ite  excitements  had  in  it  a 
sickness  aa  of  shame.  Darrell  at  that  hour  might  have 
ridden  by  him  scathless.  Cntts  might  have  jeered  and 
said,  '  I  blabbed  your  Bccret,  and  sent  the  aid  that  foiled 
it; "  and  Losely  would  have  continued  to  hang  his  head, 
nor  lifted  the  herculean  band  that  lay  nerveless  on  the 
horse's  mane.  Is  it  not  commonly  so  in  all  reaction 
from  excitements  in  which  self-love  has  been  keenly 
galled  I  Does  not  vanity  enter  into  tbe  lust  of  crime  aa 
into  the  desire  of  fame  I 

At  sunrise  Losely  found  himself  on  the  high-road  into 
which  a  labyrinth  of  lanes  bad  led  him,  and.  opposite  to 
a  milestone,  by  which  he  learned  that  he  bad  been  long 
turning  his  back  an  the  metropolis,  and  that  he  was 
about  ten  miles  distant  from  the  provincial  city  of 
Ouzelford.  By  this  time  his  horse  was  knocked  up, 
and  his  own  chronic  pains  began  to  Htake  themselves 
acutely  felt;  so  that  when,  a  little  farther  on,  he  came 
to  a  wayside  inn,  he  was  glad  to  halt;  and  after  a 
strong  dram,  which  had  the  effect  of  an  opiate,  he 
betook  himself  to  bed,  and  slept  till  the  noon  was  far 
advanced. 

When  Losely  came  dAwnstaire,  the  common  room  of 
the  inn  was  occupied  by  a  meeting  of  the  trustees  of  the 
high-roads ;  and,  on  demanding  breakfast,  he  was  shown 
into  a  small,  sanded  parlor  adjoining  the  kitchen.  Two 
other  occupants  —  a  man  and  a  woman  —  were  there 
already,  seated  at  a  table  by  the  fireside,  ovec  a  pint  of 
half-and-half.  Losely,  warming  himself  at  tbe  hearth, 
scarcely  noticed   thseo   humble   revellers   by  a  glance. 
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And  they,  after  a  displeased  trtare  at  the  atalwari 
fnme  whioli  obaented  the  cheering  glow  they  had 
hitherto  monopolized,  raaumed  a  muttered  conveTaa' 
tion;  of  which,  as  well  as  of  the  vile  nodiouT»  that 
refreshed  their  lips,  the  man  took  the  lion's  share. 
Shabbily  forlorn  were  that  man's  habiliments, —< 
tnmed,  and  ntumed,  patched,  darned,  weather-stained, 
grease -stained,  bnt  still  retaining  that  kind  of  mouldy, 
grandiose,  bayard  gentility,  wtkich  implies  that  the 
wearer  has  known  bettor  days;  and,  in  the  downward 
progress  of  fortunes  when  they  once  fall,  may  probably 
know  atill  worse.  The  woman  was  some  years  older 
than  her  companion,  and  still  more  forlornly  shabby. 
Her  garments  seemed  literally  composed  of  particles  of 
dust  glued  together,  while  her  face  might  have  insured 
her  condemnation  as  a  witch  before  any  honest  jniy  in 
the  leiga  of  King  James  the  First.  His  break&st,  and 
4he  bRuidybottle  that  flanked  the  loaf,  were  now  placed 
before  Losely;  and,  as  distastefully  he  forced  himself  to 
eat,  his  eye  once  more  glanced  towards,  and  this  time 
rested  on  the  shabby  man,  in  the  sort  of  interest  with 
which  one  knave  out  of  elbows  regards  another.  As 
Jasper  thns  looked,  gntdnally  there  stole  on  him  a 
temiaiscence  of  those  coarse,  lai^e  features,  —  thst  rusty 
disreputable  wig.  The  recc^ition,  however,  waa  not 
mutoat;  and  presently,  after  a  whisper  intereh&nged 
between  l^e  man  and  the  woman,  the  latter  rose,  and 
approaching  Losely,  dropped  a  courtesy,  and  said,  in  a 
weird  tmdervoice,  "Strangerl  luck's  in  store  for  you. 
Tell  your  fortune!"  As  she  spoke,  from  some  dust- 
hole  in  her  garments  she  produced  a  pack  of  cards,  on 
whose  half -obi  iterated  foces  seemed  inemsted  the  dirt 
of  ages.  Thrusting  these  antiquities  under  Jasper's 
nose,  she  added,  "Wish  and  cut." 
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*  Pahaw,"  said  Jasper,  who,  though  auAciantlf  supar- 
■titiona  in  some  matiets,  and  in  regard  to  some  persons, 
was  not  BO  completely  under  the  influanoe  of  that  imagi- 
natire  infirmity  as  to  take  the  creature  before  him  for  a 
ail^l.  "  Get  away ;  you  torn  my  stomach.  Your  cards 
smell ;  so  do  you  I  " 

"Forgive  her,  worthy  sir,"  said  the  man,  leaning  for- 
mud.  "The  Hag  may  be  unaarory,  but  she  is  wiee. 
The  Three  Sisters  who  accosted  the  Scottish  Thane,  sir 
(Macbeth,  —  you  hare  seen  it  on  the  stage T),  were  not 
savory.  Withered,  and  wild  in  their  attire,  air,  hut 
they  knew  a  thing  or  two!  She  aaas  Inclc  in  your 
taee.    Cross  her  hand  and  give  it  vent! " 

"  Piddledee,"  said  the  irreverent  Loeely.  "  Take  her 
off,  OF  I  shall  scald  her,"  and  he  seiied  the  kettle. 

Th«  Hag  retreated  grumbling;  and  Loaely,  soon  de* 
spatching  his  meal,  placed  his  feat  on  the  hobe,  and 
b^an  to  meditate  what  course  to  adopt  for  a  temporal; 
snbsistence.  He  had  broken  into  the  last  ponod  left  of 
the  money  which  he  had  extracted  from  Mrs.  Crane's 
purse  some  days  before.  He  recoiled  with  terror  from 
tiie  thought  of  returning  to  town  and  placing  himself 
at  her  mercy.  Tet  what  option  had  faef  While  thus 
musing,  he  turned  impatiently  round,  and  saw  that 
the  shabl^  man  and  the  dusty  Hag  were  engaged  in  as 
amicable  game  erf  iearti,  with  those  very  cards  which 
had  so  offended  his  olfactoi;  oi^ans.  At  that  sight  the 
old  instinct  of  the  gambler  struggled  back;  and,  nistng 
himself  up,  he  looked  over  the  cards  of  the  players. 
The  miserable  wretches  were,  of  coarse,  playing  for 
nothing;  and  Loeely  saw  at  a  glance  that  the  man 
was,  nevertheless,  tryii^  to  cheat  the  womanl  Posi- 
tively  he  took  that  man  into  more  reepeet;  and  that 
man,  noticing  the  interest  with  which  Losely  sarveyed 
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the  game,  looked  ap,  and  said,  "  While  the  time,  Bit! 
What  Bay  yout  A  game  or  twot  I  can  atake  my 
pistoles, — that  ia,  eir,  so  far  as  a  fouTpennj  bit  goes. 
If  ignoiant  of  this  French  game,  eii,  cribhage  or  all 
fooTsT" 

"No, "said  Loaely,  moanifuliyi  "  there  is  nothing  to 
be  got  oat  of  you ;  otherwise  —  "he  stopped  and  sighed. 
"  But  I  have  seen  you  under  other  circumstaDces.  What 
has  become  of  yonr  Theatrical  ExbibitioD )  Gambled  it 
away!  Yet,  from  what  I  see  of  your  play,  I  think  you 
ought  not  to  have  lost,  Mr.  Rugge." 

The  ex-manager  started. 

"What!  You  knew  me  before  the  stormT  —  befors 
the  lightning  struck  me,  as  I  may  say ,  sir  —  and  tailing 
into  difhculties,  I  became  —  a  wreck t  You  knew  met 
—  not  of  the  company !  —  a  spectator  t " 

"  Aa  you  say,  — a  spectator.  You  had  once  in  your 
employ  an  actor,  — clerer  old  fellow.  Waife,  I  think, 
he  was  called." 

'Hal  holdl  At  that  name,  sir,  my  wounds  bleed 
afieeh.  From  that  execrable  name,  sir,  there  hanga  a 
talet" 

"  Indeedl  Then  it  will  be  a  relief  to  you  to  tell  it," 
said  Losely,  resettling  his  feet  on  the  hob,  and  snatch- 
ing at  any  diversion  from  hia  own  reflections, 

"Sir,  when  a  gentleman,  who  is  a  gentleman,  aski 
as  a  favor,  a  specimen  of  my  powers  of  recital,  not  pn>' 
fessionally,  aad  has  before  him  tbe  sparkling  goblet, 
which  be  does  not  invite  me  to  share,  he  insults  my 
fallen  fortunes.  Sir,  I  am  poor,  —  I  own  it;  I  have 
fallen  into  tbe  sear  and  yellow  leaf,  sir;  but  I  have 
still  in  this  withered  bosom  the  heart  of  a  Briton  I " 

"  Warm  it,  Mr.  Bn^^.  Help  yourself  to  the  brandy, 
— and  the  lady  too." 
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"  Sir,  yon  ate  &  geDtlemau ;  sir,  your  healtii.  Hag, 
drink  bettei  days  to  ua  both.  That  woman,  sir,  w  a 
hag,  but  aha  ia  an  honot  to  her  sex,  —  faithful  I " 

"  It  is  aHtonishing  how  faithful  ladies  aie  when  not 
what  is  called  beautiful.  I  speak  from  painful  expe- 
riencej"  said  Losely,  growing  debonair  as  the  liquor 
relaxed  his  gloom,  and  regaining  that  levity  of  tongue 
which  sometimes  strayed  into  wit,  and  which  —  spring- 
ing originally  from  animal  spirits  and  redundant  health 
—  atill  came  to  him  mechanically  whenever  ronsad  by 
companionship  from  alternate  intervals  of  lethargy  and 
pain.  "  But  now,  Mr.  Rugge,  I  am  all  ears;  perhaps 
yon  will  be  kind  enough  to  be  all  tale." 

With  tragic  aapect,  unrelaxed  by  that  Jeu  de  mot$, 
and  atill  wholly  unrecognizing  in  the  maasive  form 
and  discolored,  swollen  countenance  of  the  rough-clad 
stranger,  the  elegant  proportions,  the  healthfid,  bloom- 
ing, showy  faoe,  and  elaborate  fopperies  of  the  Jasper 
Loaely  who  had  sold  to  him  a  Phenomenon  which 
proved  ao  evanishing,  Bugge  entered  into  a  prolix  his- 
tory of  his  wrongs  at  the  hands  of  Waife,  of  Loaely, 
of  Sophy.  Only  of  Mrs.  Crane  did  be  speak  with  re- 
spect; and  Jasper  then  for  the  first  time  learned  —  and 
rather  with  anger  for  the  interference  than  gratitude 
for  the  generosity— that  she  had  repaid  the  £100  and 
thereby  cancelled  Bute's  claim  upon  the  child.  The 
ex-manager  then  proceeded  to  the  narrative  of  his  subee- 
quent  misfortunes,  —  all  of  which  he  laid  to  the  charge 
of  Waife  and  the  Phenomenon.  "  Sir,"  said  he,  "  I  was 
ambitious.  From  my  childhood's  hour  I  dreamed  of 
the  great  York  Theatre,  —  dreuned  of  it  literally  thrice. 
Fatal  vision!  But  like  other  dreams,  that  dream  would 
have  faded, — been  forgotten  in  the  work-day  world, — 
and  I  should  not  have  fallen  into  the  aear  and  yellow, 
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but  bare  had,  as  formerly,  troops  of  friends,  and  not 
been  reduced  to  the  horrors  of  poyerty  and  a  bithfol 
h^.  But,  air,  when  I  first  took  to  my  bosom  that 
fiend,  William  Waifs,  he  exhibited  a  genius,  sir,  that 
Dowton  (you  bare  seen  Dowton  I  —  grand  I)  was  a  stick 
as  compared  with.  Then  my  ambition,  sir,  blazed  and 
flared  up,  —  obstreperous,  and  my  childhood's  dream 
haunted  me;  and  I  went  about  musing  (Hag,  yon  recol- 
lect!)—  and  muttering  'The  Royal  Theatre  at  York.' 
But,  incredible  though  it  seem,  the  ungrateful  scorpion 
left  me  with  a  treacherous  design  to  exhibit  the  parts  I 
had  fostered  on  the  London  boards;  and  even-handed 
Justice,  sir,  returned  the  poisoned  chalice  to  his  lipe, 
causing  him  to  lose  an  eye  and  to  hobble,  —  besides 
splitting  Up  his  voice,  — which  served  him  right.  Ajid 
again  I  took  the  scorpion  for  the  sake  of  the  Phenomenon. 
I  had  a  babe  myself  once,  sir,  though  you  may  not 
think  it.  Gormerick  (that  is  this  faithful  Hag)  gave 
the  babe  Daily's  Elixir,  in  teething;  but  it  died, — 
convulsions.  T  comforted  myself  when  that  Pbenom- 
enon  came  out  on  my  stage,  —  in  ptnk  satin  and  pearls. 
'  H4,'  I  said,  'the  great  York  Theatre  shall  yet  be 
minet'  The  haunting  idea  became  a  mania,  sir.  The 
learned  say  that  there  is  a  mania  called  money  mania;' 
when  one  can  think  but  of  the  one  thing  needful,  — as 
the  guilty  Thane  saw  the  dagger,  sir;  you  understand. 
And  when  the  Phenomenon  had  vanished  and  gone;  as 
I  was  told,  to  America,  where  T  now  wish  I  was  myself,' 
acting  Rolls  at  N'ew  York  or  elsewhere,  to  a  free  and 
enlightened  people,  —  then,  sir,  the  mania  grew  on 
me  still  stronger  and  stronger.  There  was  a  pride  in  . 
it,  sir,  a  Britiah  pride.  I  said  to  this  faithful  Hag, 
'What,  —  shall  I  not  have  the  York  because  that  false 
'  Qoer;  —  Monomania. 
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ehild  haa  deaerteil  met  Am  I  not  able  to  realiu  a 
Briton'a  ambition  without  being  beholden  to  a  Phe- 
nomenon in  Bpangleal'  Sir,  I  took  the  Voikl  Alone 
I  did  it! " 

"  And,"  said  txMely ,  feeling  a  sort  of  dieai;  aatiabc- 
tion  in  listening  to  the  giotAsqoe  Borrows  of  one  whose 
condition  seemed  to  him  yet  mote  street  than  his  own, 
"  and  the  York  Theatre  alone  perhaps  did  you." 

"Right,  air,"  said  Rugge,  —  half-doloToualj,  half- 
exultingly.  "  It  was  a  grand  oonoem,  and  might  hare 
done  for  the  Bank  of  England!  It  swallowed  up  my 
capital  with  as  much  ease,  sir,  as  I  could  swallow  an 
oyster,  if  there  were  one  upon  that  plate!  I  saw  how  it 
would  be,  the  very  first  week,  when  I  oame  out  myself, 
strong,  —  Eean's  own  part  in  the  '  Iron  Chest,'  —  Mor- 
timer, sir;  there  wam't  three  pounds  ten  in  the  house, 

—  packed  audience,  sir,  and  they  had  the  face  to  hiss 
me.  '  Hag,'  said  I  to  Mrs.  Oormerick,  '  this  theatre  is 
a  howling  wilderness.'  But  there  is  a  fascination  in  a 
grand  concern,  of  which  one  is  the  head,  —  one  goes  on 
and  on.  All  the  savings  of  a  life  devoted  to  the  Brit- 
ish drama  and  the  productions  of  native  genitts  went 
in  what  I  may  call  — a  jiffy!  But  it  was  no  oommon 
object,  sir,  to  your  sight  displayed,  —  but  what  with 
pleasure,  air  (I  appeal  to  the  HagI),  Heaven  itself  sur- 
veyed! —  a  great  man  struggling,  sir,  with  the  storms  of 
fate,  and  greatly  falling,  sir,  with — a  sensationl  -  York 
remembers  it  to  this  day!     I  took  the  benefit  of  the  act, 

—  it  was  the  only  benefit  I  did  take,  —  and  nobody  was 
the  better  for  it.  But  I  don't  repine,  —  I  realited  my 
dream:  thai  is  more  than  alt  can  say.  Since  then  I 
have  had  many  downs,  and  no  npa.  I  have  been  a  mes- 
senger, sir,  —  a  prompter,  sir,  in  my  own  exhibition,  to 
which  my  own  clown,  having  married  into  the  tragic 
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liiiA,  sncceeded,  sir;  aa  pniprietor;  bajing  of  me,  xMiea 
I  took  the  York,  the  tbeatra,  eoenei;,  and  pn^wities, 
air,  with  the  right  still  to  call  himeelf  *  Bugge's  Ctaand 
Theabieal  Ezhibition ,'  for  an  old  fiong,  sir, — melan- 
choly. Tyiaaniied  over,  sir,  —  aniiblMd  and  bullied  by 
a  creature  dressed  in  a  little  brief  authority ;  and  my 
own  t^^hU  —  scarlet  —  as  worn  by  me  in  my  own  ap- 
plauded part  of  'The  BemoneleBB  Baiatt.'  At  last, 
with  this  one  faithful  creature,  I  lesolTed  to  burst  the 
chains,  to  be  free  as  air,  —  in  short  a  chartered  liber- 
tine, sir.  We  hare  not  much,  bnt  thank  the  immortal 
gods,  we  are  independent,  sir,  the  Hag  and  I,  chattend 
libertines  I  And  we  are  alive  still,  —  at  which,  in  sbriet 
confidence,  I  may  own  to  yon  that  I  am  astonisbed." 

"  Yea!  you  do  live,"  said  Jasper,  moch  interested,— 
for  bow  to  live  at  all  was  at  tiut  moment  a  matter  of 
considerable  donbt  to  himself;  "yoo  do  Un, — it  *• 
amazing!     Howt" 

"  The  Faithfnl  telle  fortunes;  and  sometimea  we  pick 
up  windfalls,  —  widows  (ud  elderly  single  ladies;  but 
it  is  dangerous.  Labor  is  sweet,  sir;  but  not  hard  labor 
in  the  dungeons  of  a  Bridewell.  She  has  known  that 
labor,  sir;  and  in  those  iuterrals  I  missed  her  mnoh. 
Don't  cry.  Hag;  I  repeat,  I  live! " 

"t  undetHtond  now;  you  lire  upon  herl  They  are 
the  best  of  creatures,  these  h^s,  as  you  call  tbrai,  cer- 
tainly. Well,  well,  no  saying  what  a  man  may  come 
tot  I  suppose  you  have  neyer  seen  Waife,  nor  that 
fellow  you  say  was  so  well-dressed  and  good-looking, 
and  who  sold  you  the  Phenomenon,  nor  the  Phenom- 
enon herself, — 'Ohf  added  Xiosely,  stretching  himself 
and  yawning,  as  he  saw  the  brandy-bottle  was  finished. 

"I  have  seen  Waife,  —  the  one-eyed  monster!  Aha, 
I  hare  seen  him!  — and  yesterday  too;  and  a  great  com- 
fort it  was  to  !ue  too." 
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■  Ton  »w  W»if  ft  yeaterdaj , — when  t " 

"At  OuEdford,  which  I  and  the  Faithful  l«ft  thii 
morning." 

"  And  what  was  he  doing  1 "  said  LoBoly,  with  well- 
eimuiated  indiffeianee.  "  Bogging,  breaking  stones,  ot 
whatt" 

'No,"  aaid  Bugge,  dejectedly;  "I  can't  aay  it  wu 
what,  in  farcical  composition,  I  ahould  call  snch  nuta 
to  me  BB  that,  sir.  Still,  he  waa  in  a  low  way ;  seemed 
a  pedler  or  hawker,  exiling  out  of  a  pannier  on  the 
Bialto,  —  I  mean  the  Gommaiket,  sir,  —  not  even  a 
hag  by  his  aide,  only  a  great  dog,  —  French.  A  Brit- 
ish dc^  would  have  scorned  aucfa  feUowship.  And  ha 
did  not  look  merry ,  aa  he  used  to  do  when  in  my  troop. 
Did  he.  Hag!" 

"  Hia  cooacienoe  smitos  him,"  said  the  Hag,  solemnly. 

"  Did  you  speak  to  him  1 " 

"  Why,  no.  I  should  have  liked  it,  but  we  could  not 
at  that  moment,  sseing  that  we  were  not  in  our  usual 
state  of  independence.  This  &ithful  cieature  was  being 
led  before  tlM  magistrates,  and  I  too,  ~  charge  of  cheat- 
ing a  cook  maid,  to  whom  the  Hag  had  only  said, '  that 
if  the  cards  spoke  true,  she  would  ride  in  her  carriage.' 
The  charge  broke  down;  but  we  were  plooed  for  the 
night  in  the  cells  of  the  Inquisition,  remanded,  and 
this  morning  banished  from  the  city,  and  are  now  on 
onr  way,  to  —  any  other  city ;  —  eh,  Hag  1  " 

"  And  the  old  man  waa  not  with  the  Phenomenon  t 
What  has  beoome  of  her  then  1 " 

"  Perhaps  she  may  be  with  him  at  his  bouse,  if  he 
has  one;  only,  she  wits  not  with  him  on  the  Bialto  or 
Commarket.  She  was  with  him  two  years  ago,  I  kno;n ; 
and  he  and  she  were  better  off  then  than  he  is  now,  I 
suspect.     And  that  is  why  it  did  me  good,  sir,  4o  see 
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Mm  a  pedler,  &  ammioii  pedW,  —  fallea  into  Uto  ieet, 
like  the  man  he  abandoned !  " 
"  HuiB|di,  —  where  were  the j  two  years  ago  T " 
"  At  a  village  not  far  from  Hombenton.  Ha  had  a 
pret^hoose,  air,  and  Bold  baskets;  and  the  girl  was  there 
too,  favDied  by  a  great  lady,  —  a  MuchioneaB,  sirl 
Godfl!" 

"  Maichioneee  I  —  near  Humberston  t     The  Maicbion- 
ess  of  Montlort,  I  suppoeet " 

"Likely  enongh;  I  don't  ramember.  All  I  know 
is,  that  two  years  ago  my  old  clown  was  my  tyianmeal 
manager;  and  being  in  that  capacity,  and  this  world 
being  made  for  Ctseai,  which  Is  a  shame,  sir,  he  aaid  to 
me  wiUi  a  sneer,  '  Old  Gentleman  Waife,  wbom  you 
nsed  to  bnlly,  and  his  Juliet  Aiamiata,  are  in  clover) ' 
And  the  mocking  varlet  went  on  to  unfold  a  tale  to 
the  effect,  that  when  he  had  last  visited  Humberstoii, 
in  the  lace-week,  a  young  tradesman,  who  was  courting 
the  Colombiue,  whose  young  idea  I  myeelf  taught  to 
shoot  on  the  light  fantaatio  toe,  treated  that  Columbine, 
and  one  of  her  sister  train  (being,  indeed,  her  aunt.  Who 
has  since  come  oat  at  the  Surrey  in  '  Deedemooa')  to  a 
picnic  in  a  fine  park.  (That's  discipline!  —  ha,  ha!) 
And  there,  sir,  Columbine  and  her  aunt  saw  Waifs  on 
the  other  aide  of  a  stream  by  which  they  sat  carousing." 
■  The  clown  peihaps  said  it  to  spite  you." 
"  Columbine  herself  confirmed  his  tale,  and  said  that, 
on  returning  to  the  village  inn  for  the  triumphal  car 
(or  bus)  which  brought  them,  she  asked  if  a  Mr.  Woife 
dwelt  tbeieaboute,  and  was  told,  '  Yes,  with  his  grand- 
dsughtei.'  And  she  went  on  asking,  till  all  came  out 
as  the  clown  reported.  And  Columbine  had  mrt  even 
the  gratitude,  the  justice,  to  expose  that  villain, — not 
even  to  eay  he  had  beejt  my  perfidious  servmtl    She 
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had  the  fue  to  tell  me  '  die  thought  it  might  harm  him, 
and  he  van  a  kind  old  soul.'  Sir,  a  Columlane  whoae 
toes  I  had  rapped  scons  of  times  before  they  could  be 
turned  out,  was  below  contempt;  but  when  my  own 
clown  thus  triumphed  over  me,  in  paradii^  before  mj 
vision  the  bloated  prosperity  of  mine  enemy,  it  went 
to  my  heart  like  a  knife  j  and  we  had  words  on  it,  sir, 
and — 'I  left  him  to  his  fate.  But  a  pedler!  Gentle- 
man Waife  baa  come  to  that!  The  Heavena  are  just, 
sir,  and  of  our  pleasant  vicea,  sir,  make  instruments 
that  — that— " 

"  SoDUige  us,"  prompted  the  Hag,  Beveiely. 

Losely  lang  Uie  bell;  the  maid-serrant  appeared. 
*  My  horse  and  bill.  Well,  Hr.  Kugge,  I  must  quit 
your  agreeable  aoeiety.  I  am  not  orerfiowing  with 
wealth  at  this  moment,  or  I  would  request  your 
acceptance  of  —  " 

"  The  emotleet  trifle,"  interrupted  the  Hag,  witii  her 
habitual  solemnity  of  aspect. 

LoBaIy,'who,  in  hia  small  way,  had  all  the  liberality  of 
a  Catiline,  "  alieni  appetemt  mi  profusut,"  drew  forth 
the  few  silver  coins  yet  remaining  to  him;  and,  tliough 
be  must  have  calculated  tbat,  after  paying  hia  bill,  there 
eoold  Bcaroely  be  three  shillings  left,  be  chucked  two  of 
them  towards  the  Hi^,  who,  clutching  them  with  a  pro- 
found courtesy ,  then  handed  &em  to  the  fallen  monarch 
Iqr  her  side,  with  a  loyal  tear  and  a  quick  sob  that  might 
have  touched  the  moet  cynical  republican. 

In  a  few  minates  more,  Losely  was  again  on  horu- 
baok ;  and  as  he  rode  towards  Ouselford,  Rugge  and  his 
dusty  Faithful  shambled  on  in  the  opposite  direction, 
—  shambled  on,  foot-Bore  and  limping,  along  the  wide, 
waste,  wintry  thoroughfare,  vanishing  from  the  eye,  as 
their  fates  henceforth  from  thia  atosy.    There  they  go 
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by  the  white,  haid  mileatone;  farther  on,  1^  the  fannk 
of  the  hedgetowtiee,  which  lies  lopped  and  teafleas, — 
cambering  the  waynde,  till  the  time  come  to  cMt  it 
off  to  the  thronged,  dnll  stack-yard;  farther  yet,  where 
the  ditch  widens  into  yon  atagnant  pool,  with  the  great 
dung-heap  by  ita  aide.  There  the  rood  tarns  aslant;  the 
dnng-heap  hides  them.  Gone  I  and  not  a  apeck  on  the 
,  uni.'eisal  thoroughfare. 
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.      CHAPTER  V. 
No  wind  H  cnttiiig  u  that  which  astg  fat  the  qnartoT  bom  wUA 

The  town  to  which  I  lend  tlie  diaguiaing  name  of  Ouzel- 
ford,  which,  in  jeua  bygoae,  was  represented  b;  Quf 
Dwrell,  and  which,  in  years  to  come,  may  preserve  in 
its  municipal  hall  his  effigies  in  caavaa  oi  atone,  ia  ont  of 
the  handsomest  in  England.  As  you  approach  il«  suh- 
uzbe  from  the  London  Eoad,  it  rises  clear  and  wide  apcai 
your  eye,  crowning  the  elevated  table-land  upon  which  it 
is  built:  a  noble  range  of  prospect  (Ui  either  aide,  rich 
with  borrows  not  yet  sacrificed  to  the  st«m  demands 
of  modem  agriculture,  —  Tenerable  woodlands,  and  the 
green  pastures  round  many  a  rural  thane's  frank,  hospi- 
table hall ;  no  one  great  House  baniahing  from  leagues  of 
landscape  the  abodes  of  knight  and  squire,  nor  menadng, 
with  "  the  legitimate  influence  of  property, "  the  votes  of 
rebellioua  bui^here.  Everywhere,  like  finger-posts  to 
heaven,  you  may  perceive  the  church-towers  of  rural 
hamlete  embosomed  in  pleasant  valleys,  or  climbing  up 
gentle  slopes.  At  the  horizon,  the  blue  fantastic  out- 
line of  girdling  hills  mingles  with  the  clouds.  A  famous 
old  cathedral,  neighbored  by  the  romantic,  ivy-grown 
walla  of  a  ruined  caetle,  soars  up  from  the  centre  of  the 
town,  and  dominat«a  the  whole  survey, —  calm,  as  with 
conscious  power.  Nearing  the  town,  the  villas  of  mer- 
chants aud  traders,  released  perhaps  from  husineas,  skirt 
the  road,  with  trim  gardens  and  shaven  lawns.  Now 
the  small  river,  or  rather  rivulet,  of  Ouzel,  from  which 
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ths  town  takes  iti  uaiiie,  stealfl  out  from  imp  tmilcs 
eorend  vith  brudiwood  or  aged  tieea,  and,  widening 
into  brief  importance,  glides  under  the  aichea  of  An  an- 
etant  brk^ ;  rons  cm,  clear  and  efaallow,  to  refteah  low, 
fertile  dairj-meadowa,  dotted  with  kine;  and  finally  q^uite 
the  view,  as  brake  and  copee  close  lonnd  its  narrowing 
winding  wa;;  and  that  which,  under  the  city  bridge, 
wai  an  impoai4g  noiseleos  atieam,  becomes,  amidst  rustic 
•olitudea,  an  insignificant  babbling  brook. 

From  one  of  the  largest  villas  in  these  charming  sub- 
uibe  came  forth  a  gentleman,  middle-aged,  and  of  a  very 
mild  and  piepoesesaing  conntonance.  '  A  young  lady  with- 
out a  bonnet,  hut  a  kerchief  thrown  over  her  aleek, 
dark  boir,  accompanied  him  to  the  gwden-gate,  twiping 
both  hands  offscticmately  round  his  arm,  and.  eutieating 
hin  not  to  stand  in  thorough  draughts  and  cateh  oold, 
nor  to  step  into  pnddlea  and  wet  his  feet,  and  to  be  sure 
to  be  back  bafon  dark,  as  there  were  such  shocking 
accounts  in  the  newspapers  of  penonq  robbed  and  gatotted 
even  in  the  most  populous  highways;  and,  above  all,  not 
to  listen  to  the  beggars  in  the  street,  and  allow  himself 
to  be  taken  in;  and  before  finally  seleasing  him  at  the 
gate,  she  buttoned  his  greatcoat  up  to  his  chin,  thrust 
two  pellets  of  cotton  into  his  ears,  and  gave  him  a 
portiog  kiss.  Then  she  watched  bim  tenderly  for  a 
minute  or  so  as  he  strode  on  with  the  step  of  a  man  who 
needed  not  all  those  fostering  admonitions  and  coddling 
carea.- 

As  soon  an  he  was  ont  of  sight  of  the  lady  and  the 
windows  of  the  villa,  the  gentleman  cautiously  unbut- 
toned his  greatcoat,  and  removed  the  cotton  from  his  ears. 
"  She  takes  much  after  her  mothei^  does  Anna-  Maria, " 
mattered  the  gentleman ;  "  and  I  am  very  glad  she  is  so 
well  married." 
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He  hftd  not  sdTanced  miny  psees  when,  from  % 
brondi-Toad  to  the  right  tiai  led  to  the  tailWKy  sUtioii, 
another  gentleman,  much  ^cnmger,  and  whose  dieas  on- 
equiroodly  beepoke  him  a  minuter  of  out  Chmdi,  came 
aoddeoly  upon  him.  Each  with  sotpriM  leoognixed  tike 
other. 

"Whatl— Hr.  George  Mortey I  " 

"Mr.  Hartopp!  —  How  are  yon,  my  daardrt  What 
IsingB  yon  ao  &r  from  home  1 " 

"I  am  on  a  Tint  to  my  danghtei,  Anoa  ICaria.  She 
has  not  hoeii  long  married,—  to  young  Jeseop.  Old 
Jessop  is  one  of  the  principal  merchants  at  Ooxelford, — 
very  respectable,  worthy  &mily.  The  yonng  couple  are 
happily  settied  in  a  remarkably  snug  villa, — that  is  it 
with  the  portico,  not  a  hundred  yards  behind  ua,  to  the 
right.  Very  handaome  town,  Onzelford  j  yon  ue  boood 
to  it,  of  course  1  —  we  can  walk  togtAher.  I  am  going 
to  look  at  the  papers  in  the  Ci^  Bocmu, —  very  fine 
rooms  they  are.  But  you  are  straight  from  Locdoo, 
'perhaps,  and  have  seen  the  day's  joamalst  Any  report 
of  the  meeting  in  aid  of  the  ragged  schools  t " 

"  Not  that  I  know  of.  I  hare  not  come  from  London 
this  morning,  nor  seen  the  papen. " 

"Ohl  —  there  's  a  stnnge -looking  feUow  following  ns; 
bat  perhaps  he  is  your  serrant  t  " 

"  Not  so,  but  my  bavelling  oompaaion,  —  indeed  my 
guide.  In  fact,  I  come  to  Ouxelford  in  the  faint  hope  of 
discovering  there  a  poor  old  friend  of  mine,  of  whom  I 
have  long  been  in  search." 

*  Perhaps  the  Jessops  can  help  yon ;  they  know  every- 
bo^  at  Onzelford.  But  now  I  meet  yon  thus  by  sur- 
prise, Mr.  George,  I  should  very  mncb  like  to  ask  your 
advice  on  a  matter  which  has  been  much  on  my  mini  Uw 
last  twontf-four  hours,  and  which  cooceras  a  penos  I 
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coDtrired  to  discover  at  OuzeUord,  though  I  certainly 
wu  Dot  in  search  of  him,  —  a  person  about  whom  yon 
and  I  had  a  convenation  a  few  yeais  ago,  when  you  wen 
staying  with  yonr  worthy  father." 

"  Eh  t "  Slid  George,  qnickly ;  "  whom  do  you  speak 
oft" 

"  That  aingnlar  vagabond  who  took  me  in,  yon  remem- 
ber; called  himself  Chapman,  —  real  name  VTHliam 
Losely,  a  returned  convict.  Yon  would  have  it  that  he 
was  innoceiit,  though  the  man  himself  had  pleaded  guilty 
on  his  trial. " 

"  His  whole  character  belied  his  lips  then.  Oh,  Mr. 
Hartopp,  that  man  commit  the  crime  impnted  to  him!  — 
a  planned,  deliberate  robbery;  an  ungrateful,  in&mous 
breach  of  trastt  That  man,  —  that  I  he  who  rejects  the 
money  he  does  not  earn,  even  when  pressed  on  him  by 
anxious,  imploring  friends ;  he  who  has  now  gone  volun- 
tarily forth,  aged  and  lonely,  to  wring  his  luread  from  the 
humblest  calling  rather  than  incur  ^e  risk  of  iiguring 
the  child  with  whose  existence  he  had  charged  himself  I 
—  Ae  a  dark  midnigbt  thief!  Believe  hiro  not,  though 
hla  voice  may  say  it.  To  screen,  perhaps,  some  other 
man,  he  is  telling  you  a  noble  lie.  But  what  of  himi 
Have  you  really  seen  him,  and  at  Onzelfordt  " 

"Yes." 

"When!" 

"  Yesterday.  I  was  in  the  City  Seading-Koom,  lookii^ 
out  of  the  window.  I  saw  a  great  white  dog  in  the 
street  below,  —  I  knew  the  dog  at  once,  sir,  though  he 
is  disguised  by  resteration  to  his  naiural  coat,  and  his 
hail  is  as  long  as  a  Peruvian  lama's.  "T  is  Sir  Isaac, ' 
said  I  te  myself;  and  behind  Sir  Isaac  t  saw  Chapman, 
so  to  call  him,  carrying  a  basket  with  pedler's  wares,  and, 
to  my  sniprise,  old  Jessop,  who  is  a  formal  man,  with  a 
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great  deal  of  r^et^va  and  dignity,  porapoua  indeed  (bat 
don't  let  that  go  brtiier),  taUdng  to  GhapmAU  quite 
af&bly,  and  actually  buying  something  out  of  the  basket. 
Fresently  Chapman  went  away,  and  vas  eoon  loot  to 
Bight.  Jeaaop  comes  into  the  reading-toon^.  'I  saw 
you,'  eaid  I,  'talking  to  an  old  fellow  with  a  Fraich 
dog.'  'Such  a  good  old  fallow, 'sudjessop;  'has  a  way 
about  him  that  gets  into  your  very  heart  iriiile  h«  is 
talking.  I  should  like  to  make  you  acquainted  with 
him.'  'Thank  yon  for  nothing,'  said  I;  'I  ahonldbe 
—  taken  in. '  '  Never  fear, '  says  Jeaaop,  '  he  woidd  not 
take  in  a  fly,  -~  the  eimpleat  creatuxe.'  I  own  I  chuck- 
led at  that,  Mr.  Geoq^  '  And  does  he  live  heie^'  said 
I,  'or  ia  he  merely  a  wandering  pedlerf '  Then  Jessop 
told  me  that  he  had  seen  him  for  the  first  time  two  or 
three  weeks  ago,  and  accosted  him  rudely,  looking  oabim 
as  a  mere  tiampj  but  Chapman  answered  so  wall,  and 
showed  BO  many  pretty  Utinga  in  hie  basket,  that  Jeeeop 
soon  found  himself  buying  a  pair  of  hatHtH}uf&  for  Anna 
Maria,  and  in  the  course-  of  talk  it  come  out,  I  suppose 
by  a  sign,  that  Chapman  was  a  freemason,  and  Jessop  is 
an  enthusiast  in  that  sort  of  nonsense,  —  master  of  a 
lodge  or  something,  —and  that  was  a  new  attraction.  In 
short,  Jessop  took  a  great;  fancy  to  him,  patronised  him, 
promised  him  protection,  and  actually  recommended  him 
to  a  lodging  in  the  cottage  of  an  old  widow  who  lives  in 
the  ont^irta  of  the  town,  and  had  once  been  a  nurse  in 
the  Jeesop  family.  And  what  do  yoti  think  Jesaop  had 
just  bought  of  this  simple  creature  t  A  pair  of  wonted 
mittens  as  a  present  for  me,  and  what  is  more,  I  have 
got  them  on  at  this  moment,  —  look!  neat,  I  Hiink,  and 
monstrous  warm.  Now,  I  have  hitherto  kept  my  own 
coonsel.  I  have  not  said  to  Jessop,  '  Beware,  —  that  ia 
the  man  who  took  me  ax.'     But  this  coooealment  is  a 
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little  oa  mj  conscience.  On  the  one  hand,  it  eaaina  vary.! 
dual,  even  if  tlie  man  did  onoe  commit  a  crime,  inspite 
of  70UT  c^uuitable  convicticiia  to  the  eontniy,  that  I 
should  be  blabbing  oat  his  diigntce,  and  deetroying  per- 
haps hia, livelihood.  On  the  othei  hand,  if  be  should 
still  ibeiealt^  a  rogue,  a,  robbei,  pariiape  dangerous, 
ought  I  —  ought  I,  —  in  ahoti,  you  are  a  cleigyman  and 
a  fine  scholv,  ^ :  vhat  ought  I  to  do  I  " 

"  My  dear  Mr..  Hartopp,  do  not  vex  jounelf  with  this 
Tszy  htmorable  dilemma  <rf  consctenoe.  Let  me  only  find 
my  poor  ohl  friend,  my  benefactor  I  may  call  him,  and  I 
hope  to  persuade  him,  if  not  to  rotom  to  the  htnne  that 
waits  him,  at  feast  to  be  my  guest,  or  put  himself  under 
my  care.  Do  you  know  tlie  name  of  the  widow  with 
whom  he  lodgest" 

"  Yes,  — Hake;  and  I  kaow  the  town  well  enongh  to 
conduct  you,  if  not  to  tiie  house  iteeU,  still  to  its  jifr-. 
mediate  neighboriiood.  Pray  allow  me.  to  accompany 
you;  I  should  like  it  very  much,  —  for,  though  yon  may- 
not  think  it,  from  the  light  way  I  have  been  talking  of 
Chapman,  I  never  was  so  interested  in  any  man,  nerei 
BO  oharmed  by  any  man;  and  it  has  often  haunted  me  at 
night,  thiiOung  that  I  behaved  too  harshly  to  him,  and 
that  be  was  about  on  the  wide  world,  an  Qutcaat,  de- 
prived of  his  little  guj,  whom  he  had  trusted  to  me. 
And  I  should  have  run  after  him  yesterday,  or  called  on 
him  this  morning,  and  said,  ■  Let  me  serve  you, '  if  it 
had  oot  been  for  the  severity  with  which  he  and  his  son 
were  spc^en.  c^  and  I  myself  rebuked  for  mentioning 
their  very  oames,  hy  s  msu  whose  opinion  I,  and  indeed 
all  the  country,  must  hold  in  the  highest  respect;  a  roan 
of  the  finest  honor,  the  weightiest  character,  —  I  mean 
Guy  Darrell,  the  great  Darrell." 

George  Morley  sighed.     "I  beUeve  Darrell  knows 
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nothing  of  the  elder  Loeely,  and  is  piejndioed  ^unit 
him  by  the  misdeedfi  of  the  younger,  to  whose  cue  yon 
(and  I  cannot  blame  you,  for  I  also  was  insbumental 
to  the  same  transfer  wbich  mi^t  hare  proved  calami- 
tooslj  &ta])  snirendered  the  poor,  motherleas  girL  " 

"  She  la  not  with  her  grandfather  nov  t  She  liTB> 
still,  I  hopet    She  was  very  delioate." 

"She  Eves,  — she  is  safe.     Ha,  — take  care!" 

Theae  last  words  were  spoken  as  a  horaenum,  riding 
fast  along  the  road  towards  the  bridge  that  was  now 
close  at  hand,  cane,  without  warning  or  heed,  ao  close 
npoQ  onr  two  pedestriana,  that  Geoige  Morley  had  but 
jnst  time  to  pinck  Hartopp  aside  from  the  horae's  hoofs. 

"An  impudent,  careless,  ruffianly  fellow,  indeed  I" 
said  the  mild  Hartopp,  indignantly,  as  be  brushed  from 
his  sleeve  the  splash  of  dirt  which  the  horaeman  b»- 
qneathed  to  it.     "  He  most  be  drunk  I  " 

The  rider,  guning  the  bridge,  was  there  detmned  at 
the  toll-bar  by  some  carts  and  wagons,  and  the  two  gen- 
tlemen passed  him  on  the  bridge,  looking  with  some 
attention  at  his  gloomy,  unobservant  countenance,  and 
the  powerful  frame,  in  which,  despite  coarse  garments 
and  the  diange  wrought  by  years  of  intemperate  excess, 
was  still  visible  the  trace  of  that  felicitous  symmetiy 
ODoe  so  admirably  combining  Herculean  stiength  with 
.elastic  elegance.  Entering  the  town,  the  rider  tnmed 
into  the  yard  of  the  nearest  inn.  Oeotge  Morley  and 
Hartopp,  followed  at  a  littie  distance  by  Horiey's  tia- 
velling  companion,  Herle,  passed  on  to^uds  tiie  otiier 
extremity  of  the  town,  and,  after  one  or  two  inqnines 
for  "  W^ow  Halse,  Prospect  Row, "  they  came  to  a  few 
detached  cottages,  very  prettily  situated  on  a  gentie 
hill,  commanding  in  front  the  roofs  of  the  ci^  and  the 
gleaming  windows  of  the  great  cathedral,  with  some- 
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vkat  lai^a  gardeoi  in  the  leai.  tire.  Halae's  dveUing 
wu  at  the  extreme  end  of  thia  row.  The  house,  how- 
evei,  was  shut  up;  and  a  woman,  who  was  Htaodiug  at 
Uie  door  of  the  neighboring  cottage,  plai^g  straw,  in- 
formed the  Tiaitors  that  Mis.  Halse  waa  gone  oat "  char- 
ing "  for  the  day,  and  that  her  lodger,  who  had  his  own 
key,  seldom  returned  before. dark;  but  that  at  that  hour 
he  was  [wetty  sure  to  be  found  in  the  Commarket  or 
the  slieets  in  its  vicinity,  and  c^ered  to  send  her  little 
boy  to  discoTer  and  "  fetch  "  him.  Qeorge  consalted 
apart  with  Uerle,  and  decided  on  despatching  the  cob- 
bler, with  the  boy  for  his  guide,  in  quest  of  the  pedler ; 
Uecle  being  of  courae  instructed  not  to  let  o'lt  by  whom 
he  was  accompanied,  lest  Waife,  in  hia  obetinacy,  shonld 
ntiiei  abeoond  than  encounter  the  friends  fnun  whom 
he  had  fied.  Merle,  and  a  curly-headed  undiin,  who 
seemed  delighted  at  the  idea  of  hunting  up  Sir  Isaac 
and  Sir  Isaac's  master,  set  forth,  and  were  soon  out  of 
sight.  Hartopp  and  Qeorge  opened  the  little  garden- 
gate,  and  strolled  into  the  garden  at  the  back  of  the 
cott^e,  to  seat  themselves  patiently  on  a  bench  beneath 
an  old  appU-tree.  Here  they  waited  and  convened 
some  minutes,  till  George  observed  that  one  of  the 
casements  on  that  side  of  the  cottage  waa  left  open, 
and,  involuatarily  rising,  he  looked  In;  surveying  with 
interest  the  room,  which,  he  felt  sure  at  the  first  glance, 
must  be  that  occupied  by  his  self-eziled  friend :  a  neat, 
pleasant  little  room,  —  a  bullfinch  in  a  wicker  cage  on 
a  ledge  within  tha  caaememt;  a  flowee-pot  beside  it. 
Boubtleas  the  window,  which  faced  the  soutiiem  sun, 
bad  been  left  open  by  the  kind  old  man  in  order  to 
oheer  the  bird  and  t«  gladden  the  plant.  Waife's  well- 
known  pipe,  and  a  tobacco-poach  worked  for  him  by 
Sophy's  fairy  fingers,  lay  on  a  table  near  the  firaplace, 
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between  caeemsnt  and  door;  and  George  saw  viSi 
emotion  the  Bible  vbich  he  himself  had  given  to  the 
wanderer,  lying  also  on  the  table,  irith  the  magnifying- 
glasB  which  Waife  had  of  late  been  obliged  to  etnplf^ 
in  reading.  Waife'e  habitual  nestneea  was  Ttsible  in 
the  aspect  of  the  room.  To  George  it  was  evident  that 
the  very  chairs  had  been  arranged  by  his  hand;  that 
his  hand  had  courteoosly  given  that  fresh  coat  of  var- 
niah  to  the  wretched  portrait  of  a  rn^-n  in  blue  coat  and 
buff  waistcoat,  representing,  no  doubt,  the  lamented 
spouBe  of  the  hospitable  widow.  George  be^oned  to 
Hartopp  to  come  also  and  look  with^;  and  as  the 
worthy  trader  peeped  over  his  shoulder,  the  clergyman 
aaid,  wbisperingly,  "  Is  there  not  something  about  a 
man's  home  which  attests  his  character)  —  Ko  'plead* 
ing  guilty'  here." 

Hartopp  was  about  to  answer,  when  they  heard  the 
key  turn  sharply  in  the  outer  door,  and  had  scarcely 
time  to  draw  somewhat  back  from  the  casement  when 
Waife  came  hurriedly  into  the  room,  followed,  not  by 
Merle,  but  by  the  tall,  roi^h-looking  horseman  whom 
they  had  encountered  on  the  road.  "  Thank  Heaven," 
died  Waife,  sinking  on  a  chair,  "  out  of  sight,  out  of 
hearing  nowl  Now  you  may  speak;  now  I  can  listenl 
Oh,  wretched  son  of  my  lost  angel,  whom  I  so  vainly 
sought  to  save  by  the  eaOrifice  of  all  my  claims  to  tiio 
re^ct  of  men,  for  what  purpose  do  you  seek  met  I 
have  nothii^  left  tiiat  you  can  take  away!  la  it  the 
child  i^int  See,  see,  look  round;  search  the  house 
if  you  will,  —  she  is  not  here. " 

"  Bear  with  me,  if  you  can,  tax,"  said  Jasper,  in  tones 
that  were  almost  meek ;  "  you,  at  least,  can  aay  nothing 
that  I  will  not  hear.  But  I  am  in  my  ri^t  when  I 
ask  you  to  tell  me  witbr->t  equivocation  or  naerre,  if 
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Sophy,  though  not  actually  within  theee  walls,  be  ne«i , 
you,  in  thia  town  or  its  neighboiiiood  1  —  in  shorty  atiU 
oodet  your  protection  I " 

"  Xot  in  Uiis  town,  not  near  i^  not  under  my  protec- 
tion-, I  sweat." 

"Do  not  swear,  father;  I  have  no  belief  in  other 
men's  oatiis.  I  belies  yoni  nmple  word.  How  comes 
my  second  qoestion,  —  remember  I  am  still  stoictly  in 
my  right,  — where  is  she  1  —  and  under  whoae  care  I" 

"  I  will  not  say>  One  reason  why  I  have  abandoned 
the  very  air  she  breathes,  was,  Hat  you  might  not  trace 
her  In  tracing  me.  But  she  la  out  of  your  power  again 
to  kidnap  and  to  selL  You  might  molest,  harass,  shame 
he^  by  proclaiming  yourself  her  father;  bat  r^sin  her 
into  your  keeping,  cast  her  to  in&my  end  vice,  —  never, 
never  I  She  is  now  with  no  powerless,  mioeiable  con- 
vict, for  whom  law  has  no  respect.  She  u  now  no 
helpless  infant,  withont  a  choice,  without  a  will.  She  is 
eafe  from  all,  save  the  wanton,  unprofitable  efEsrt  to 
disgrace  her.  0  Jasper,  Jasper,  be  human,  —  she  is  so 
delicate  of  frame ;  she  is  so  sensitive  to  reproach,  so  trom- 
ulouflly  alive  to  honor,  —  I —  /  am  not  fit  to  be  near 
her  now.  I  have  been  a  tricksome,  shif^  vi^nmt,  and, 
innocent  though  I  be,  the  felon's  brand  is  on  me  I  But 
you,  you  fax^  who  never  loved  her,  who  oannot  miss  her, 
whose  heart  is  not  breaking  at  her  loss  as  mine  is  now,  — 
you,  yoH  to  rise  up  from  the  reeking  peethoose  in  which 
you  have  dwelt  by  choiee,  and  say,  ■  Descend  from  God's 
day  with  me, '  —  Jasper,  Jasper,  you  will  not,  yon  can- 
not; it  would  be  the  malignity  of  a  devil  I  " 

"  Ji^ithei,  hold  I  "  cried  Jasper,  writhing  and  livid;  "  I 
owe  to  yon  more  than  I  do  to  that  thing  of  pink  and 
whito.  I  know  bettor  than  yon  the  bvmpery  of  all 
those  waxen  doUr  of  whom  dupes  make  idols.     At  each 
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tnm  of  ttie  atieet  jou  may  find  tJiem  in  buketoful,  — 
Uue-ejed  or  black-eyed,  juat  the  same,  woiihleM  frip- 
pery or  eenmleea  toye ;  bat  every  man  Hanrtlirig  hu  am 
doll,  whether  he  call  it  sweetheart  or  dan^ter,  makea 
the  same  puling  boaat  that  he  haa  an  angel  of  purily  in 
his  poppet  of  wax.  S^ay,  hear  m«:  to  that  girl  I  owe 
nothing.  Ton  know  what  I  owe  to  yon.  Ton  bid  me 
not  eeek  her,  and  eay,  'I  am  yonr  fatherl '  Do  yon 
think  it  does  not  miabecome  me  mote,  and  can  it  wonnd 
yon  leas,  when  I  come  to  you,  and  remind  you  that  I 
am  your  aoni  " 

"  Jaspert  "  faltered  the  old  man,  turning  his  face  aside^ 
for  the  touch  of  feeling  towards  himself,  contrasting  the 
eyDidam  with  which  Jasper  spoke  of  ottier  ties  not  le« 
sacred,  took  the  father  by  sorpriM. 

"And,"  continued  Jasper,  "remembering  how  yon 
once  lored  me,  —  with  what  eelf-eacrifice  you  proved  ttiat 
lore,  —  it  is  with  a  bitter  grudge  against  that  girl  Uiat 
I  see  her  thus  take  that  place  in  your  affection  which 
was  mine,  — and  you  so  indignant  agunst  me  if  I  even 
presume  to  approach  her.  What!  I  have  the  malignity 
ol  a  devil  because  I  would  not  quietly  lie  down  in  yonder 
ketmels  to  starve,  or  nnk  into  the  gnde  of  those  whom 
yonr  d^tier  thief  disdains;  spies  into  unguaided  areas, 
or  cowardly  skulkers  by  blind  walls;  while  in  tiie  paltry 
girl,  who  you  say  is  eo  well  provided  for,  I  see  the  last 
and  BoIe  resource  which  may  prevent  you  from  being 
still  more  degraded,  still  more  afBictod  by  your  son." 

"What  is  it  you  wantT  Even  if  Sophy  were  in  your 
power,  Darrell  would  not  be  more  disposed  to  enrich  or 
relieve  you.  He  will  never  believe  your  t^e,  nor  deign 
even  to  look  into  its  prfX^B." 

"  He  mi^t  at  last, "  said  Jasper,  evasively.  "  Sorely 
with  all  that  wealtii,  no  nearer  heir  than  a  remote  kins- 
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Bum  in  the  son  of  a  beggared  ependthiift  hy  •  KtUD- 
diaper's  daughter,  —  he  should  need  a  grandchild  mora 
OiBii  you  do;  yet  the  proofs  f  on  epeak  of  convinced  jronr- 
aeU;  you  believe  my  tale." 

"  Believe,  —  yes,  for  that  belief  was  everythii^  in  the 
world  to  mel  Ah,  remember  bow  joyously,  when  my 
t«rm  of  sentence  expired,  I  hastened  to  seek  you  at  Paris, 
doceived  by  ttie  rare  letters  with  which  yon  bad  deigned 
to  cheer  me,  —  fondly  dreaming  that,  in  expiating  youi 
crime,  I  should  have  my  reward  in  your  redemption; 
should  live  to  see  you  bonored,  honest,  good;  live  to 
think  your  mother  watobed  us  from  beav«n  with  a  smile 
on  both;  and  that  we  should  both  join  her  at  last,  — 
yon  pnrifled  by  my  atonement  I  Oh,  and  when  I  saw 
you  so  sunken,  so  hardened,  exulting  in  vice  a?  in  a 
glory :  bravo  and  partner  in  a  gambler's  hell,  —  or,  worse 
still,  living  on  the  plunder  of  misenhle  women,  even  the 
almsman  of  that  vile  Desmarate,  —  my  son,  my  son,  my 
lost  Lizzy's  son,  blotted  out  of  my  world  forever!  — then, 
then  I  should  have  died  if  you  had  not  said,  boasting  of 
the  lie  which  had  wrung  the  gold  from  Dairell,  '  But  the 
child  lives  still.'  Believed  yout  — oh,  yes,  yes;  for  in 
that  belief  something  was  still  left  to  me  to  cherish,  to 
love,  to  live  fori" 

Here  the  old  man's  hurried  voice  died  away  in  a  pas- 
sionate sob;  and  the  direful  son,  all  reprobate  though  be 
was,  slid  from  his  chair,  and  bowed  himself  at  bis  father's 
knee,  covering  bis  face  with  fell  hands  that  trembled. 
"  Sir,  sir, "  he  said,  in  broken  reverential  accents,  "  do 
not  let  me  see  you  weep.  You  cannot  belisve  me,  hut  I 
say  solemnly  that,  if  ihere  be  in  me  a  single  remnant  oE 
affection  for  any  human  being,  it  is  for  you.  When  I 
eoiwented  to  leave  you  to  bear  the  sentence  which  should 
have  fallen  on  myself,  sure  I  am  tiiat  I  was  lew  basely 
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■eUbb  (tan  absoicUy  yain.  I  fancied  myaelf  bo  bom  to 
good  fortune  I  —  eo  formed  to  captivate  some  rich  girl  I  — 
and  that  you  would  return  to  share  wealtli  with  me ;  that 
the  BTSuing  of  yout  days  would  be  happy;  that  you 
would  be  repaid  by  my  splendor  for  your  own  disgncel 
And  when  I  did  marry,  and  did  ultimately  get  from  the 
fatheivin-Iaw  who  spoiiied  me  the  capital  of  hie  daughtet'e 
fortune,  pitifully  amall  though  it  was  oompared  to  my 
expectations,  my  first  idea  was  to  send  half  of  that  sum 
to  yoo.  But  — '  but  —  I  waa  living  with  those  who 
thought  nothing  so  silly  as  a  good  intention,  — nothing 
so  bod  as  a  good  action.  That  mocking  abo-devil,  G»- 
brielle,  tool  Then  the  witch's  spell  of  that  d — d  green- 
Ublel  Luck  against  one,  —  wait  I  double  the  capital  ere 
you  send  the  half.  Luck  with  one,  —  how  balk  the 
tide}  how  fritter  the  capital  just  at  the  turn  of  doubling t 
Socm  it  grew  irksome  even  to  think  of  you;  yet  still 
when  I  did,  I  said,  '  Life  is  long,  I  shall  win  riches;  he 
shall  share  them  some  day  or  other! '  Baata,  bastaf 
—  what  idle  twaddle  or  hollow  brag  all  this  must  eeem 
to  you!" 

"  Ko, "  said  Waife,  feebly,  and  his  hand  drooped  till  it 
touched  Jasper's  bended  shoulder,  but  at  the  touch  re- 
coiled as  with  an  electric  spasm. 

"  So,  as  you  say,  you  found  me  at  Paris.  I  told  you 
where  I  had  placed  the  child,  not  conceiving  that  Ara- 
bella would  part  with  her,  or  yoo  desire  to  hamper  your- 
self with  an  encnmbraQce,  —  nay,  I  took  for  granted 
that  you  would  find  a  home  as  before  with  some  old 
friend  or  country  cousin;  —  but  fancying  that  your  occa- 
sional visits  to  her  might  comfort  yon,  since  it  seemed  to 
please  you  so  much  when  I  said  she  lived.  Thus  we 
parted,  — you,  it  seems,  only  anxious  to  save  that  child 
from  ever  falling  into  my  hands,  or  those  of  Qabrielle 


.y  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HB  DO  WITH   IT  ?  408 

Deamafete;  I  hflBfaming  to  foiget  all  bat  the  ilotoiu  fift 
uoimd  me  till  —  " 

"  Till  you  came  baek  to  England  to  tob  fmn  in«  tha 
smile  of  the  only  face  that  I  knew  would  nerer  wear 
contompt,  and  to  tell  the  good  man  with  wh<nn  I  thon^it 
alie  had  k>  mfe  a  aheltor,  that  I  was  a  convicted  robber, 
hy  whose  very  love  her  infancy  was  niQied.  0  JaBperl 
Jasper  I " 

"I  never  said  that, —  never  thought  of  saying  it. 
Aiaballa  Crane  did  bo,  with  the  let^dees  woman-will, 
to  gain  her  object.  Bat  I  did  take  the  child  from  you. 
Why  1  Fartiy  because  I  needed  money  so  much  that  I 
would  have  sold  a  hecatomb  of  children  for  half  what 
I  was  offered  to  bind  the  girl  to  a  service  that  could  not 
be  very  dreadful,  since  yourself  bad  first  placed  her 
tiiere;  —  and  pattiy  because  you  had  atiriinV,  it  seems, 
from  appealing  to  old  friends ;  you  were  living,  like  my- 
self, from  hand  to  month;  what  could  Hot  child  be  to 
you  but  a  drag  and  a  bother  t " 

"  And  you  will  tell  me,  I  suppose^"  said  Waife,  with 
an  incredulous  bittor  irony,  that  seemed  to  wither  him- 
self in  venting  it,  so  did  his  whole  frame  recoil  and 
ahrink, — "you  will  tell  me  tiiat  it  was  from  &e  same 
considemto  tenderness  that  you  would  have  again  filched 
her  from  me  some  months  later,  to  place  her  with  that 
'she-devil'  who  was  onoe  inore  by  yonr  nde;  to  be 
reared  and  sold  to — oh  horrorl — . horror  1— unimagina- 
ble horrorl  —  that  pore,  helpleas  infantl— you,  armed 
with  the  name  of  fatherl  — you,  strong  in  tiiat  mighty 
form  of  man! " 

"  What  do  yon  meant  Oh,  I  remember  nowl  When 
Qabrielle  was  in  London,  and  I  bad  seal  you  on  the 
Bridge  1  Who  could  have  told  you  that  I  meant  to  get 
the  child  from  you  at  that  time  1 " 
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Waife  was  silent.  He  could  not  betny  Anbelk 
Cnne;  and  Jasper  looked  perplexed  and  tfaonghtinL 
Then  giaduallf  the  dreadful  natun  of  hia  father's  accns- 
ii^  words  seemed  to  become  more  clear  to  him ;  and  he 
cned,  with  a  fierce  start  and  a  swarthy  flash,  "  Bat  who- 
ever  told  jrou  that  I  harbored  the  design  tiatt  it  whitens 
ymi  Up  to  hint  at,  lied,  and  foully.  Harkye,  sir,  manj 
years  ago  Gabrielle  had  made  acquaintance  with  Danell, 
under  another  name,  as  Matilda's  friend  (long  story  now, 
— not  worth  telling) ;  he  had  nerer,  I  beliere,  dincovered 
ttie  imposture.  Just  at  the  time  you  refer  to,  I  heard 
tliat  Darrell  had  been  to  France,  inquiring  himself  into 
facts  connected  with  my  former  story  tiiat  Matilda'a 
child  was  dead.  That  rsry  inquiry  seemed  to  show  tiiat 
he  had  not  been  ao  inciednlouB  of  my  aseertioiiB  of 
Sophy's  claims  on  him  as  he  had  affected  to  be  when  I 
urged  them.  He  then  went  on  into  Italy.  Talking 
this  over  with  Qabrielle,  she  sa^giested,  that  if  tlie  child 
could  be  got  into  her  possession,  she  would  go  wilji  her 
in  search  of  Darrell,  resoming  the  nune  in  whidi  she 
had  before  known  him, —  reauming  tlie  title  and  piiri- 
lege  of  Matilda's  friend.  In  tiiat  character  he  might 
listen  to  her,  when  he  would  not  to  me.  She  might 
confirm  my  statement,  —  melt  his  heart,  ooax  him  into 
terms.  She  was  the  cleverest  creature  I  I  should  have 
sold  Sophy,  it  is  trae.  For  what  I  A  provision  to 
place  me  above  want  and  crime.  Sold  her  to  whom  t  To 
the  man  who  would  see  in  her  his  daughter's  child,  rear 
her  to  inherit  his  wealth, -^  guard  her  as  his  own  h(mor. 
What!  was  this  the  design  tiiat  so  shocks  yout  Basta, 
htuta  f  Again,  I  say,  enough.  I  never  thought  I  should 
be  so  soft  as  to  muttor  excuses  for  what  I  have  done. 
And  if  I  do  so  now,  the  words  seem  forced  from  me 
against  my  will, — forced  from  me,  as  if  in  seeing  you  I 
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wu  igain  but  a  wild,  lAvleaB,  wilfnl  boy,  wba  griBTsd 
to  see  you  ladde&ed  by  bis  faults,  tlunigfa  he  fo^t  bis 
grief  the  moment  you  were  out  of  sight. " 

"  Ob,  Juper, "  cried  Wsife,  now  fiurly  placmg  his 
hand  on  Jasper's  gnilty  bead,  and  fixing  his  bright,  soft 
eye,  mrimming  in  tdata,  on  that  downcast^  gloomy  face. 
"Yonrepentl  —  you  tepenti  Toe;  call  back  yoni  boy- 
hood,— eaU  it  back!  Let  it  stand  before  yon,  now, 
TudUe,  palpahlel  Lo,  I  aee  iti  Do  not  yonl  Peai^ 
less,  joyous  image  I  Wild,  lawless,  wilfol,  as  yon  say. 
Wild  from  exaberant  life ;  lawless  >s  a  bird  is  fiae,  be- 
canse  air  is  boundless  to  untried,  exulting  wings ;  wiUol 
from  the  ease  with  which  the  braVery  and  beauty  of 
Nature's  radiant  darling  forced  way  for  each  jooond 
whim  through  our  yielding  hearts!  Silence!  It  is 
there  t  I  see  it,  as  I  saw  it  rise  in  the  empty  air  when 
guilt  and  ignominy  first  darkened  round  yon;  and  my 
heart  cried  aloud,  '  Not  on  him,  not  on  him,  not  on  that 
glorious  shape  of  hope  and  promise, —  on  me,  whose  life, 
useless  hi^ito,  has  lost  all  promise  now ;  on  me  let  fall 
the  shame. '  And  my  lips  obeyed  my  heart,  and  I  said, 
'Let  the  laws'  will  be  done;  I  am  Uw  guilty  man.' 
Cruel,— cmel  onel  Was  that  sonny  boyhood  then  so 
kmg  departed  from  yont  On  the  verge  of  youth,  and 
such  maturity  in  craft  and  fraud, —  tbht  when  yon  stole 
into  my  room  that  dark,  winter  ere,  threw  yoorself  at 
my 'feet,  spoke  but  of  thonghUesa  debts,  and  the  fear 
tlud  you  should  be  thrust  from  an  industrions,  honest 
calling,  and  I  —  I  said,  <  No,  no;  feat  not;  the  bead  of 
your  firm  likes  you;  he  has  written  to  me;  I  am  trying 
already  to  raise  the  money  you  need.  It  shall  be  raised, 
no  matter  what  it  cost  me;  yoa  shall  be  saved;  my 
Litzy's  eon  shall  never  know  the  soil  of  a  prison.  Shun 
ten^>tation  henceforth ;  be  but  honest,  and  I  shall  ba 
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fspftidl'  —  whftt,  even  then,  jou  were  ooldlj  meditatiiig 
the  cnnw  that  vill  make  my  vei;  gnve  diahonoiedl  " 

"  Meditating,  —  not  so  I  How  could  I  be !  Not  till 
after  what  had  Utns  passed  between  us,  when  yon  epdce 
WiUi  such  indulgent  kindneaa,  did  I  eveD  know  that  I 
might  mon  thau  iare  mjaelf,  —  t^  moneys  not  niaed  at 
risk  and  loss  to  yoal  Bemember,  yoa  bad  left  me  in 
tbe  inner  room,  while  you  went  forth  to  epeak  with  Gnn- 
■ton.  Tb»n  I  overheatd  him  talk  of  notes  he  had  never 
connted,  and  might  never  miaa;  describe  the  very  place 
where  they  were  keptj  and  then  the  idea  came  to  me 
ineaistildyi  '  Better  rah  him  than  deqMil  my  own  geatr- 
erona  father. '  Sir,  I  am  not  pretending  to  be  better  than 
I  was.  I  was  not  quite:  the  novice  you  suf^Meed.  Cov- 
eting pleasures  or  shows  not  within  my  reach,  I  had 
ahmnk  from  draining  you  to  supply  the  means;  I  had 
not  had  the  eame  f  orbeaiauce  for  the  saperflooUB  wealth 
of  others.  I  had  learned  with  what  simple  tools  old 
locks  may  fly  open ;  and  nonp  had  ever  suspected  me,  so 
I  had  no  fear  of  danger,  small  need  of  jH«meditation ;  a 
nail  on  your  mantelpiece,  the  cloven  end  of  the  hammer 
lying  beside,  to  crook  it  when  hot  bom  the  fire  that 
Uaied  before  met  I  say  this  to  show  you  that  I  did  not 
oome  provided;  nothing  was  planned  beforehand;  all  waa 
tiie  project  and  work  of  tbe  moment.  Sueh  waa  my 
haste,  I  burned  myself  to  the  bone  with  the  red  iron,  — 
feeling  no  pain,  or  rather,  at  that  age,  bearing  all  ftitt 
without  wincing.  Before  Ounaton  left  yon,  my  whole 
plan  was  then  ansnged,  my  sole  instrument  fashioned. 
Yon  groan.  But  how  could  I  fancy  that  there  would  be 
detection  I  How  imagine,  that  even  if  numeya,  never 
counted,  were  mieeed,  suspicion  could  tail  OD  you,  — 
better  genUeman  than  he  whom  you  served  t  And  had 
it  not  been  for  that  accursed  cloak  which  you  so  foodlj 
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mapped  ronnd  me,   when  I  set  off  to  cateh  tiia  night- 

traia  back  to ;  if  it  had  not  be«i,  I  eaj,  for  that 

cloak,  there  could  have  been  no  evidence  to  criminate 
either  yon  or  me,  —  except  that  onlncky  £5  note,  which 

I  presaed  on  yoa  when  we  met  at ,  where  I  waa 

to  hide  till  you  had  settled  with  my  done.  And  whj 
did  t  preaa  it  on  you  I  —  becanae  you  had  asked  me  if  I 
hod  vherewitiial  ahont  me  on  which  to  live  meanwhile ; 
and  I,  to  Bave  yon  from  emptying  your  own  pnrae,  flaid, 
'  Tea; '  showed  yon  some  gold,  and  preeeed  on  you  the 
hank'^ote,  which  I  said  I  could  not  want,  —  to  go,  in 
eonall  part,  towards  my  debts ;  it  was  a  ehildiah,  inconsis- 
tent  wish  to  please  you ;  and  you  seemed  bo  pleased  to 
take  it  as  a  proof  that  I  cared  for  you." 

"Formel  — no,  no;  for  honor,  for  honor,  for  honor! 
I  thought  yon  cared  for  honor;  and  the  proof  of  that  care 
was,  thnistiiig  into  these  credulous  hands  the  share  of 
your  midnight  plunder)  "  ' 

**  Sir, "  resumed  Jasper,  persisting  in  the  same  startling 
comlnuation  of  feeling,  gentler  and  more  reverential  than 
could  have  been  supposed  to  linger  in  his  breast,  and  of 
the  moral  obtuseness  that  ctiuld  not,  aave  by  vaniebing 
glimpses,  distinguish  between  crime  and  ite  consequences, 
between  dishonor  and  detection,  — "  dr,  I  declare  that 
I  never  conceived  that  I  was  exposing  yon  to  danger; 
nay,  I  meant,  out  of  the  money  I  had  taken,  to  re- 
place to  you  what  yoa  were  about  to  raise,  as  soon  as 
I  could  invent  some  plausible  story  of  havii^  earned  it 
hcmestly.  Stupid  notions  and  clumsy  schemes,  as  I  now 
look  back  on  them;  but,  as  yoii  say,  I  had  not  long 
left  boyhood,  and,  fancying  myself  deep  and  knowing, 
was  raw  in  the  craft  I  had  practised.  Batta^  batta, 
bagta/' 

Jaaper,  who  had  risen  frtsn  his  knees  while  speaking, 
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hets  atamped  lieavil;  on  &.&  flooi:,  ae  if  vith  «nger  at  the 
bMrtatricken  aspect  of  Mb  silenced  Eathei ;  and  oontintwd 
with  a  voice  that  aeemed  struggling  to  r^ain  its  old  im- 
perimu,  rollicking,  borty  swell. 

"What  is  done  cannot  be  und<«e.  Fling  it  aaide, 
sir,  —  look  to  the  future :  70a  with  your  pedler's  pack, 
I  with  my  emp^  pocketal  What  can  save  70a  frtnu 
the  workhouse, — me  from  ttte  hulks  ta  gibbetl  I 
know  not,  unless  the  peraons  shelteiing  fitat  gid  will 
buj  me  {f  1^  some  piovieion  which  may  be  ahaied  be- 
tween as.  Tell  me,  then,  where  she  ia;  leave  me  to 
deal  in  the  business  as  I  best  may.  Foohl  why  so 
scared  t  I  wiU  neiUier  terrify  nor  kidnap  her.  I  will 
shuffle  off  the  omst  of  blackguard  that  has  hardened 
round  me.  I  will  be  sleek  and  smooth,  as  if  I  were 
still  the  exqnimte  Lothario,  —  copied  by  would-be 
rufflers,  and  spoUed  by  willing  beauties.  Oh,  I  can  still 
play  the  gentleman,  at  least  foi  an  hour  at  two,  if  it  he 
worth  my  while.  Come,  mx,  come ;  trost  mc^  oat  with 
Ha  secret  of  this  hidden  maideD,  whose  inteiesta  should 
Bunly  weigh  not  more  with  you  than  those  of  a  starring 
BCOL  What,  you  will  notT  Be  it  so.  I  suspect  that 
I  know  where  to  look  for  her,  —  on  what  noble  thresh- 
olds to  set  my  daring  foot;  what  fair  lady,  mindful  of 
former  days,  —  of  girlish  friendship,  of  virgin  love,  — 
wraps  in  compassionato  luxury  Ouy  Darrell's  rejected 
heiress!  Ah,  your  looks  tell  me  that  I  am  hot  on  the 
scent.  That  fair  lady  I  knew  of  old;  she  is  rich,  — 
I  helped  to  make  her  so.  She  owes  me  something. 
I  irill  call  and  remind  her  of  it.  And  —  tut,  sir,  tut 
— yoo  shall  not  go  to  tite  woikhonse,  nor  1  to  the 
hulks." 

Here  the  <dd  man,  hitlieTto  seated,  rose,  —  slowly, 
witii  feebleness  and  effort,  till  he  gained  his  full  height: 
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then  age,  infinnity,  and  Teakness,  seemed  to  Tanish. 
Id  the  erect  head,  the  broad  mamive  chest,  in  the  whole 
presence,  there  was  dignity,  —  there  was  power. 

"  Hark  to  me,  unhappy  reprobate,  and  heed  me  welll 
To  BBTe  tJiat  child  from  the  breath  of  di^iace,  — to  place 
her  in  what  you  yourself  assured  me  were  her  rights 
amidst  those  in  whose  dwellings  I  lost  tiie  privil^e  to 
dwell  when  I  took  to  myself  your  awful  burden,  —  I 
thought  to  resign  her  charge  forever  in  this  world. 
Think  not  that  I  will  fly  her  now,  when  you  invade. 
No,  — sinoe  my  prayers  will  not  move  you;  since  my 
eactifice  to  you  has  been  bo  fruitless ;  since  my  aheenoe 
from  herself  does  not  attain  its  end;  there,  where  yoa 
find  her,  shall  you  again  meet  mel  And,  if  there  we 
meet,  and  you  come  with  the  intent  to  destroy  her  peaee 
and  blast  her  fortune,  then  I,  William  Loeely,  am  no 
more  the  felon.  In  the  face  of  day  I  will  proclaim  the 
teuth,  and  say,  '  Bobber,  change  place  in  earth's  scorn 
with  me ;  stand  in  the  dock,  where  thy  father  stood  in 
vain  to  save  thee  1 '  " 

"  Bah,  sir,  —  too  late  now ;  who  would  listen  to  yon  f  " 

"  All  who  have  once  known  me,  —  all  will  listen. 
Friends  of  power  and  station  will  take  up  my  cause. 
There  will  be  fresh  inquiry  into  bets  t^t  I  held  back, 
evidence  that,  in  pleading  guilty,  I  suppressed,  —  un- 
grateful one,  — to  ward  away  suspicion  from  you." 

"  Say  what  you  will, "  said  Jasper,  swaying  his  massiva 
form  to  and  fro,  with  a  rolling  gesture  which  spoke  (^ 
cold  defiance,  "  I  am  no  hypocrite  in  fair  repute  whom 
such  threats  would  frighten.  If  you  choose  to  thwart 
me  in  what  I  always  held  my  last  resource  for  meat  and 
drink,  I  must  stand  in  the  dock  even,  perhaps,  on  a 
heavier  cba^e  than  one  so  stale.  Each  for  himself;  do 
yout  worat,  — what  does  it  matter  t" 
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"  What  does  it  matter  that  a  &ther  ahonld  acciue  his 
BonI  No,  do;  sod,  sod,  bod,  — this  must  not  be!  Let 
it  Dot  be!  — let  me  complete  mj  mar^rdomt  1  ask  no 
rBTeisol  of  man's  decree,  except  before  the  Divine 
Tribunal.  Jasper,  Jasper,  —  child  of  my  loTe,  ^wre 
the  sole  thing  left  to  till  up  the  chasms  iD  the  heart 
that  you  laid  waste.  Speak  not  of  starrlDg,  or  of  fresh 
crime.  Stay,  —  sharo  this  refuge!  I  will  work  fob 
BOTH I " 

Oooe  more,  and  this  time  thoroughly,  Jasper's  hideous 
levity  and  coarse  bravado  gave  way  before  the  lingering 
human  sentiment  knitting  him  hock  to  childhood,  whidi 
the  sight  aad  voice  of  his  injured  father  had  called  forth 
with  spasms  and  throes,  as  a  seer  calls  the  long-buried 
from  a  grave.  And  as  the  old  man  extended  his  arms 
pleadingly  towards  him,  Jasper,  with  a  gasping  eound, 
— half  groan,  half  sob,  — eptang  forward,  caught  both 
the  hands  in  his  own,  strong  grasp,  lifted  them  to  his 
hpa,  kissed  them,  and  then,  gaining  the  door  with  a 
rapid  stride,  said,  in  hoarse  hrokeu  tones,  "  Share  your 
refuge!  no,  no,  — I  should  break  your  heart  downright 
did  you  see  me  daily  —  hourly  as  I  am!  You  work  for 
both! — you,  you!  "  His  voice  stopped,  choked  for  a 
brief  moment,  then  hurried  on:  "As  for  that  girl, 
you — you  —  you  are — but  no  matter,  I  will  try  to 
obey  you,  will  try  to  wrestle  agunst  hunger,  despair, 
and  tiioughta  that  whisper  sinking  men  with  devil's 
tongues.  I  will  try,  — I  will  try;  if  I  succeed  not, 
keep  your  threat ;  accuse  me ;  give  me  up  to  juetice,  — 
clear  yourself ;  but  if  you  would  crush  me  more  than  by 
the  heaviest  curse,  never  again  speak  to  me  with  such 
dreadful  tenderness!  Cling  not  to  me,  old  man;  release 
me,  Esay;  —  there — there;  —  off.  Ahl  I  did  not  hurt 
you  I     Brute   that  I  am,    you   bless   me,  — you,    you! 
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And  I  dare  not  bless  agsml  Let  me  go,  let  me  go,  let 
me  go !  "  He  wrenched  himself  away  from  hie  father's 
dasp,  drowning  with  loud  tone  his  Other's  pathetic 
soothings;  out  of  the  house;  down  the  hiB;  lost  to  eight 
in  the  shades  of  the  falling  evs. 
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OHAFTBR  VL 

Qentlemsn  Wiife  does  not  forget  an  old  friend.  The  old  frfand 
recondlea  AHtrology  to  PmdeitM,  and  u  under  the  infineiice  ol 
Beneflcs.  —  Mr.  Hartopp  hat  in  hand  to  Gentleman  Waife. 

Waife  fell  on  the  floot  of  his  threshold,  exclsimmg, 
sobbing,  moaning,  as  voice  itself  gradually  died  awaj. 
The  d<^,  who  had  been  shnt  out  from  the  bouse,  and 
remained,  ears  erect,  head  drooping,  close  at  th«  door, 
rushed  in  as  Jasper  burst  forth.  Tb«  two  listeners  at 
tiie  open  casement  now  stole  round ;  there  wss  the  dog, 
its  paw  on  the  old  man's  shoulder,  trying  to  attract  his 
notice,  and  whining  low. 

Tenderly, — reveMutially,  they  lift  the  poor  martyr, 
evermore  cleared  in  their  eyes  from  stain,  from  ques- 
tion j  the  dishonoring  brand  transmuted  into  the  hal- 
lowing cross  I  And  when  the  old  man  at  length  recovered 
consciousness,  his  head  was  pillowed  on  the  breast  of 
the  spotless,  noble  preacher^  and  the  decorous  English 
trader,  with  instinctive  deference  for  repute  and  respect 
for  law.  was  kneeling  by  hie  side,  clasping  his  hand; 
and  as  Waife  glanced  down,  confusedly  wondering, 
Hartopp  exclaimed,  half  sobbir^:  "Forgive  me;  you 
said  T  should  repent  if  I  knew  all !  I  do  Npent!  I  do  I 
Fo^ve  me,  —  I  shall  never  forgive  myaelf. " 

"  Have  I  been  dreaming  1  What  is  all  thist  Too 
here,  too,  Ur.  Q«otge!  But, — but  there  was  anotbbk. 
Qonel  ah,  gone — gonel  lost,  losti  Hal  did  yon  over* 
hear  osl" 
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"W«  OTerheoid  yon, — at  that  windowl  Se«,  qnt* 
of  joiuaelf,  HeaTsn  leta  joui  innocence  be  known,  aad 
is  that  innocence,  your  sublime  Belf-sacrifice. " 

"HuBhl  you  will  never  betray  me,  either  of  yoo,^ 
nererl     A  father  turn  against  his  son  t  —  horriblel" 

Again  he  seemed  on  the  point  of  swooning.  In  a  few 
moments  moie,  hia  mind  began  evidently  to  wander 
somewhat;  and  jnsf  as  Merle  (who,  with  his  urchin- 
guide  hod  wandered  vainly  over  the  whole  town  in  aeaioh 
of  the  pedler,  until  told  that  he  had  been  seen  in  a  by- 
street, stopped  and  accosted  by  a  tall  man  in  a  rough 
great-coat,  and  t^n  hurrying  off,  followed  by  the  stran- 
ger) came  back  to  report  his  ill-success,  Hartopp  and 
G«oige  had  led  Wufe  npetairs  into  his  sleeping-room, 
laid  him  down  on  his  bed,  and  were  standing  beside 
him  watching  his  tooubled  foce,  and  whiaqpering  to  eaoh 
other  in  alsim. 

Waife  overheard  Hartopp  proposing  to  go  in  aeanh 
of  medical  assistance,  and  exclaimed  piteously:  "N^o, 
that  would  scare  me  to  death.  No  doctors,  —  no  eavee- 
dioppei*.  Leare  me  to  myself, — quiet  and  dorknew; 
I  shall  be  well  to-morrow. " 

George  drew  tha  curtains  round  the  bed,  and  Waifs 
caught  him  by  the  arm.  "  You  will  not  let  out  what 
you  heard,  I  know;  you  understand  how  little  I  can 
now  care  for  men's  judgments;  but  how  dreadful  it 
would  be  to  undo  all  T  have  done,  —  I  to  be  wit- 
ness against  my  Liay's  childl  I — It  I  trust  you, 
' — dear,  dear  Mr.  Morley;  make  Mr.  Hartopp  sensible 
that,  if  he  would  not  drive  me  mad,  not  a  syllable  of 
what  he  heard  must  go  forth,  't  would  be  base  in 
him." 

"ITayl "  said  Hartopp,  whispering  also  through  the 
dark;  'don't  fear  me;  I  will  hold  my  peace,  though 
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'tis  vei;  hetrd  not  to  tell  Williams  ai.  leut  that  you  did 
not  take  me  in.     But  you  shall  be  obeyed." 

They  diew  away  Merle,  wbo  was  wondenng  what  Qw 
whiE^ied  talk  was  about,  oatohiug  a  word  or  two  hete 
and  there,  and  left  the  old  man  not  quite  to  solitude,  — 
Waife's  hand,  in  quitting  (Jeonge'e  gnsp,  dzopped  on 
the  dog's  head. 

Hartopp  went  back  to  his  daughter's  home  in  a  state 
of  great  excitement;  drinking  mote  wine  than  usual  at 
din:ier;  talking  mora  magiBterially  than  he  had  ever 
been  known  to  talk;  railing  quite  miaanthropically 
against  the  world ;  obeerring  that  Williams  had  become 
unsufferably  overbearing,  and  should  be  pensioned  off: 
in  short,  casting  the  whole  family  into  the  greatest 
perplexity  to  guess  what  had  oome  to  the  mild  man. 
Heile  found  himself  a  lodging,  and  cast  a  horai; 
scheme  as  to  what  would  happen  to  Waife  and  himself 
for  the  next  three  monUis,  and  found  all  the  aspects  so 
perversely  confzadictory,  that  he  owned  he  was  no  wiser 
as  to  the  future  than  he  was  before  the  scheme  was  cast 
Ooorge  Morley  remained  in  the  cottage,  stealing  up, 
bom  time  to  time,  to  Waife's  room,  but  not  fatiguii^ 
him  with  talk.  Before  midnight,  the  old  man  slept, 
but  his  slumber  was  much  perturbed,  as  if  by  fearful 
dreams.  However,  he  roee  early,  very  weak,  but  free 
from  fever,  and  in  full  poesession  of  his  reason.  To 
George's  delight,  Wufe's  first  words  to  him  then  were 
expressive  of  a  wish  to  return  to  Sophy.  "  He  hod 
dreamed,"  he  said,  "  that  he  had  heard  her  voice  calling 
out  to  him  to  come  to  her  help."  He  would  not  revert 
to  the  Bcene  with  Jasper.  George  onoe  ventured  to 
touch  on  that  reminiscence,  but  the  old  man's  look 
became  so  imploring  that  he  desiBt«d.  NevsrttieleBS,  it 
was  evident  to  the  pastor  that  Waile's  desire  of  ratum 
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woB  induced  b^  his  belief  that  h«  had  become  neeeasaij 
to  Sophy's  piotection.  Jasper,  whose  nmone  vonld 
probably  be  very  shortlived,  had  dearly  diaooreied 
Sophy's  laaidence;  and  as  clearly  Waife,  and  Waife 
alone,  still  retained  some  hold  over  bis  rugged  breast. 
Perhape,  too,  the  old  man  had  no  longer  the  same  diead 
of  encountering  Jasper;  rather,  perhaps,  a  faint  hope 
that,  in  another  meeting,  he  might  m<»e  arailingly 
soften  his  son'a  heart.  He  ma  not  only  willing,  then, 
—  he  was  eager  to  depart,  and  either  regained  or  assumed 
much  of  bis  old  cheerfolneae  in  settling  with  bis  hoB^ 
ess,  and  partinji  with  Merle,  on  whom  be  forced  bis 
latest  savings  and  the  taBteful  contents  of  bis  pannier. 
Then  he  took  aside  Geoi^,  and  whispered  in  his  ear: 
'  A  Teiy  honest,  kind-hearted  man,  sit;  can  you  deliver 
him  from  the  Planets  1 — Urny  laiog  him  into  esd  taouble. 
Is  there  no  opening  for  a  cobbler  at  Humbersto^  t " 

George  nodded,  and  weut  back  to  iSieila,  who  waa 
wiping  his  eyes  with  his  coat-sleeve.  "  Hy  good 
friend,"  said  the  goholax,"do  me  two  favors,  besides 
the  greater  one  you  have  already  beetowed  in  Boaduetiag 
me  back  to  a  revered  Mend.  First,  let  me  buy  of  you 
the  contents  of  that  basket;  I  have  children  amongst 
whom  I  would  divide  them  as  heirlooma ;  next,  as  we 
were  travelling  hither,  you  told  me  that,  in  your 
younger  days,  ere  you  took  to  a  ciaft  which  does  not 
seem  to  have  prospered,  yon  were  brought  np  to  country 
pursuits,  and  knew  all  about  cows  and  sheep,  their  care 
and  their  maladies.  Well,  I  have  a  few  acres  of  glebe- 
land  on  my  own  hands,  not  enough  for  a  bailiff, — too 
much  for  my  gardener;  and  a  pretty  cottage,  which  once 
belonged  to  a  schoolmaster,  but  we  have  built  him  a 
larger  one :  it  is  now  vacant,  and  at  your  service.  Come 
and  take  all  tionble  <^  land  and  stock  off  my  hands;  we 
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shall  not  quarrel  about  th.%  salary.  But,  hark  ye,  my 
friend,  — on  one  provieo:  give  up  the  ciTstal,  and  leave 
the  stan  to  mind  their  own  bueiness." 

"Please  your  reTeienoe,"  said  Merle,  who,  at  the 
earlier  part  of  the  address,  had  evinced  the  most  grate- 
ful emotion,  but  who,  at  the  proviso  which  cloeed  it, 
jerked  himself  up,  dignified  and  displeased, — "please 
your  reverence,  nol  Kit  Merle  is  not  bo  unnatural  as 
to  swop  away  his  Significator  at  Birth  for  a  mess  of 
ponritch!  There  was  that  forrin  chap,  Gally-Leo,  —  he 
stuck  to  the  stars,  or  the  sun,  which  is  Ihe  same  thing, 
and  the  stars  stock  hy  him,  and  hroi^ht  him  honor  and 
glory,  thoi^h  the  paraona  war  dead  ^n  him.  He 
had  Malefics  in  hia  Ninth  House,  which  belongs  to 
parsonB." 

"  Can't  the  matter  be  compromised,  dear  Sir.  Qeorge  t "' 
said  Wai'e,  persnaaively.  "  Suppose  Merle  promises  to 
keep  his  crystal  and  astrological  schemes  to  himself,  or 
at  least  only  talk  of  them  to  yon, —  they  can't  hurt  yon, 
I  should  think,  sirt  And  soience  is  a  sacred  tUng, 
Merle;  and  the  Chaldees,  who  were  the  great  star-gaEerg, 
never  degraded  themselves  by  showing  off  to  the  vulgar. 
Mr.  George,  who  is  a  eoholar,  will  convince  yon  of  that 
&ct." 

"  Content,"  said  Geo^.  *  So  long  as  Mr.  Merle  will 
leave  my  children  and  servants,  and  the  parish  gener* 
ally,  in  happy  ignorance  of  the  future,  I  give  him  the 
fullest  leave  to  diecuaa  his  science  with  myself  when- 
ever wa  chat  together  on  summer  noons  or  in  winter 
evenings;  and  perhaps  I  may  —  " 

"Be  converted t"  said  Waife,  with  a  twinkling  gleam 
of  the  playful  humor  which  had  ever  sported  along  his 
thorny  way  hy  the  side  of  sorrow. 

"  I  did  not  mean  that,"  said  the  parson,   smiling; 
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"nthei  tiie  contrary.  What  say  yon,  Herlet  la  it 
not  a  baifjain  1 " 

"Sir,  —  God  blesa  youl "  cried  Merle,  ramply;  "1 
see  you  won't  let  me  atand  in  my  own  light.  And  what 
Qentleman  Waife  saya  as  to  the  Tnlgar,  is  onconunon 
tnie." 

This  matter  settled,  and  Merle's  future  secured  in  a 
way  that  his  stars,  or  hia  version  of  their  language,  had 
not  foretold  to  him,  George  and  Waife  walked  on  to  the 
station.  Merle  following  with  the  parson's  email  carpet- 
to^,  and  Sir  Isaac  charged  with  Wsife's  bundle.  They 
had  not  gone  many  yaids  before  they  met  Hartopp,  who 
was  indeed  on  hia  way  to  Prospect  Bow,  He  was  vexed 
at  learning  Waife  was  ahoat  to  leave  ao  abruptly  i  be 
had  Bet  his  heart  on  coaxing  him  to  return  to  Gatesboro' 
with  himself,  —  astounding  Williams  and  Mrs.  H.,  and 
proclaiming  to  Market  Place  and  High  Street,  that,  in 
deeming  Mr.  Chapman  a  good  and  a  great  man  diBguised, 
he,  Joeiah  Hartopp,  had  not  been  taken  in.'  He  con- 
soled himself  a  little  for  Waife's  refusal  of  this  kiud 
invitation  and  unexpected  departure,  by  walking  proudly 
beside  him  to  the  station,  finding  it  throi^ed  with  pas- 
sengers,  —  some  of  them  great  bnrgesaes  of  Ouielford,  — 
in  whose  presence  he  kept  bowing  hia  head  to  Wfufe 
with  every  word  he  uttered;  and,  catling  the  gnaid,  — 
who  was  no  atranget  to  his  own  name  and  importance, 
—  he  told  him  pompously  to  be  particularly  attentive  to 
that  elderly  gentleman,  and  see  that  he  and  hia  com- 
panion had  a  carriage  to  themaelvea  all  the  way,  and 
that  Sir  Isaac  had  a  particularly  comf<ntable  box.  "  A 
very  great  man,"  he  said,  with  his  finger  to  hia  Up, 
"only  ha  will  not  have  it  known, —juat  at  present" 
The  guard  stares,  and  promiaes  all  deference;  opens  tiie 
door  of  a  central  firat-claaa  carriage;  assures  Waife  that 
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he  and  his  friend  shall  not  be  disturbed  by  other  pas- 
aengoTs.     The  ti&in  heaves  into  movemant,' — Hartopp 
runs  on  b;  its  side  sloag  the  stand,  his  hat  off,  kissing 
bis  hand;  then,  aa  the  convoy  shoots  under  yon  dark 
tunnel,  and  is  lost  to  sight,  he  tnnu  back,  and  seeing 
Merle,  says  to,  him,  "  You  know  that  gentleman,  —  the 
old  one  I" 
"  Yea,  a  many  year." 
"  Eyei  heard  anything  against  him ! " 
"Yes,  once,  —  at  Gatesboro'." 
"  At  Gatesboro' I  —  ahl  aadyou  did  not  believe  itt" 
"  Only  jiat  for  a  moment,  —  transiting." 
"I  envy  you,"  said  Hartopp;  and  he  went  off  with 
a  aigh. 
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CHAPTEB  VIL 

JtptxlLomijbk  his  element. — Oh,  jowig  Readn,  wboeoerer  tluM 
art,  OQ  whom  Natnre  hu  beatowed  h«t  magnlAceiiC  gift  of  ph;- 
ncal  power  with  the  jojt  It  commaudi,  with  the  daring  that 
Wfobxgi  tmu  it,  — on  diwing  thl«  chapter,  pause  a  momeiit,  and 
think,  "  What  irih  tboa  do  with  it  t "  ShaU  it  be  hnite-Uke,  or 
god-like  t  With  what  adraatage  for  life,  — iti  deUghta  or  iti 
perib  —  toils  borne  with  ease,  and  j^oriee  che«q>'bonght  —  doat 
thoa  start  at  life's  onset  1  Give  thy  stnewi  a  Mind  that  con- 
csiTea  tha  Heroic,  and  what  noble  things  thon  may  at  do  t  But 
talne  thj  sinews  for  mde  Strength  alone,  and  that  strength  may 
be  tamed  to  thy  shame  and  thy  tortar«.  The  Wealth  of  thj 
life  will  bnt  tonpt  to  Its  Waste.  Abose,  at  4rst  felt  not,  will 
poison  the  oses  of  Sense.  Wild  hnlls  gore  and  trample  their 
foBs.    Thon  haat  Soin.  I    Wilt  thon  trample  and  gore  it  1 

Jabpsb  Lobely,  oa  quitting  his  father,  spent  his  last 
coins  in  peymsnt  for  his  horse's  fbod,  and  in  fiery  drink 
fot  himself.  In  haste  he  mounted,  —  in  haste  he  apoTred 
on  to  London;  not  even  pence  for  the  toll-hara.  Where 
he  fonnd  the  gates  open,  he  dashed  through  them  head- 
long; wbeie  closed,  as  the  night  advanced,  he  forced  his 
hoTse  acioea  the  fields,  over  hedge  and  ditch, —  nioTe 
than  once  the  animal  blling  with  him,  more  than  once 
thrown  from  the  saddle;  for,  while  a  most  daring,  he 
was  not  a  veiy  proctiaed  rider;  but  it  was  not  easy  to 
break  bones  so  strong,  and,  thongh  braiaed  and  dizzy, 
he  continned  his  fierce  way.  At  morning  hia  hone  was 
thoroughly  exhausted,  and  ai  the  fitst  viUage  he  reached 
after  sourise,  be  left  the  poor  beast  at  an  ion,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  borrowing  of  the  landlord  £1  on  the  pawn  of 
the  horse  thus  left  as  hostage.      Resolved  to  hosbutd 
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this  Biim,  he  peifonned  the  rest  of  his  journey  on  tooL 
He  reached  London  at  night,  and  went  straight  to  Cutts's 
lodgings.  Cutte  was,  however,  in  the  club-room  of  those 
dark  associates  agaiiiat  whom  Loeely  had  been  warned. 
Oblivions  of  his  Solemn  promise  to  Arabella,  Jasper 
startled  the  revellers  as  he  stalked  into  the  room,  and 
towards  the  chair  of  honor  at  the  far  end  of  it,  on  which 
he  had  been  accustomed  to  lord  it  over  the  fell  groups  be 
bad  treated  out  of  Poole'e  purse.  One  of  the  biggest 
and  most  redoubted  of  the  Black  Family  was  now  in 
that  seat  of  dignity,  and  refusing  surlily  to  yield  it  at 
Jasper's  rude  summons,  was  seized  by  the  scuff  of  the 
neck,  and  literally  hurled  on  the  table  in  front,  coming 
down  with  clatter  and  clash  unongst  mugs  and  glasses, 
Jasper  seated  himself  coolly,  while  the  hubbub  began  to 
swell,  and  roared  for  drink.  An  old  man,  who  served 
as  drawer  to  these  cavaliers,  went  out  to  obey  the  order ; 
and  when  he  was  gone,  those  near  the  door  swung  across 
it  a  heavy  bar.  Wrath  against  the  domineering  intnider 
was  gathering,  and  waited  but  the  moment  to  explode. 
Jasper  turning  round  his  bloodshot  eyes,  saw  Gutts 
within  a  few  chaiis  of  him,  seeking  to  shrink  out  of 
Bight. 

"  Gutts,  oome  hither,"  cried  he,  imperiously. 

Cutts  did  not  stir. 

"Throw  me  that  cur  this  way,  —  you,  who  sit  next 

"  Don't,  don't j  his  mad  fit  is  ou  him;  he  will  moidet 
me,  —  murder  me,  who  have  helped  and  saved  yon  all  so 
(rften.     Stand  by  me." 

"  We  will,"  said  botti  his  neighbon,  the  on*  groping 
for  his  caseknife,  the  other  for  bis  revolver. 

"  Do  yon  fear  I  should  lop  your  ears,  dog,"  cried  Jas- 
per, "  for  shrinking  from  my  side  with  your  tail  between 
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yonr  legst  Ppohl  I  aoom  to  waste  force  on  a  thing  m 
amalL  After  all,  I  am  glad  you  left  me;  I  did  not  want 
'  you.  7oa  will  find  youi  hone  at  an  inn  in  the  village 
of  ■  ■— .  I  will  pay  foi  its  hire  whenever  we  meet 
agmin.  Meanwhile,  find  another  master,  —  I  diachaige 
you.  MUU  tonnemt !,  why  doea  that  weaael-faoed  anail 
not  brii^  me  the  brandy  I  By  youi  leave," — Eind  he 
appropriated  to  himself  the  brimming  glaaa  of  his  next 
neighbor.  Tbue  refreshed,  he  glanced  round  through  the 
reek  of  tobacco  amoka;  saw  the  man  he  had  dislodged, 
and  who,  rather  amazed  than  atunned  by  hia  fall,  had 
kept  silence  on  rising,  and  was  now  ominously  interchange 
ing  muttered  words  with  two  of  his  comrades,  who  were 
also  on  their  l^s.  Jasper  turned  from  Mm  contemptu- 
ously;— with  increasing  contempt  in  his  haid,  Heroe 
gueer,  noted  the  lowering  frowns  ou  either  side  the  pan- 
demonium ;  and  it  was  only  with  an  angry  flash  from  bis 
eyes  that  he  marked,  on  closing  his  survey,  the  bar 
dropped  across  the  door,  and  two  forms,  knife  in  band, 
stationed  at  the  threshold. 

"Ahal  my  jolly  companions,"  said  he,  then;  "you 
do  right  to  bar  the  door.  Prudent  families  can't  settle 
their  quarrels  too  snugly  amongst  tbemaelTea.  I  am 
come  here  on  purpose  to  give  you  all  a  proper  scolding, 
and  if  some  of  you  don't  hang  your  heads  for  shame 
before  I  have  done,  you  'II  die  more  game  than  I  think 
for,  whenever  you  come  to  the  last  Drop. " 

He  roee  as  he  thus  spoke,  folding  his  sinewy  arms 
adosa  his  wide  cheat.  Most  of  the  men  had  risen  too, 
— some,  however,  remained  seated;  there  might  be 
e^hteen  or  twenty  in  all.  Every  eye  -  was  fixed  mi 
him,  and  many  a  hand  was  on  a  deadly  weapon. 

"  Scum  of  the  earth  t "  burst  forth  Jasper,  with  voioa 
like  a  roll  of  tJiunder,  "  I  stooped  to  come  amongst  yoo, 
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•—  I  ihared  amongrt  yoa  m;  money.  Wae  a^  one  of 
yon  too  poor  to  pay  up  his  club  fee,  to  bay  a  dnughl  of 
fotgetfulnese,  I  said,  'Biother,  take  I '  Did  fanwl  break 
out  in  your  jollities,  were  knires  drawn,  a  throat  in  dan- 
ger,—  this  right  hand  struck  down  the  uproar,  cruahed 
back  the  coward  murder.  If  I  did  not  join  in  your 
rogueries,  it  was  because  they  were  sneaking  and  piti- 
ful. I  came  as  your  patron,  not  as  your  pet ;  I  did  not 
meddle  with  your  secrets,  — did  not  touch  your  plundar. 
I  owed  you  nothing.  Ofial  that  you  are  I  to  me  yon 
owed  drink,  and  meat,  and  good  fellowship,  I  gave  yon 
mirth,  and  I  gave  you  law ;  and  in  return  ye  laid  a  plot 
amongst  yon  to  get  rid  of  me;  —  how,  ye  white-livered 
•ooundrelel  Oho!  not  hj  thoee  fists,  and  kmivee,  and 
bludgeons.  All  yonr  pigeon  breaota  dabbed  togettMr 
had  not  manhood  for  that.  But  to  palm  off  upon  me 
some  dastardly  deed  of  your  own;  by  snares  and  sdapa 
of  false  evidence, — false  oaths,  too,  no  doubt,  —  to 
smuggle  me  off  to  the  hangman.  That  was  yoor  prsdoiu 
contrivance.  Once  again  I  am  hen;  but  this  once  only. 
Whst  fort  —  why,  to  laugh  at,  and  spit  at,  and  spurn 
yoa.  And  if  one  man  amcmgat  you  has  in  him  an  ounce 
of  man's  blood,  let  him  show  me  the  traiton  who  planned 
that  pitiful  project,  and  be  they  a  dozen,  tbey  shall  carry 
the  mark  of  this  hand  till  their  caMassea  go  to  the  sur- 
geon's scalpel." 

He  ceased.  Though  each  was  now  hustling  tiie  other 
towards  him,  and  tiie  whole  pack  of  miacreanta  was 
filoeing  up,  like  hounds  round  a  wild  boar  at  bay,  Uie 
only  one  who  gave  audible  tongue  was  that  thin  splinter 
of  life  called  Gutts. 

"  Txx)k  yon,  Ghneral  Jbe.  ,  it  was  all  a  mistake  yooi 
ever  coming  here.  You  were  a  fine  fellow  onoe,  par- 
ticularly in  the  French  way  of  doing  busineBs,— laiga 
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prizes  and  lots  of  tow.  That  don't  suit  us;  we  an 
quiet  Englishmen.  Yoa  brag  of  beatii^  and  bullytfig 
the  gentlemen  who  admit  you  amongst  them,  and  of  not 
sharing  their  plena  oi  risks  j  but  that  sort  of  thing  is 
quite  ont  of  order,  —  no  precedent  for  it  How  do  we 
know  that  yon  are  Dot  a  spy,  or  could  not  be  made  one, 
since  jou  say  you  owe  us  notbii^,  and  hold  us  in  each 
■com!  Truth  is,  we  are  all  sick  of  you.  You  say  you 
only  come  this  once:  very  well,  you  hare  spun  your 
yam,  —  now  go.  That 'sail  we  want;  go  in  peace,  and 
never  trouble  a;  again.  Gentlemen,  I  more  that  Qeneral 
Jas.  be  expelled  this  jlub ,  Rnd  requested  to  withdraw. " 

"  I  second  it,"  said  the  man  whom  Jasper  had  flung 
on  the  table. 

"  Thoee  who  are  in  fiiTor  of  the  resolution,  hold  up 
theii  hands;  all, —  carried  unanimously.  Qeneral  Jas. 
is  expelled." 

"  Expel  me  I "  said  Jasper,  who  in  the  meanwhile, 
swaying  to  and  fro  bis  brawny  bulk,  had  cleared  the 
■pace  round  him,  and  stood  resting  hia  hands  on  the 
beary  arm-chair  from  which  be  had  risen. 

A  hostile  and  simultaneous  movement  of  the  gtoap 
hionght  four  or  five  "f  the  foremost  on  him.  Up  rose 
the  chair  on  which  Jasper  hod  leaned,  —  np  it  rose  in 
his  right  hand,  and  two  of  the  aasailanta  fell  as  falls 
an  ox  to  the  bntober'a  blow.  With  hia  left  hand  he 
wrenched  a  knife  from  a  third  of  the  foes,  and  thus 
anned  with  blade  and  buckler,  he  sprang  on  the  table, 
towering  over  all.  Before  him  was  the  man  with  the 
TBTolver,  a  genteeler  outlaw  than  the  rest,  —  ticket- 
of-teave  man,  who  had  been  transported  for  forgery. 
"  ShaU  I  shoot  him ) "  whispered  this  knave  to  Gutts. 
CnttB  drew  back  the  hesitating  arm.  "Uo;  the  noise! 
bludgeons  safer."    Pouuce,asCutto  whispered, —  pounce 
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u  a  hawk  on  its  qtun;,  darted  Jasper's  swoop  oa  ttta 
forget,  and  tiia  next  moment,  flinging  the  chair  in  the 
faoea  of  those  who  were  now  swarming  up  the  table, 
Jasper  was  armed  with  the  revolvei,  which  ha  had 
olutohed  from  its  startled  owner,  and  its  six  barrels 
threatened  death,  right  and  left,  beside  and  before  and 
arannd  him,  aa  he  turned  from  face  to  face.  Instantly 
there  fell  a  hush,  —  instantly  the  aasault  paused.  Every 
one  felt  that  there  no  faltering  would  make  the  hand 
tremble  or  the  boll  swerve.  Wherevei  Jaapec  tamed 
the  foes  recoiled.  He  laughed  with  audacious  mockery 
as  he  surveyed  the  recreants. 

"Down  with  your  arms,  each  of  yon,  —  down  tiiat 
knife,  down  that  bludgeon.    That  >s  well.    Down  youis, 

—  there;  yours,  —  yours.  What,  all  downl  Pile  them 
here  on  the  table  at  my  feet.  Dogs,  what  do  you  fear  I 
death T    The  first  who  refuses  dies." 

Mute  and  servile  as  a  repentant  Legion  to  a  Cffisar's 
order,  the  knaves  piled  their  weapons. 

"  Unhar  the  door,  you  two.  7ou,  Orator  Gatts,  go  in 
front;  light  a  candle,  —  open  the  street-door.  So,  so, 
80.  Who  will  treat  me  with  a  partiog-cnp,  —  to  your 
healths!    Thank  yon,  sir.    Fall  back  there;  stutd  back, 

—  along  the  wall,  — each  of  you.  Line  my  way.  Ho, 
ho!  —  you  harm  me,  j/ou  daunt  me,  — you,  you!     Stop, 

—  I  have  a  resolution  to  propoee,  Hear  it,  and  cheer. 
'  That  this  meeting  rescinds  the  resolution  for  the  expul- 
sion of  General  Jasper,  and  entreats  him  humbly  to 
remain,  the  pride  and  omamest  of  the  club  I '  Those 
who  are  for  that  resolution,  hold  up  tJieir  hands,  —  as 
many  as  are  against  it,  theirs.  Carried  unanimously. 
Gentlemen,  I  thank  you;  proudest  day  of  my  life, — but 
I  '11  see  you  hanged  first;  and  till  that  eight  diverts  me, 
—gentlemen,  your  health." 
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Desc«nduig  from  his  eminence,  he  passed  slowly  down 
the  loom  unscathed,  unmenaced,  and,  with  a  low  mock- 
ing bow  at  the  threshold,  strode  along  the  passage  to  the 
atreet-dooT.  There,  seeing  Cutis  with  the  light  in  his 
hand,  he  uncocked  the  pistol,  striking  off  the  caps,  and 
giving  it  to  hia  quondam  associate,  said:  "Beturn 
that  to  itfl  owner,  with  my  compliments.  One  word,  — 
speak  troth,  and  feai  nothing.  Did  you  send  help  to 
DaireU»" 

"No;  I  swear  it." 

"I  am  sorry  for  it.  I  should  like  to  have  owed  so 
trusty  a  friend  that  one  favor.  Go  hack  to  your  pals. 
UndeTstaud  now  why  I  seorned  to  work  with  such 
rotten  tools." 

"A  wonderful  fellow,  indeedl"  mnttoied  Cntts,  as 
hie  eye  followed  the  needing  form  of  the  triumphant 
bnTO.  "  All  London  might  look  to  itself,  if  he  had 
more  solid  biaina,  and  less  liquid  file  in  them." 
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CHAPTER  VUL 

Jaspn  LomI;  deeps  ander  the  portico  from  which  FalMhood  wu 
borne  b^  BUck  Horses.  He  fotgets  a  promiBe,  re-ireaveB  a 
Bcheme,  vi«itt  a  liveMide ,-  and  a  door  closea  mi  the  Strang  Hu 
and  the  Grim  Woman. 

Jaspbb  had  satdsfied  the  irild  yeamingB  of  his  wounded 
raaitj.  He  had  vindicated  his  claim  to  hardihood  and 
addreae,  which  it  seemed  to  him  he  had  foifeited  in  his 
interview  with  Darrell.  With  crest  erect  and  a  poei- 
tive  aenae  of  elation,  of  animal  joy  that  predominated 
over  hunger,  &tigua,  remorse,  he  strided  on,  —  he 
knew  not  whither.  He  would  not  go  bock  to  hia 
former  lodgings;  they  were  too  familiarly  known  to 
the  set  which  he  had  just  fiung  from  him,  with  a 
vague  resolve  to  abjure  henceforth  all  accomplices, 
and  trust  to  himself  alone.  The  hour  was  now  late, 
the  stroeta  deserted,  the  ait  bitingly  cold.  Must  he  at 
last  resign  himself  to  the  loathed  dictation  of  Ambella 
Crane.  Well,  he  now  preferred  even  that  to  humbling 
himself  to  Darrell,  after  what  had  paaeed.  Danell's 
porting  words  had  certainly  implied  that  he  would  not 
be  as  obdurate  to  entreaty  as  he  had  shown  himself 
to  threats.  But  Jasper  was  in  no  htimor  to  enbeat. 
Mechanically  he  continned  to  stride  on  towards  the 
solitary  district  in  which  Arabella  held  her  home;  bat 
the  night  was  now  bo  far  advanced  that  hs  shrank  from 
disturbing  the  grim  woman  at  that  hour, — almost  as 
respectfully  afraid  of  her  dark  eye  and  stem  voice  ae 
the  outlaws  he  had  quitted  were  of  his  own  crashing 
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hand  and  levelled  pistol.  So,  finding  himself  in  odb 
of  the  large  eqnaiee  of  Bloomabury,  he  gathered  him- 
self up  undet  the  sheltering  ponsh  of  a  spacious  man- 
sion, unconfioioua  that  it  vaa  the  veiy  residence  which 
Danell  had  once  oocapied,  and  that  from  that  portico 
the  Black  Hones  had  btsne  away  the  mother  of  hia 
wife.  In  a  few  toiuutes  he  was  fast  asleep,  —  sleeping 
with  suoh  h«aT7,  deaUOike  sonndnesa,  that  the  police- 
man passing  him  on  his  beat,  after  one  or  two  vain 
attempts  to  rouse  him,  was  seised  with  a  rare  compas- 
sion, and  sufTeied  the  weary  outcast  to  slumber  on. 

When  Jasper  woke  at  last  In  the  gray  dawn,  he  felt  a 
strange  numbness  in  his  limbs;  it  was  even  with  dif&- 
culty  that  he  could  lift  himself  up.  This  sensation 
gradually  wearing  off,  was  followed  by  a  quick  tingling 
down  the  arms  to  the  tips  of  the  fingers.  A  gloomy 
noise  rang  in  his  eara,  like  the  boom  of  funeral  choich- 
bella ;  and  Hie  pavement  seemed  to  be  sliding  from  under 
him.  Little  heedit^;  these  symptoms,  which  he  ascribed 
to  cold  and  want  of  food,  and  rather  agreeably  surpriaed 
not  to  feel  the  gnaw  of  Ms  acouatomed  pains,  Jasper  now 
betook  himself  to  Podden  Place.  The  house  was  still 
unclosed;  and  it  was  not  till  Jasper's  knock  had  been 
[ffetty  often  repeated,  that  the  bolts  were  withdrawn 
from  the  door,  and  Bridgett  Gregga  appeared.  '  Oh,  it 
is  you,  M>.  Loeely,"  she  said,  with  much  sullennese, 
hat  with  no  apparent  surprise.  "  Mistress  thought  you 
would  come  while  she  was  away,  and  I  'm  to  get  you  the 
bedroom  you  had,  over  ttie  etatjonei's,  six  years  ago,  if 
you  like  it.  You  are  to  lAke  your  meala  here,  and  have 
the  best  of  everything:  that's  mistress's  orders." 

'  Oh,  Mrs.  Crane  is  out  of  tows,"  said  Jasper,  much 
relieved;  "where  has  ahe  gone!" 

"I  don't  know." 
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■  When  will  Bhe  be  back  T " 

"  In  a  few  days;  so  she  told  me.  Will  yon  walk  is, 
and  have  breakfast  t  HiBtresB  said  'Qiere  was  to  ba 
always  plenty  in  the  bouse, — you  migbt  come  any 
moment.     Please  scrape  your  feet," 

Jasper  heavily  mounted  into  the  drawing-room,  and 
impatiently  awaited  the  substantial  refreshments,  which 
weie  soon  placed  before  him.  The  room  looked  unal' 
tered,  as  if  he  had  left  it  but  the  day  befoie :  the  prim 
book-shelves;  the  empty  biid-o^;  the  broken  lute;  the 
patent  easy-chair;  the  footstool;  the  soh,  which  had 
been  added  to  the  original  fnmituie  for  his  express 
comfort,  in  the  days  when  he  was  first  adopted  as  a 
son,  — nay,  on  the  hearth-rug  the  very  slippers,  on  the 
back  of  the  oluur  the  very  dressing-gown,  graciously 
worn  by  him  while  yet  the  fairness  of  his  form  jostt- 
fied  his  fond  respect  for  it. 

For  t^t  day  he  was  contented  with  the  negative 
luxury  of  complete  repose;  the  more  so  as,  in  every 
attempt  to  move,  he  felt  the  same  numbness  of  limb 
as  that  with  which  he  had  woke,  accompanied  by  a 
kind  of  painful  weight  at  the  back  of  the  head,  and 
at  the  junction  which  the  great  seat  of  intelligence 
forms  at  the  spine  with  the  great  mainspring  of  force ; 
and,  witlud,  a  reluctance  to  stir,  and  a  more  than  usual 
inclination  to  doze.  But  the  next  day,  though  these 
unpleasant  sensations  continaed,  his  impatience  of 
thought  and  hate  of  solitude  made  him  anxious  to 
go  forth  and  seek  some  distraction.  Vo  distraction 
left  to  him  but  the  gambling-table,  —  no  companions 
but  fellow-victims  in  that  sucking  whirlpool.  Well, 
he  knew  a  low  gaming-house,  open  all  day  as  all  night. 
Wishing  to  add  somewhat  to  the  miserable  remains  of 
the  £1  borrowed  on  the  horse,  that  made  all  bis  capita, 
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hs  uked  BridgBtt,  indifferently,  to  oblige  him  viA 
tm>  or  three  aovereigns;  if  she  had  them  not,  she 
might  borrow  them  in  the  neighborhood  till  her  mia- 
treaa  returned.  Bridgett  answered,  with  ill-aimulated 
glee,  that  her  miatreu  had  given  positive  orders  that 
Mi.  Loaely  was  to  have  ererfthing  he  called  for  ex- 
cept monejr.  Jasper  colored  with  wrath  and  sbanw; 
bat  he  said  no  more,  —  whistled,  took  hia  hat,  went  oat, 
repaired  to  the  gaming-hoase,  lost  hie  last  ahiUing,  and 
letamed  moodily  to  dine  in  Podden  Place.  The  auster- 
ity of  the  room,  the  lonelineas  of  the  evening,  began 
DOW  to  inspire  him  with  oninitigatiMl  di^nst,  which 
was  added  in  freeh  account  to  bis  (dd  score  of  repug- 
nance for  the  absent  Arabella.  The  a&ont  pat  npcm 
him  in  the  orders  which  Bridgett  had  so  faithfully  re- 
peated, made  him  yet  more  distastofaUy  oontemplate 
the  dire  necessity  of  falling  under  the  rigid  despotism 
of  thia  determined  guardian :  it  was  like  going  back  to  a 
prepuatory  eohool,  to  be  mnloted  of  pocket-money,  and 
set  in  a  dark  comer.  .  But  what  other  resource  I  None 
but  appeal  to  Danell,  — still  more  intolerable;  except 
—  he  paused  in  his  cogitation,  shook  hia  head,  mattered, 
"  Vo,  no. "  But  that  "  exoept "  umvld  ntuin !  —  except 
to  forget  hia  father's  prayer  and  his  own  promiae;  exoept 
to  hunt  out  Sophy,  and  extract  from  the  generositj, 
compassion,  or  fear  of  her  protectress,  some  soch  con- 
ditioaa  as  he  would  have  wrong  from  Darrell.  He  had 
no  doubt  now  that  the  girl  was  with  JmAj  Montfcfft; 
he  felt  that,  if  she  really  loved  Sophy,  and  were  abel* 
torii^  her  in  tender  recollection,  whether  of  Uatilda  or 
of  Darrell  himself,  he  might  much  more  easily  woA  on 
the  delicate  uervea  of  a  woman,  shrinking  fiom  all  noiae 
and  scandal ,  than  he  conld  on  the  stubborn  pride  of  hia 
resolute  father-in-law.     Perhaps  it  was  on  account  oS 
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Sophy ,  ■>—  perhaps  to  plead  for  her,  —  that  Lady  Montfort 
had  gone  to  Favley ;  perhaps  the  gri«f  visible  oa  that 
lady's  countenance,  as  he  caught  so  hasty  a  ^mpae  of 
it,  might  be  occasioned  hj  the  biliue  of  her  mission. 
If  BO,  thero  m^ht  be  now  aome  breach  or  dissension 
between  her  and  Darrell,  which  might  nndet  the 
'  Marchioness  still  more  accessible  to  his  demands.  As 
for  his  father,  —  if  Jasper  played  his  cards  well  asd 
luckily,  his  father  might  never  know  of  hia  disohedi- 
eaca;  he  might  coax  or  frighten  Lady  Hfontfort  into 
secrecy.  It  might  be  quite  unnecessary  for  him  even 
to  see  Sophy;  if  she  caught  sight  of  him,  she  would 
sniely  no  more  reoognue  his  altered  features  than 
Bugge  had  done.  Iheae  thoughts  gathered  oa  him 
stronger  and  stronger  all  the  evening,  and  grew  into 
resolves  with  the  next  momii^.  He  sallied  out  after 
breakfast,  —  the  same  numbness ;  hut  he  walked  it  <M. 
Easy  enough  to  find  the  address  of  the  Marchioness  of 
Montfort.  He  asked  it  boldly  of  the  porter  at  the  well- 
known  house  of  the  present  Lord,  and,  on  learning  it, 
proceeded  at  <mo6  to  Richmond  on  foot,  and  thence  to 
the  small,  scattered  hamlet  immediately  contiguotia  to 
Iddy  Montfort's  villa.  Here  he  found  two  ae  three 
idle  boatmen  lou^og  near  the  river^de ;  and,  entering 
into  conversation  with  them  about  their  craft,  which  was 
sufficiently  familiar  to  him,  for  he  had  plied  the  strong- 
est oar  on  that  tide  in  the  holidays  of  his  youttL,  he 
proceeded  to  inquiries,  which  were  readily  and  unsus- 
pectingly answered,  "  Yes,  there  unu  a  young  lady  with 
Lady  Montfort;  they  did  not  know  her  name.  They 
had  seen  her  often  In  the  lawn,  —  seen  her,  too,  at 
church.  She  was  very  pretty;  yes,  she  had  blue  eyes 
and  fair  hair. "  Of  his  faUwr  he  only  heard  that  "  there 
had  been  an  old  gentleman  such  as  he  described,  —  lame, 
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and  with  ona  e^e,  —  who  had  lived  some  monUu  ago  in 
ft  cottage  on  Lady  Montfort'a  grounds.  They  beaid  he 
had  gone  away.  He  had  made  baakata,  —  tiiey  did  not 
know  if  for  bbIs;  if  bo,  perhaps  for  a  oharity.  They 
sappoeed  he  was  a  gentleman,  for  they  had  heard  he 
wae  some  relation  to  the  young  lady.  Bat  Lady  Mont- 
fort'e  head>coa<duuan  lived  in  the  village,  and  conld, 
no  donht,  give  him  all  the  information  he  required." 
Jaapei  was  too  waiy  to  call  on  the  coachman;  he  had 
learned  enon^  for  the  {neeent.  Had  he  proaecnted 
hie  reaearchea  farther,  he  mif^t  only  have  ezpoaed  him- 
aelf  to  qneetiona,  and  to  the  chance  of  hia  inqniriea 
heing  repeated  to  Lady  Montfort  by  one  of  her  ser- 
vanta,  and  thus  setting  her  on  her  goard;  for  no  donht 
hia  fathei  had  cautioned  har  against  him.  It  never- 
occurred  to  him  that  the  old  man  could  already  have 
tfltumed;  and  those  to  whom  he  confined  hia  intern^- 
toriea  were  quite  ignorant  of  the  fact.  Jasper  had  no 
intention  to  intrude  himself  that  day  on  I^y  Montfort 
His  self-love  shrank  from  presenting  himself  to  a  lady 
of  such  rank,  and  to  whom  he  had  heen  once  presented 
on  equal  terms,  as  the  bridegroom  of  her  friend  and  the 
confidential  visitor  to  her  mother,  in  habiliments  that 
bespoke  so  ntter  a  fall.  Better,  too,  on  all  accounts,  to 
appear  something  of  a  gentleman;  more  likely  to  excite 
pi^  tea  soffering,  —  less  likely  to  suggest  excuse  for  re- 
butting his  claims,  and  showing  him  to  the  door.  2Tay, 
indeed,  so  diessed,  in  that  villanons  pea-jacket,  and  with 
all  other  habiliments  to  match,  would  any  servant  admit 
him  t  —  could  he  get  into  Lady  Uontfott's  pieeenoe  t  He 
must  go  hack,  —  wait  for  Urs.  Crane's  return.  Doubtless 
she  would  hail  his  wish  — half  a  reform  in  itself  —  to 
cast  off  the  outward  signs  of  an  accepted  d^jradation. 
Accordingly,  he  went  back  to  town  in  mooh  better 
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Bpirita>  and  bo  absorbed  in  hie  hopes,  that,  when  he 
amved  at  Podden  Place,  he  did  not  obeerve  thftt,  bom 
some  obliquity  of  visioii,  oi  want  of  the  nonnal  oorte- 
spondence  between  will  and  muscle,  hia  hand  twice 
missed  the  knocker , — wandering  fiist  above ,  then  below 
it;  and  tiaX,  when  actually  in  his  clasp,  he  did  not  feel 
the  solid  iion:  the  sense  of  touch  aeemed  soepended. 
Bridgett  appeared.  "  Mistress  is  come  back,  and  will 
see  you." 

Jasper  did  not  look  charmed  i  he  winced,  but  screwed 
up  hia  coorage,  and  mounted  the  stairs,  —  slowly,  heav- 
ily. From  the  Undlng-plooe  above  glared  down  the 
dork,  shining  eyea  that  hod  almost  quailed  hie  hold 
spirit  nearly  six  years  before;  and  almoet  in  the  some 
words  as  then,  a  voice  as  exulting,  but  less  stem,  said, 
"So  you  come  at  last  to  me,  Jasper  Losely,  —  yon  ore 
come."  Rapidly,  —  flittingly,  with  a  stop  noiseless  as 
a  spectre's,  Arabella  Crane  descended  the  stairs;  but 
she  did  not,  as  when  he  first  sought  that  hooae  in 
the  years  before,  gnsp  his  hand  or  gaze  into  his  face. 
Bather,  it  was  with  a  shrinking  avoidance  of  his  touch 
— with  something  like  a  shudder  —  that  she  glided  by 
him  into  the  open  drawing-room,  beckoning  to  him 
to  follow.  He  halted  a  moment;  he  felt  a  longing  to 
retreat,  —  to  fly  the  house ;  his  superstitious  awe  of  her 
very  benefits  came  bock  to  him  more  stioi^ly  than  ever. 
But  her  help  at  the  moment  was  necessaiy  to  his  very 
hope  to  escape  all  future  need  of  her,  and,  though  witti 
a  vague  foreboding  of  nnconjecturable  evil,  b*  £ 
into  the  room,  and  the  door  closed  on  both. 
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CHAPTEE  I. 

'TheooniN  of  tiue  1ot«  ntrer  do«a  tud  nDoathl"  Ha^it  not  IM 
bacaoie  whan  then  an  no  obil«cl«»,  ttwn  an  no  teati  to  the 
troth  of  Lot*?  Whan  tha  eoon*  it  amooth,  tha  tfraun  U 
crowded  with  pleasnTfr-boatB.  Whan  the  wkvb  iwalk,  and  the 
«hoali  thre^an,  and  the  ikj  lowan,  tha  plewarfr-boata  hava 
gone  back  into  harbor.  Shipi  fitted  for  roo^  weather  are  tboM 
bnilt  and  stored  for  long  Toyage. 

I  PAW  over  the  j<^oiu  meeting  between  Waife  and 
Sophy.  I  pese  over  Qeo^e'a  account  to  his  fair  cousin 
of  the  scene  he  and  Hartopp  had  witneeaed,  in  which 
Waife'a  innocenoe  hod  been  manifested,  and  his  reasons 
tot  accepting  the  penalties  of  guilt  had  been  explained. 
The  flnt  few  agitated  days  following  Waife's  letom 
have  rolled  away.  He  is  reaettled  in  the  cottage  from 
which  he  had  fled;  tie  lefusea,  as  before,  to  take  up  his 
abode  at  Lady  Uontfort's  house.  But  Sophy  has  been 
almost  constantly  hia  companion,  and  Lady  Montfort 
heiself  has  spent  hours  with  him  each  day, —  sometimea 
in  hia  rustic  parlor,  aometimea  in  the  small  garden-plot 
round  hia  cottage,  to  which  his  rambles  aie  confined. 
George  has  gone  back  to  his  home  and  duties  at  Humber* 
ston,  ptomising  very  soon  to  revisit  his  old  friend,  and 
discuss  fatoie  plans. 

The  scholar,  though  with  a  sharp  paog,  conceding  to 
Waife  Uiat  all  attempt  puUicly  to  dear  his  good  name 
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at  Ui«  cost  of  raveniiig  tha  sacrifice  he  had  made,  mnot 
be  forborne,  conld  not,  however,  be  induced  to  pledge 
himself  to  nnconditiooal  eilance.  Geoi^  felt  thatiheie 
were  at  least  some  othere  to  whom  the  knowledge  of 
Waif e 'a  innocence  was  imperatiTel;  due. 

Waife  is  seated  by  his  open  window.  It  is  noon; 
there  is  sunshine  in  the  pale  blue  sMea,  —  aa  unusual 
Boftness  in  the  wintry  air.  His  Bible  lies  on  the  tabls 
beside  him.  He  has  just  set  his  marh  in  the  page,  and 
reverently  closed  the  Book.  He  is  altme.  Lady  liont- 
fert  — who,  since  her  return  from  Fkwley,  has  been 
suffering  from  a  kind'  of  hectic  fever,  accompanied  by  a 
languor  that  made  even  the  walk  to  Waife's  cottage  a 
fatigue,  which  the  sweetness  of  her  kindly  nature  enabled 
her  to  overcome,  and  would  not  permit  her  to  confess  — 
has  been  so  much  worse  that  morning  as  to  be  unable  to 
leave  her  room.  Sophy  has  gone  to  see  her.  Waife  is 
now  leaning  his  face  upon  his  hand,  and  that  &ce  is 
sadder  and  more  disquieted  than  it  had  been,  perhaps, 
in  all  his  wanderings.  His  darling  Sophy  is  evidently 
unhappy.  Her  sorrow  had  not  been  visible  during  the 
ftrst  two  or  three  days  of  his  return,  chased  away  by  the 
joy  of  seeing  him ;  the  excitement  of  tender  reproach  and 
question,  — of  tears  that  seemed  as  joyous  as  the  silvery 
laugh  which  responded  to  the  gayety  that  sported  round 
the  depth  of  feeling,  with  which  he  himself  beheld  bet 
once  more  clinging  to  his  side,  or  seated,  with  upward, 
loving  eyes,  on  the  footstool  by  his  knees.  Even  at  the 
first  look,  however,  he  had  found  her  altered;  het  cheek 
was  tiiinuer,  her  color  paled.  That  might  be  from  fret- 
ting for  him.  She  would  be  herself  again,  now  that  her 
tender  anxiety  was  relieved.  But  she  did  not  become 
herself  again.  The  arch  and  playful  Sophy  he  had  left 
was  gone,  as  if  never  to  return.     He  marked  that  her 
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stepi  onoe  so  tmunding,  had  bsoome  slow'  and  spiritlMi. 
Often  when  she  sst  near  Mm,  seemii^tly  reading  or  at 
her  work,  ha  notioed  that  her  0708  were  not  on  the  page, 
—  that  the  woik  stopped  abruptly  in  liotleas  hands ;  and 
then  he  would  hear  her  sigh ,  —  a  beavy  bat  short,  iinp«- 
tient  sigh.  No  mistaking  that  sigh  by  those  who  hare 
studied  ^ef :  wheUwi  in  maid  or  man,  in  young  or  old, 
in  the  gentle  Bophy,  so  new  to  life,  or  in  the  haughty 
DaneU,  weary  of  the  world,  and  shrinking  from  its 
honors,  that  sigh  had  the  same  character,  a  like  symptom 
of  a  malady  in  common ;  the  same  effisrt  to  free  tiiB  heart 
from  an  oppressive  load ;  the  same  token  of  a  sharp  and 
rankling  rememlaance  lodged  deep  in  that  finest  nerve- 
work  of  being,  which  no  anodyne  can  reach, — a  pala 
tiiat  oomee  without  apparent  cause,  and  is  sought  to  be 
expelled  wlthoat  conscious  eSort. 

The  old  man  feared  at  first  titat  she  might,  by  eonw 
means  or  other,  in  hie  abomoe,  hare  become  apprised  of 
the  brand  on  his  own  name,  the  mdict  that  had  black* 
ened  his  repute,  the  soitenoe  that  had  hurled  him  from 
his  native  sphere;  or  that,  as  bet  reason  had  insen- 
sibly matured,  she  heiaelf,  reftecting  on  all  the  mystery 
tiiat  surrounded  bim, — hia  incognitoa,  his  hidings,  the 
inc(»igruify  between  his  social  grade  and  hia  education 
or  bearing,  and  his  repeated  acknowledgments  that  there 
wen  charges  against  bim  which  cmnpelled  him  to  con- 
cealment, and  bom  whioh  he  oonld  not  be  cleared  on 
earth;  that  she,  reflecting  on  all  theee  evidences  to  his 
diabvor,  had  either  secretly  admitted  into  her  breast  a 
conviction  of  his  guilt,  or  that,  as  she  grew  up  to  woman, 
she  had  felt,  through  him,  the  disgrace  entailed  upon 
hersell  Or  if  such  were  not  the  cause  of  her  sadness, 
had  she  learned  more  of  her  father's  evil  ooursea;  hiad 
any  emiseaiy  of  Jasper's  worked  upcm  hci  aenaibilitleB 
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or  her  fsunl  No,  that  oould  not  be  the  case,  einoe  iriut- 
erer  the  groimds  upon  which  JMper  had  ooujectured  that 
So^hy  WM  with  Lady  Montfort,  the  aecuncjr  of  his  con- 
jeotuisB  had  evidently  been  doubted  hj  Jasper  himeelf ; 
or  why  so  earnestly  have  questioned  WaifeT  Had  she 
learned  that  she  was  the  grandchild  and  natural  heiress 
of  a  man  wealthy  and  renowned,  —  a  chief  amongst  the 
ohiefs  of  England,  —  who  rejected  her  with  diedaint 
Was  she  pining  for  her  true  position)  or  mortified  by 
the  contempt  of  a  kinsman,  whose  rank  so  contrasted 
the  vagnncy  of  the  grandsire  by  whom  alone  she  was 
acknowledged  1 

Tonnentad  by  these  doabta,  he  was  noable  to  solve 
them  by  such  guarded  and  delicate  qneelaons  as  he 
addressed  to  Sophy  herself.  For  she,  when  he  falter- 
ingly  asked  what  ailed  his  darling,  would  start,  brighten 
op  for  the  moment,  answer,  "  Nothing,  now  that  he  had 
come  back ; "  kiss  his  forehead,  play  with  Sir  Isaac,  and 
then  manage  furtively  to  glide  away. 

But  the  day  before  that  in  which  we  now  see  him 
alone,  he  had  asked  her  abmptly,  "  If,  during  his  ab- 
sence, any  one  besides  George  Morley  had  visited  at 
Lady  Montfort's,  —  any  one  whom  she  had  seen  I "  And 
Sophy's  cheek  had  as  suddenly  become  crimson,  then 
deadly  pais;  and  first  she  said  "  no,"  and  then  "yes;" 
and  after  a  panee,  looking  away  from  him,  she  added: 
"  The  yoni^  gentleman  who — who  helped  us  to  buy  Sir 
Isaac,  he  has  visited  Lady  Montfort,  —  related  to  some 
dear  friend  of  here," 

"What,  the  paint»rt" 

"  No,  —  (he  other,  with  the  dark  ^ea. " 

'  Han^tcwl "  said  Waile,  witili  an  expression  of  great 
pain  in  his  face. 

"Tea,  — Mr.  Hanghton;  but  he  has  not  been  here 
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a,  long,  loDg  time.  He  will  not  come  agtan,  I 
beliave." 

HcT  voice  quivered,  despite  herself,  at  the  lost  words, 
and  she  began  to  bustle  about  the  room, —  filled  Waife'a 
pipe,  tbruet  it  into  his  hands  with  a  Uugh,  the  false 
mirth  of  which  went  to  his  very  heart,  and  then  stepped 
from  the  open  window  into  the  little  garden,  and  began 
to  sing  one  of  Waife'e  favorite  simple  old  Border  songs; 
but  before  she  got  thiongh  the  flrat  line,  the  song  ceased, 
and  she  was  as  lost  to  siglkt  as  a  rit^ove ,  whose  note  comes 
aud  goes  so  quickly  amongst  the  impenetrable  coverts. 

Btit  Waife  had  heard  enough  to  justify  profomid  alarm 
for  Sophy's  peace  of  mind,  and  to  waken  in  his  own 
heart  some  of  ite  most  painful  associations.  The  reader, 
who  knows  the  wrong  inflicted  on  William  Loaely  by 
Lionel  Haughton's  fatliei,  —  a  wio!ig  which  had  led  to 
all  poor  Willy's  subsequent  misfortunes, — nay  conceive 
that  the  very  name  of  Haughton  was  wounding  to  his 
ear;  and  when,  in  his  brief,  sole,  and  bitter  interview 
with  Danell,  the  latter  had  dropped  oat  that  Lionel 
Haughton,  however  distant  of  kin,  would  be  a  mora 
grateful  heir  than  the  grandchild  of  a  convicted  felon,  if 
Willy's  swset  nature  could  have  admitted  a  momentary 
hate,  —  it  would  have'  been  for  the  thus  vaunted  son  of 
the  man  who  had  stripped  him  of  the  modest  all  which 
would  perhaps  have  saved  his  own  child  from  the  rob- 
ber's guilt,  and  himself  &om  the  robber's  doom.  Long 
since,  therefore,  the  reader  will  have  comprehended  why, 
when  Waife  came  uo  meet  Bophy  at  the  river-side,  and 
learned  at  the  inn  on  its  margin  that  the  name  of  her 
younger  companion  was  Lionel  Haughton ,  —  why ,  I  say, 
he  bad  so  morosely  parted  from  the  boy,  and  so  imperi- 
ously bade  Sophy  dimuiBS  all  thought  of  meeting  '  the 
pretty  young  gentleman  "  again. 
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And  now  again  this  very  Lionel  HaoghtoD  to  hsT* 
stolen  into  the  retreat  in  which  poor  Waiie  had  deemed 
he  left  hia  toeasare  so  secnrel  Waa  it  for  this  he  had 
fled  from  herl  Didheretom  to  find  her  youth  bli^ted, 
her  afiections  robbed  from  him,  hy  ib»  eon  of  Charlea 
Haughtont  The  father  had  despoiled  his  manhood  of 
independsDoe  i  must  it  be  the  son  who  despoiled  his  age 
of  its  only  solace  1  Giant  even  that  Lionel  was  worthy 
of  Sophy,  —  grant  that  she  had  been  loyally  wooed, — 
must  not  tiiat  attachment  be  fmitlass,  be  fatal  1  If 
Lionel  were  really  now  adopted  by  Darrell,  Waife  knew 
human  nature  too  well  to  believe  that  Darrell  would 
complacently  hear  Lionel  ask  a  wife  in  hei  whose  claim 
to  his  lineage  had  so  galled  and  incensed  him.  It  was 
while  plunged  in  these  torturing  reflections  that  Lady 
Moutfort  (not  many  minates  after  Sophy's  song  had 
ceased  and  her  form  vanished)  bad  come  to  visit  him, 
and  he  at  once  accosted  her  with  agitated  inquiries; 
"  When  had  Ui.  Haughton  first  presented  himself  t  — 
how  often  had  he  seen  Sophy  t  —  what  hod  passed  be- 
tween theml  —  did  not  Lady  Montfort  see  that  his 
darling's  heart  was  breaking  t " 

But  he  stopped  as  suddenly  as  he  hod  rushed  into  this 
thorny  maze  of  questions;  for,  looking  imploringly  into 
Caroline  Montf ort's  face ,  he  saw  there  more  settled  signs 
of  a  breaking  heart  than  Sophy  had  yet  betrayed,  despite 
her  paleness  and  her  sighs.  Sod,  indeed,  the  change  in 
her  countenance  since  he  had  left  the  place  months  ago ; 
though  Waife,  absorbed  in  Sophy,  had  not  much  re- 
marked it  till  now,  when  seeking  to  read  therein  secrete 
tiiat  concerned  hia  darling's  welfare.  Lady  llontfort'a 
beauty  was  so  perfect  in  that  rare  harmony  of  feature 
which  poete,  hefore  Byron,  have  compared  to  moaic,  that 
sorrow  could  no  more  mar  the  effect  of  that  beauty  on 
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the  eyej  than  pathos  can  mai  the  effect  of  the  music  tliat 
admits  it  on  the  ear.  But  the  change  in  hei  face  seemed 
that  of  a  sonow  which  has  lost  all  earthly  hope.  Waife, 
therefore,  checked  questions  that  took  the  tone  of  re- 
proaches, and  involtrntarily  murmured  "  Pardon." 

Then  Caroline  Montfort  told  hini  all  the  tender  pro- 
jects she  had  conceived  for  his  grandchild's  happiness,  — 
how,  finding  Lionel  so  dieinteieated  and  noble,  she  had 
imagined  she  saw  in  him  the  providential  agent  to  place 
Sophy  in  the  position  to  which  Waife  had  desired  to 
raise  her;  Lionel  to  share  with  her  the  heritage  of  which 
he  might  otherwise  despoil  her,  —  both  to  become  the 
united  source  of  joy  and  of  pride  to  the  childless  man 
who  now  favored  the  one  to  exclude  the  other.  Kor  in 
these  schemes  bad  the  absent  wanderer  been  foi^otten. 
lio;  oould  Sophy's  virtues  onoe  be  recognized  by  Dar- 
rell,  and  her  alleged  birth  acknowledged  by  him ;  could 
the  guardian  who,  in  fostering  those  virtues  to  bloom  by 
DarreU's  hearth,  had  laid  under  the  deepest  obligations 
one  who,  if  unforgiving  to  treachery,  was  giatoful  for  the 
humblest  service;  could  that  guardian  justify  the  belief  in 
his  innocence  which  George  Morley  bad  ever  entertained, 
and,  as  it  now  proved,  with  reason,  —  then  where  on  all 
earth  a  man  like  Ouy  Darrell  to  vindicato  William 
Jjosely's  attainted  honor,  or  from  whom  William  Losely 
might  accept  cherishing  friendship  and  independent  ease, 
with  so  indisputable  a  ri^t  to  both!  Such  had  been  the 
picture  that  the  fond  and  sanguine  imagination  of  Caro- 
line Montfort  had  drawn  from  generous  hope ,  and  colored 
with  tender  bncies.  But  alas  for  such  castles  in  the 
air!  All  had  failed.  She  had  only  herself  to  blame. 
Instead  of  securing  Sophy's  welfare,  she  had  endangered 
Sophy's  happiness.  They  whom  she  had  desired  to 
unite  were  irrevocably  separated.     Bittorly  she  accused 
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beraelf :  hei  error  in  relying  bo  mtich  on  Lionel's  influ- 
enoe  with  Darrell, -— on  her  owa  early  remembraikce  of 
DarreH'a  affectionate  nature,  and  singular  Bympathies 
with  the  yam^,  —  and  thus  suSbring  Lionel  and  Sophy 
to  grow  familiar  with  each  other's  winning  choracteis, 
and  carry  on  childlike  romance  into  matiuer  sentinient. 
She  spoke,  though  briefly  of  her  visit  to  Darrell,  and 
ita  ill  aocceaa,  —  of  the  few  letters  that  had  paned  since 
then  between  herself  and  Lionel,  in  which  it  was  settled 
that  he  ebonld  seek  no  parting  interview  with  Sophy. 
He  had  declared  to  Sophy  no  formal  suit,  —  they  had 
exchanged  no  lover's  vowa.  It  would  be,  therefore,  bnt 
a  dishonorable  cruelty  to  her  to  say,  "  I  come  to  tell  you 
that  I  love  yon,  and  that  we  must  part  forever."  And 
how  avow  the  reason,  —  that  reason  that  wonld  humble 
her  to  the  dustt  Lionel  was  forbidden  to  wed  with  one 
whom  Jasper  Losely  called  daughter,  and  whom  the 
guardian  she  so  venerated  believed  to  be  his  grandchild. 
All  of  comfort  that  Lady  Montfort  could  suggest  was, 
that  Sophy  was  so  young  that  she  wonld  conquer  what 
might  be  but  a  girl's  romantic  sentiment — or,  if  a  more 
serious  attachment,  one  that  no  both  had  cemented  — 
for  a  person  she  might  not  see  again  for  years ;  Lionel  was 
negotiating  exchange  into  a  regiment  on  active  service. 
"  Meanwhile,"  said  Lady  Montfort,  "  I  shall  never  wed 
again,  I  shall  make  it  known  that  I  look  on  your 
Sophy  as  the  child  of  my  Adoption.  If  I  do  not  live  to 
save  anfficient  for  her  ont  of  an  income  that  is  more 
than  thrice  what  I  require,  I  have  instructed  my  lawyers 
to  insure  my  life  for  her  provision ;  it  will  be  ample. 
Many  a  wooer,  captivating  as  Lionel,  and  free  from  the 
scruples  that  fetter  his  choice,  will  be  pnod  to  kneel  at 
the  feet  of  one  so  lovely.  This  rank  of  mine,  which  has 
never  yet  bestowed  on  me  a  joy,  now  becomes  of  value. 
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since  it  will  give  dignity  to  —  ioMatild&'a  child,  and — 
«ndto  — ' 

lAdy  Hontfort  eobbed. 

Waife  listened  lespectfiiUy,  and  for  the  time  was  com- 
forted. Certainly,  in  his  own  heart  he  was  glad  that 
Li<Hiel  Haughton  was  permanently  separated  from  Sophy. 
Thero  was  scarcely  a  man  on  earth,  of  fair  station  and 
repute,  to  whom  he  would  have  surrendered  Sophy  with 
so  keen  a  pong  as  to  Charles  Hanghton's  aon. 

The  poor  young  loverel  all  the  stars  seemed  against 
them  I  Was  it  not  enongh  tiiat  Ouy  Darrell  should  be 
BO  obduiatel  must  the  mild  William  Losely  be  also  a 
malefic  in  their  horoscope  f 

Bnt  when,  that  same  evening,  the  old  man  more 
ohserrantly  than  ever  watched  his  grandchild,  his  com- 
fmt  vanished ;  mi^vings  came  over  him;  he  felt  assured 
that  the  fotal  shaft  had  been  broken  in  the  wound,  and 
that  the  heart  was  bleeding  inly. 

True;  not  without  prophetic  insight  had  Arabella 
Crane  said  to  the  pining,  hat  resolute,  quiet  child,  be- 
hind the  aoenes  of  Mr.  Rugge's  ebow,  "  How  much  yon 
will  love  one  day."  All  that  nigbt  Waife  lay  awake 
pondering,  revolving,  exhausting  that  wondrous  fertility 
of  reeoTuce  which  teemed  in  his  inventive  brain.  In 
▼ainl 

And  now  (the  day  after  this  convenation  with  Lady 
Hontfort,  whose  illness  grieves,  but  does  not  surprise 
him)  —  now,  as  he  sifa,  and  thinks,  and  gazes  abstract- 
edly into  that  far,  pale,  winter  sky;  now,  the  old  man  is 
still  scheming  how  to  reconcile  a  human  loving  heart  to 
the  eternal  loss  of  that  afiection  which  has  so  many  per- 
ishable counterfeits,  but  which,  when  true  in  all  its  ele- 
ments, —  oomplete  in  all  its  varied  wealth  of  feeling,  — 
is  never  to  be  forgotten  and  never  to  be  replaced. 
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An  Offering  to  the  Bbnet. 

TsBEB  eidee  of  Waife's  cottage  wers  within  Lady  Mont- 
fort'a  groimdfii  the  fouith  aide,  with  ita  more  puUia 
entrance,  bordered  the  lane.  Nov,  as  he  thus  sat,  he 
was  startled  by  a  low,  timid  ring  at  the  door  which 
opened  on  the  lane.  Who  could  it  be  I  —  not  Jaspetl 
He  began  to  tremble.  The  ring  was  repeated.  One 
wom&n -servant  composed  all  his  establishment.  He 
heard  her  opening  the  door,  —  heard  a  low  voicej  it 
seemed  a  soft,  fresh,  young  voice.  His  room  door 
opened,  and  the  woman,  who  of  eoutae  knew  the  visitor 
by  eight  and  name,  having  often  remarked  him  on  the 
grounds  with  Lady  Montfort  and  Sophy,  said,  in  a 
cheerful  tone,  as  if  bringing  good  news,  "  Mr.  Lionel 
Haughton. " 

Scarcely  was  the  door  dosed, — Bcaioely  the  young 
man  in  the  room,  before,  with  all  his  delightful,  pas- 
sionate frankness,  Lionel  had  clasped  Waife's  reluctant 
hand  in  both  his  own,  and,  with  teats  in  his  eyes,  and 
choking  in  hia  voice,  was  pouring  forth  sentences  so 
loosely  knit  together,  that  tbey  seemed  almost  inoohe- 
rent,  —  now  a  buret  of  congratulation ;  now  a  falter  of 
condolence;  now  words  that  seemed  to  supplicate  as  for 
pardon  to  an  offence  of  bis  own ;  rapid  tiansitions  from 
enthusiasm  to  pity ;  from  joy  to  grief,  —  variable,  with 
the  stormy  April  of  a  young,  fresh,  hearty  nature. 

Taken  so  wholly  by  suipriee,  Waife,  in  vain  attempt- 
ing to  ^pear  cold  and  distant,  and  only  very  vaguely 
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eomprehending  what  the  unwelcome  Tiaitor  bo  confof 
edly  expreeeed,  at  last  found  voice  to  interrnpt  the  jet 
&nd  gush  of  Lionel's  impetaons  emotions,  and  said  as 
dryly  aa  he  could,  "  I  am  leally  at  a  lose  to  conceiTe  the 
cause  of  what  appears  to  be  meant  as  congratolationa  to 
me  and  reproaohee  to  yourself,  Hr.  —  Mr.  Haught —  ; " 
his  lips  could  not  complete  the  distasteful  name. 

"My  name  shocks  you, — no  wonder,"  eaid  Lionel, 
deeply  mortified,  and  bowing  down  hia  head  aa  he  gently 
dropped  the  old  man's  hand.  "  Reproaches  to  myself  I 
Ah,  sir,  I  am  here  as  Charlea  Hat^hton's  son! " 

"  WhatI "  exclaimed  Waife, "  you  knowt  Hon"  could 
you  know  that  Charles  Hai^hton  —  " 

LioKBL  (interrupting).  — "I  know.  His  own  lips 
confeaeed  hia  ahame  to  have  ao  injured  you." 

Waifb. — "Confoaaed  to  whomi" 

Lionel.  —  "To  Alban  Morley.  Believe  me,  my 
father's  remone  waa  Utter:  it  diea  not  in  hia  grsTe; 
it  livea  in  me.  I  have  ao  longed  to  meet  with  William 
Loaely," 

Waife  aeated  himself  in  silence,  shading  hia  face  with 
one  hand,  while  with  the  other  he  made  a  alight  gesture, 
as  if  to  di^cou^^^  or  rebuke  farther  alluaion  to  ancient 
wrong.  Lionel,  in  quick  accenta,  but  more  connected 
meaning,  went  on,  — 

"I  hare  juat  come  from  Mr.  Darrell,  where  I  and 
Colonel  Morley,"  here  Lionel's  countenance  waa  darkly 
troubled, "  have  been  staying  aome  days.  Two  days  ago  I 
received  this  letter  from  George  If  orley,  forwarded  to  me 
from  London.  It  saya  —  let  me  read  it  —  'Yon  will  re- 
joice to  learn  that  our  dear  Waife'  —  pardon  that  name." 

"  I  have  no  other,  —  go  on. " 

"  la  once  more  with  hia  grandchild."  (Here  Lionel 
sighed  heavily, — sigh  like  Sophy's.)     "You  will  re- 
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joiee  yet  more  to  learn  that  it  hta  pleased  Hearen  to 
oIloT  me  and  another  vitness,  who,  some  years  ago,  had 
been  misled  into  condemning  Waife,  to  be  enabled  to 
bear  inoontroTettiblB  teatimony  to  the  oompleta  inno* 
cence  of  my  beloved  friend;  nay,  more,  I  say  to  you 
most  solemnly,  that  in  all  which  appeared  to  attest  guilt, 
there  has  been  a  virtue,  which,  if  known  to  Mr.  Dacrell, 
would  make  him  bow  in  reverence  to  that  old  man. 
Tell  Mr.  Danell  so  from  me;  and  add,  that  in  saying 
it,  I  express  my  conviction  of  hie  own  admiring  sym* 
pathy  for  all  that  is  noble  and  heroic." 

"  Too  much,  —  this  is  too,  too  much,"  stammeied  out 
Waife,  restlessly  turning  away;  "but  —  but,  you  are 
folding  up  the  letter.  That  is  all )  —  he  does  not  say 
more  t  —  he  does  not  mention  any  one  eUe  t  — eh  t  —  eh  I " 

"Ko.sir;  that  is  all." 

"  Thank  Heaven  I  He  is  on  honorable  man  I  Yet  he 
has  said  more  than  he  ought,  —  mui^  more  than  he  can 
prove,  or  than  I  —  "  He  broke  ofT,  and  abruptly  asked, 
"  How  did  Mr.  Darrell  take  these  assertions  I  With 
an  incredulous  laugh,  eh  I  — '  Why,  the  old  rogue  had 
pleaded  guilty  I '  " 

'  Sir,  Alban  Morley  was  there  to  speak  of  the  Wil- 
liam Losely  whom  he  had  known ;  to  explain,  from  facts 
which  he  had  collected  at  the  time,  of  what  nature  was 
the  evidence  not  brought  forward.  The  motive  that 
induced  you  to  plead  guilty  I  had  long  guessed;  it 
flashed  in  an  inetant  on  Ouy  Darrell ;  it  was  not  mete 
guess  with  himl  You  ask  me  what  he  aaidf  This: 
'  Oiand  nature!  George  is  rightl  and  I  do  bow  my  head 
in  reverence  I '  " 

"  He  said  that?  —  Gny  Danell t  On  your  honor,  h» 
■aid  that! " 

"  Can  yon  doubt  it  t    Is  he  not  a  gentleman  t " 
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Woife  was  fairly  oveicome. 

"  But,  Bir,"  resumed  Lionel, "  I  muat  not  oonceal  from 
you,  that,  though  George's  letter  and  Alban  Morley's 
conuQomcatione  sufficed  to  satisfy  Darrell,  without  fur- 
ther question,  your  old  friend  was  naturally  anxious  to 
leam  a  more  fall  account,  in  the  hope  of  legally  sub- 
stantiating your  innocence.  He  therefore  despatched 
by  the  telegraph  a  request  to  his  nephew  to  come  at  once 
to  Fawley.  George  arrived  there  yesterday.  Do  not 
blame  him,  sir,  ^t  we  share  his  secret." 

"  You  do  1  Good  Hearens !  And  that  lawyer  will  be 
barbarous  enongh  too ;  but  no  —  he  has  an  interest  in 
not  accusing  of  midnight  lobbeiy  hia  daughter's  hus- 
handj  Jasper's  secret  is  safe  with  him.  And  Colonel 
Morley,— surely  his  cruel  nephew  will  not  suffer  him 
to  make  me  —  me,  with  oue  foot  in  the  gtare — a  wit- 
ness against  my  Liizy's  son !  " 

"  Colonel  Motley,  at  Danell's  soggeetion,  oame  wiUi 
me  to  London ;  and  if  be  doee  not  accompany  me  to  you, 
it  is  because  he  is  eren  now  busied  in  finding  out  your 
Boa,  not  to  undo,  but  to  complete  the  purpose  of  your 
self'sacrifice.  'All  other  considerations,'  said  Guy  Dar- 
rell, '  must  be  merged  in  thia  one  thought,  —  that  such 
■  father  shall  not  have  been  in  vain  a  martyr.'  Colonel 
Morley  is  empowered  to  toeat  with  your  son  on  any 
terms;  but  (m  this  condition,  that  the  rest  of  his  life 
shall  inflict  no  farther  pain,  no  farther  fear  on  you. 
This  is  the  sole  use  to  which,  without  your  consent, 
we  have  presumed  to  put  the  secret  we  have  learned. 
Do  you  pardon  George  now  t " 

Waife's  lipa  munnnied  inaudibly,  but  his  face  grew 
very  bright ;  and  as  it  was  raised  upwards,  Lionel's  eaz 
caught  the  whiqnr  <^  a  name,  —  it  was  not  Jasper,  it 
was  "Liny." 
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"Ah,  why,"  said  Lionel,  sadly,  and  after  a  Bitot* 
pause,  — "irhy  was  I  not  permitted  to  be  the  onB  to 
attest  yoQi  itmocence,  —  to  clear  your  naiiiel  I,  vho 
owed  to  you  bo  vast  an  hereditary  debtl  And  now, 
dear,  deai  Mr.  Losely  —  " 

"Hush  I  Waif  el— call  me  Waife  stilll— and 
alwaya." 

"  Willingly  I  It  is  tha  name  1^  which  I  have  aeaat 
,  tomed  myself  to  loTe  you.  ^ow,  listen  to  me.  I  am 
dishonored  until  at  least  the  mere  pecuniaiy  debt,  due 
to  you  from  my  father,  is  paid.  Hist!  histi  — Alban 
Morley  says  bo, — Darrell  saya  so.  Darrell  saya,  'He 
cannot  own  me  as  kinsman  till  that  debt  is  cancelled.' 
Darrell  lends  me  the  means  to  do  it;  he  would  share  hia 
kinsman's  ignominy  if  he  did  not.  Before  I  could  ven- 
ture even  to  come  hither,  the  sum  due  to  you  from  my 
father  was  repaid.  I  hastened  to  town  yesterday  even- 
ing,—  saw  Mr.  Danell's  lawyer.  I  have  taken  a  great 
liberty,  — I  have  invested  this  sum  already  in  the  pur* 
chase  of  an  annuity  for  you.  Mr.  Darrell's  lawyer  bad 
a  client  who  was  in  immediate  want  of  the  sum  due  to 
yon;  and,  not  wishing  permanently  to  burden  his  eatato 
by  mortgage,  would  give  a  lai^r  interest  by  way  of 
annuity  than  the  public  offices  would:  excellent  landed 
security.  The  lawyer  said  it  would  be  a  pity  to  let  the 
opportunity  slip,  so  I  ventured  to  act  for  you.  It  was 
all  settled  this  momii^.  The  particulars  are  on  this 
paper,  which  I  will  leave  with  you.  Of  course  the  sum 
due  to  yon  is  not  exactly  the  same  as  tiiat  which  my 
father  borrowed  before  I  was  bom.  There  is  the  in* 
terest, — compound  interest;  nothing  more.  I  don't 
understand  Buch  matters;  Darrell's  lawyer  made  the 
calculation,  —  it  must  be  right." 

Waife  bad  taken  the  paper,  glanced  at  its  contents, 
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dropped  it  in  confusion,  amsza.  Hom  hnndredr  l«nt' 
avelled  into  all  those  thonunda  returned  I  Asd  all. 
methodically  computed,  —  termlj,  arithmeticallj',  down 
to  fractions.  So  that  every  farthing  seemed,  and  indeed 
was,  hia  lawful  doe.  And  that  snni  investMl  in  an 
aonuil;  of  £600  a  year,  —  income  which,  to  poor  Gna- 
tleman  Waite,  seemed  a  prince's  nTenuel 

*  It  1b  qnite  a  bosibest'iike  computation,  I  tell  yon, 
■ir;  all  done  by  a  lawyer.  It  is  indeed,"  criad  Lionel, 
dismayed  at  Waife'a  look  and  gesture.  "Compound 
interest  trill  run  np  to  what  seems  a  large  amount  at 
first;  every  child  knows  titat.  Yon  can't  deny  Cocker 
and  calculating  tables,  and  tbat  sort  ef  ttting.  William 
Losely,  you  cannot  leave  an  eternal  load  of  diagnoe  on 
the  head  of  Charles  Haughton's  son. " 

"  Poor  Charlie  Hanghton,"  mormured  Waife.  *  And 
I  waa  feeling  bitter  against  his  memory ,  —  bitter  against 
his  SOD.  How  Heaven  loves  to  teadi  us  th«  injuattea 
tb^  dwells  in  anger  I  But  —  but  —  this  cannot  be.  I 
thank  Mr.  Danell  humbly,  —  I  cannot  take  hie  money." 

"  It  is  not  hie  money,  — it  is  mine;  he  only  advanoee 
it  to  me.  It  costs  him  really  nothing,  for  he  deducts 
the  £500  a  year  from  the  allowance  he  makes  me.  And 
I  don't  want  such  an  absurd  allowance  sa  I  had  before 
going  out  of  the  Gaarda  into  the  line ,  —  I  mean  to  be  a 
soldier  in  good  earnest.  Too  much  pocket-money  spoils 
a  soldier,  —  only  gets  one  into  scrapes.  Alban  Morley 
sayatbesame.  Darrell, too,  says,  'Bight;  no  gold  conld 
buy  a  luxury  like  the  payment  of  a  father's  debt!'  Yon 
cannot  grudge  me  that  luxury, — you  dare  not!  Whyl 
because  yon  are  an  honest  man. " 

"  Softly,  softly,  softly,"  said  Waife.  "Let  me  look 
at  you.  Don't  talk  of  money  now,  —  don't  let  us  think 
of  money!    What  a  look  <rf  your  fatherl     'TiBhe,'tis 
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1m  *hm  I  Me  before  ml  OI»rUe*B  swwt,  liright, 
ptayful  eyM,  that  might  have  turned  aeide  from  the  path 
ofdoly  — asherUFs  officerl  Ai>,  and  Charlie's  happy 
laugh,  too,  at  the  alightwt  j<^J  But  thit  ia  not 
Ohirlie'a,  — it  is  all  your  own,"  tonillyjgwwith  gentle 
finger,  Lionel's  ta»d,  truthful  brow,  •l^'-  Charlie, 
hs  wa*  grieved;  yoQ  an  right, —  I  rememOl 

"  Sir,"  said  Lionel,  who  was  now  an  one  qB^  "^ 
Waife'a  ohair,  —  "sir,  I  have  never  yet  aeked  muL™' 
faia  hleesiog, — not  even  Guy  Dunll,     Will  yon  [ 
yoiar  hand  cm  my  head!    And  oh,  that  in  the  mystic 
worid  beyond  us,  eome  angel  may  tell  Gbarlea  Haughton  ^ 
that  William  Loaely  has  bleesad  hia  aoni " 

Solemnly,  but  with  profound  humility,  —  (me  hand 
on  tii6  Bible  beside  him,  one  on  the  yoting  soldier's 
bended  head,  —  William  Loeely  blessed  Charles  Hai^h- 
ton'i  son;  and,  having  done  so,  involuntarily  hia  arms 
optiwd,  aad  hleasing  wu  followed  by  ombnoe. 
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CHAFTEB  m. 

ootMtbitta  M  «  jonng  man'i  hopaj  notUiic  M«loqiMiit 


Htthkbto  tbera  had  bMn  no  refeienm  to  Bophf.  Vot 
Sophy's  lover,  hat  OhwleB  Hatighton'B  sou  had  knelt  to 
Waife  and  received  the  old  man'e  blessing.  Bnt  Waife 
conld  not  be  long  forgetful  of  his  darling,  —  nor  his 
anxiety  on  her  aeoonnt.  The  expreaeton  in  hU  varying 
hce  changed  raddenly.  Kot  half-an-hour  before,  Lionel 
HaughtoQ  was  the  last  man  ia  the  irorld  to  whom  wil- 
lingly he  would  have  consigned  his  grandchild.  Nov, 
of  all  men  in  the  world  lionel  Haaghton  would  have 
been  his  choice.  He  sighed  heavily;  he  oomprehended^ 
by  his  own  changed  feelings,  how  tender  and  profonad 
an  aflbction  Lionel  Hanghton  might  tospire  in  a  heart 
so  fresh  as  Sophy's,  and  so  tenaeious  of  the  impressions 
it  received.  But  they  were  separated  forever-,  she  ought 
not  even  again  to  see  him.  Uneasily  Waife  glanced 
towards  the  open  window, ^ rose  involuntarily,  closed 
it,  and  drew  down  the  blind. 

"  You  must  go  now,  young  gentleman, "  said  he,  almost 
churlishly. 

The  quick  lover's  sense  In  Lionel  divined  why  the 
blind  was  dnwn,  and  the  dismissal  so  abruptly  given. 

"Give  me  your  address,"  said  Waife;  "I  will  write 
ahont— that  paper.  Don't  now  stay  longer,  — pray, 
pray." 

"  Do  not  fear,  sir,  I  am  not  lingering  here  with  ths 
wishtosee  —  herl" 
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Waife  looked  down, 

"  Before  I  asked  the  servant  to  mmoonee  me,  t  took 
the  precaution  to  leam  that  yon  were  alone.  But  a  few 
words  more,  —  hear  them  patiently.  Have  you  any  proof 
that  could  aatisfy  Mr.  l^arrell's  leason  that  youi  Sophy 
IB  his  daughter's  child  1 " 

"  I  have  Jasper's  aasuiance  that  she  is;  and  the  copy 
of  the  nurse's  attestation  to  the  same  effect.  They  sat- 
isfied lue.  I  would  not  hare  asked  Mr.  Darrell  to  be  as 
easilj  contented:  Toould  liuthave  askadhimto  inquire, 
and  satiny  himsell     But  he  would  not  even  hear  me." 

"  He  will  bear  you  now,  and  with  respect." 

"He  willl"  cried  Waife,  joyously.  "And  if  he 
should  inquire,  and  if  Sophy  should  prove  to  be,  as  I 
have  ever  believed,  his  daughter's  cJiild,  would  he  not 
own,  and  reoeivs,  and  cherish  hert" 

"  Alasi  sir,  do  not  let  me  pain  you;  but  that  is  not 
my  hope.  If,  indeed,  it  should  prove  that  your  son 
deoured  jova  that  Sophy  is  no  way  related  to  him;  if 
she  should  be  the  child  of  peasants ,  bat  of  honest  peas- 
ants,—  vhy,  sir,  that  is  my  .hope,  my  last  hope;  for 
then  I  .would  kneel  once  more  at  your  feet,  and  implore 
yeur  permission  to  win  her  affection  and  ask  her  hand." 

■ "  Whatl  .  Mr,  Darrell  would  eonaent  to  yoor  union 
with  the  child  of  peasants,  and  not  with  his  own 
giandcbildl " 

"  Sir,  sir,  yon  rack  me  to  the  heart;  but  if  you  kpew 
all,  you  would, not  wtmder  to  hear  me  say,  'I  dare  not 
ask  Mr,  Darrell  to  bless  my  union  with  tba  daughtet  of 
Jaq»r  Losely."' 

Waife  suppressed  a  groan,  and  began  to  pace  the  room 
with  disordered  steps, 

"But,"  remraed.  Lionel,  "go  to  Fawley  youraelf. 
Seek  Darrell ;  compare  the  reasons  for  your  belief  wiUi 
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bis  f  ot  ittjeoting  it  At'tliiB  momflnt  his  pride  U  moM 
subdued  ttian  I  hare  ever  known  it.  He  win  go  calmly 
into  the  investigation  of  faots ;  the  truth  will  beoome 
olear.  Sir,  —  dear,  dear  sir,  —  I  am  not  vithont  a 
hope." 

"  A  hope  that  the  ohild  I  hsTe  bo  oherished  shoold 
be  nothing  in  the  woM  to  met " 

"Nothing  to  yoal  Is  memoiy  sneh  a  shadow  — ia 
aSeetion  sooh  a  weathsioodt  ?  Has  the  lore  between 
yon  and  Sophy  been  only  the  inatinot  of  kindred  blood  ? 
Hu  it  not  been  hallowed  by  all  that  makes  age  and 
ohildhood  BO  pure  a  blessing  to  eaoh  other,  rooted  in 
tdals  bOTne  together?  Wen  yon  not  the  first  who 
taught  her  in  wanderings,  in  priTations,  to  see  a  mother 
in  Nature,  and  pray  to  a  Father  whioh  is  in  heaven  7 
Would  all  thiB  be  blotted  ont  of  yoni  sonls  if  she  were 
not  the  ohild  of  that  son  whom  it  ohiUs  yon  to  remem- 
ber ?  Sir,  if  there  be  no  tie  to  replace  the  mere  bond 
of  kindred,  why  have  yon  taken  sneh  vigilant  pains  to 
separate  a  child  from  him  whom  yon  believe  to  be  her 
father?" 

Waife  stood  motionlees  and  voioelees.  This  pa»- 
nonate  appeal  Btraok  him  forcibly. 

«  And,  sir,"  added  Lionel,  in  a  lower,  sadder  tone,  — 
"  can  I  ask  yon,  whose  later  life  has  been  one  sublime 
seU-aaorifioe,  whether  yon  wonld  rather  that  yon  might 
eall  Sophy  grandchild,  and  know  her  wretched,  than 
know  her  bnt  as  the  infant  angel  whom  Heaven  sent  to 
your  side  when  bereaved  and  dest^te,  and  know  also 
that  she  was  happy?  Oh,  William  Loady,  pray  with 
me  that  Sophy  may  not  be  yoor  grandchild.  Her  home 
will  not  be  less  yonr  home,  her  attachment  will  not  less 
replace  to  yon  yonr  lost  son,  —  and  on  yonr  knee  her 
children  may  learn  to  lisp  the  same  prayers  that  you 
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M  will, —  I  will^"  ssslaiiiiAd  Waifs;  uvl  aaakUng 
at  U>  fast  •aditaff;  "ooDW,  — -eonwl  But  Sopby  aboold 
not  Imth  tbat  you  have  been  hera, — that  I  hare  go&e 
Inrajr  irith'foti;  it  might  ut  her  thlntdng,  dreaming, 
hoping,  — all  to  end  in  greater  sonow."  He  basiled 
'out  ef  the  mom  to  eastioti  the  old  woman,  and  to  write 
a'fewhaaty  Ilbea  to  Sophy  herself, —asiuring  her,  on 
'  Usiuoet  eolemn  honor,  that  he  wea  not  now  flying  from 
hei  to  Teeume  hie  Vagrant  life  j  that,  without  fail,  please 
HeavaD,  he  Would  return  that  mght  or  tiie  nevt  day. 

In  a  few  nrinuteshe  reopened  the  room  door,  beokoD* 
ing  ellently  to  Lkmel,  and  then  etole  into  the  quiet  lane 
with  qui«k  st^.   - 
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CHAPTEB  IV. 

Ch^  DBn«Il'«  Tie**  In  tha  inrititfaa  W  WiUM; 

LiomL  had  but  iiuulequatfil;  npieBontod,  for  h«  oould 
bat  imperfeotly  oompnhend  the  profound  impreniiMi 
mvle  upon  Qnj  Durall  bf  Q«0Tg9  Horlej's  diselo- 
aniM.  Himmlf  so  o^bls  of  Belf-BBcrifloe,  Du-nll  wu 
tb»  man  above  all  othen  to  ragud  witli  an  admiring 
KTonnM,  which  partook  of  awe,  a  aelf-immoUtirai  that 
■esmed  almoat  abore  hnmani^, — to  him  who  aet  ao 
lofty  an  estimate  on  good  name  and  fair  tepute.  He  had 
not  only  willinglT  permitted,  but  eTon  urged  Liooel  to 
repair  to  Waife,  and  penoade  &»  old  man  to  eome  to 
Vvwltj.  With  Waife  he  was  prepared  to  enter  into  the 
fall  diamueion  <rf  Sophy's  alleged  parentage.  Bat  «part 
«Ten  from  considentionB  that  tooohed  a  caoie  <rf  per- 
plflxi^  whioh  di«iiu«Aed  himself,  Durell  wu  eager  to 
•ee  and  to  show  homage  to  the  ntSerer,  in  whom  he 
leoogniied  a  hero's  digni^.  And  if  he  had  sent  hj 
LicHiel  no  letter  from  himself  to  Waife,  it  was  onlf 
beoaose,  in  the  exquisite  delicacy  of  feeling  that  be- 
longed to  him,  when  hia  beet  emotions  were  aroaaed, 
he  felt  it  joat  &at  the  whole  merit,  and  Ute  whole 
delight  of  reparation  to  the  wrongs  of  William  Losaly 
ahonld,  witiioat  direot  interpoeititm  of  hia  own,  be  left 
exotnsireljr  to  Gfaarlea  Haughton's  bod.  Thus  far  it 
will  be  acknowledged  that  Qaj  Danell  was  not  one  of 
those  men  who,  (moe  wanned  to  magnanimoua  impnlae, 
•M  cooled  by  a  thrifty  prudenoe  when,  action  grows  oat 
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of  the  impulse.  Qnj  Dairell  oould  not  be  genetooa  b; 
dram  uid  scrapie.  Kot  apt  to  say,  "I  apolt^ize,"  — 
slow  to  Bay,  "I  repent;"  Tery,  very,  very  alow  in- 
deed to  Bay,  "  I  forgive;  "  yet  let  him  once  say,  "  I  re- 
pent," "I  apologize^"  or  "J, forgive,"  and  it  was  said 
with  biB  whole  heart  and  souL 

But  ib  must  ^'>^  ^  supposed  that,  in  avthorising 
Lionel  to  undertake  the  embassy  to  Waife,  or  in  the 
anticipation  of  what  might  pass  between  Waife  and 
himaeU,  eliQald  the  former  oonsenl  to  rerisit  the  old 
hpuw  iXQia  wliich  be  had  been  so  scornfully  driven, 
Danell  had  altraed,  or  dreamed  of  alterii^  one  iota  of 
hie  teeolvea  agaJnBt  a  union  between  Lionel  and  Sopli^. 
True ,  Lionel  had  induced  him  to  aay :  "  Could  it  be  in- 
die^tably  proved  that  no  drop  of  Ja^r  Loeely's  blood 
were  in  this  girl's  Teins,  —  diat  she  were  the  lawful 
obild  of  honest  parents,  faowevei  humble,  —  my  r^ht  to 
stand  between  her  aad  yourself  would  oease,"  But  a 
lawyer's  expertenoe  is  less  credulous  than  a  lover's  hope, 
>aiid  to  Dairdl's  judgment .  it  was  wboUy  improbable 
tbat-auy  honest  paoentB,  however  humble,  should  have 
yielded  their  child  to  a  knave  like  Jasper,  While  it  was 
so  probable  iha,%  his  own  persuasion  was  well  founded, 
and  that  aha  was  Jasper's  daughter,  though  not  Matilda's. 

The  winter  evening  had  dosed.  George  and  Dacrell 
were  conversing  in  the  library.  The  ^me,  of  ooune. 
Was  Waife;  and  Darrell  listened  with  vivid  interest  to 
George's  gtaphic  acoounlaof  the  old  man's  gentle,  play- 
ful humor, — -with  its  vague,  desultory  under-<!urrente 
of'  poetic  fancy  or  subtle  wisdom.  But  when  Geoi;ge 
turned  to. speak  of  Sophy's  endearing,  lovely  nature, 
.and,  though  cautiously,  to  intimate  an  appeal  on  hei 
beJialf  .to  DafteU'a  sense  of  duty,  oi  aoBceptibility  to 
kindly  emotions,  the  proud  nan's  btow  became  knit, 
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and  his  stately  sii  evinced  diepleaaore.  Fortunately, 
just  at  a  moment  when  farther  Toida  might  have  led  to 
a  permanent  coldnese  between  men  so  disposed  to  esteem 
each  other,  they  heaid  the  soond  of  wheels  on  the  fros^ 
gionnd, — the  shrill  bell  at  the' poreh-iloor. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

"Dm  ngilMnd  raeelT»d  in  the  nwaor-hooM  at  VnHtf. 

Tbbt  lamely,  Teiy  feeUy,  declining  Lionel's  um,  but 
leaning  Iieavily  on  his  crutch-stick,  Waife  GTOBsed  ttie 
threahold  of  tiie  msnoi-IiouBe.  George  ^nng  forward 
to  welcome  him.  The  old  man  looked  on  &e  praacher's 
face  with  a  kind  of  wandering  uncertainty  in  his  eye,  and 
Qeorge  saw  that  his  cheek  was  veiy  much  flashed.  He 
limped  on  through  the  hall,  stall  leaning  on  his  stat^ 
George  and  Lionel  at  either  dde.  A  pace  or  two,  and 
there  stood  Darrell.  Did  he,  the  hoet,  not  spring  for- 
ward to  otTer  an  ana,  to  extend  a  hand  1  Ko ;  such  greet- 
ing iu  Darrell  would  have  heen  hut  vulgar  courtei^.  As 
the  old  man's  eye  rested  on  himi,  tiie  superb  gentleman 
bowed  low,  —  bowed  as  we  bow  to  kings. 

They  entered  the  library.  Darrell  mads  a  sign  to 
George  and  Lionel.  They  undeiBtood  ibe  sign,  and  left 
visitor  and  host  alone. 

Lionel  drew  George  into  the  quaint  old  dining-halL 
"I  am  very  uneasy  about  our  dear  friend,"  ha  said,  in 
agitated  accents.  "  I  fear  that  I  haTe  had  too  little  con* 
sidBiation  for  his  yeois  and  his  eensitive  nature,  and  that, 
what  with  the  excitement  of  the  conversation  that  passed 
between  us,  and  the  fatigue  of  the  journey,  his  nerves 
have  broken  down.  We  were  not  half-way  on  the  road, 
and  as  we  had  the  railway  carriage  to  ourselvea,  I  was 
talking  to  him  with  imprudent  eamestnees,  when  he  be- 
gan to  tremble  all  over,  and  went  into  an  hysterical  par- 
oxyam  of  mingled  tears  and  laughter.     I  wished  to  tbop 
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•t  tha  nsxt  station,  but  he  mi  not  kmg  imoTariBg,'ttd 
innated  on  ooming  on.  Still,  u  we  appiouhed  Vkiriej, 
after  mattsring  to  himMlf,  as  far  u  I  could  oatcli  hia 
woidl,  inoohanntly,  he  aank  into  a  haaiy  at«te  of  leth- 
aig7  01  itapor,  restiiig  hia  head  on  my  ahouldei.  It  vaa 
witii  diffleolty  I  loused  him  when  he  entered  the  pftrk." 

"  Poor  old  man, "  said  Qeoige,  fealingly ;  "  no  doabt  the 
quick  anccessiaii  of  Hnotiona  tbtongh  which  he  tua 
lately  paMed  haa  oveicome  >iini  for  the  time.  Bot  the 
wcmt  is  now  past.  His  interriev  with  Darrell  most 
cheer  his  heart  and  soottie  his  spirita;  md  that  interview 
over,  we  most  give  him  all  repose  and  nuising.  But  tell 
me  what  peased  between  yon,  if  ha  waa  very  indignant 
that  I  coold  not  enfier  men  like  yon  and  my  uncle  Alhan 
and  Guy  DaneU,  to  belisTe  him  a  picklock  and  a  thief." 

Lionel  began  his  namtiTe,  but  had  not  proceeded  far 
in  it  before  Darrell's  voice  was  heaid  shouting  load,  and 
the  library  bell  rang  violently. 

They  hurried  into  the  Ubniy,  and  Lionel'n  fears  wen 
Teiifled.  Waife  was  in  strong  convulsions;  and,  as 
tliese  gradually  eeaaed,  and  he  rested  without  etraggle, 
half  on  the  floor,  half  in  Darrell's  arms,  he  was  evident 
nnconacioas  of  all  around  him.  His  eye  was  open,  but 
fixed  in  a  glassy  stare.  The  servaniM  thronged  into  Uie 
nxnn;  one  waa  despatched  instantly  to  snmmon  the 
nearest  medical  practitioner,  "Help  ms — Qeorge-^ 
Litmel,"  said  Danell,  "to  bear  him  upstairs.  IGlls^ 
Ught  UB. "  When  they  reached  the  landing-place,  HiQs 
asked,  "  Which  room,  sir! " 

Darrell  hesitated  an  instant,  then  his  gray  eye  lit  into 
his  dark  fire.  "  Kj  father's  room,  ha  shall  rest  on  my 
father's  bed." 

When  the  sorgeon  arrived,  he  declared  Wufa  to  he  in 
imminent  danger,  —  pressure  on  the  brain.     He  pre- 
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•ttibed  prompt  and  Tigoioua  ramediaa,  which  had  indeed 
baf<ne  the  soigeon's  Arrival  suggested  thomaelves  to,  aod 
been  partly  commenoed  by,  Darrell,  who  bad  gone 
through  too  jo&aj  Torieties  of  experiNVw  to  be  uuTeraed 
in  the  rudimente  of  leen^hcraft.  "  If  I  were  in  my  guest's 
state,"  Baked  Darrell  of  Uie  pnctitumer,  ''  what  would 
yoo  do  t " 

"  Tfll^raph  iofitontly  fgt  Dr.  F ." 

"  Lionel,  —  you  hear  I    Take  my  own  hoiae,  -r  be  will 

carry  you  like  the  wind.     Off  to ~;  it  ia  tba  Bearart 

telegraidi  station. " 

Darrell  did  nor  stir  from  Waife's  bedaid&  «11  that 
anxious  night.  Dr.  F^ arrived  at  morning.  He  ap- 
proved of  all  that  had  been  dons,  but  nevertheless  altered 
the  treatmeiit;  and,  after  staying  some  hours,  said  to 
Darrell;  "  I  am  compelled  to  leave  you  i<a  the  preaent^ 
nor  oould  I  be  of  use  in  staying.  I  bave  giv«D  all  the 
aid  in  my  power  to  Nature,  ~-  we  must  leave'  the  rest  to 
Nature  betaelf.  That  fever,  thoeo  fieroe  bhroee  and 
spasms,  are  but  Kature's  efforts  to  east  off  the  grasp  of 
the  enemy  we  do  not  see.  It  now  depends  on  what  de- 
gree of  rallying  power  be  left  to  the  patient.  Fortu- 
nately his  fraote  is  lobusti  yet  oot  plethodo.  Do  you 
know  his  habitp )  " 

"  I  know,"  answered  Oeoiga,  —  "  mart  temperate, 
most  innocent." 

' "  Then,  with  constant  care,  minute  attentioD  to  siy 
ditecti<»i^  he  may  recover." 

"  If  care  and  attention  can  save  my  guest's  life,  he 
shall  not  die,"   said   DaneU. 

The  physician  looked  at  tiie  speaker's  pale  Eaqe  and 
compressed  lips.  "But,  Mr.  Darrell,  I  must  not  have 
you  on  my  h&nda  too.  You  mast  not  be  out  of  your  bed 
i^ain  tonight." 
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f  CMAiabp'rjHil,^BudO«o^.     "I  sli^  w&t(^'iiklak'>'< 

"  Ho, "  cried  Lionel,  "  that  is  my  poet  too. " 
.  "Pooh!  "  aaid  D&rrell;  ''yonngmen  ao  far  from dexth 
are  mit'such  watchful  eeutmefe  ctgainsti  hiB  stroke  a»  men 
of  my  yeaie,  who  have  seen  him  in  oil  upeota;  and, 
moTeovtir,  baee  indbed  is  the  host  who  desftita  fau  own 
gneet's  aiclwihamber.  Fear  not  for  me,  ]>octor;  no  man: 
needs  sleep  leas  than  I  do." 

Dr.  F-~— I-  slid  his  hand  on  Daii^rs  pulse.  "  Irr^^- 
lar,  —  quick;  but  what  vitality  t  what  power  I  — a  young 
mac's  pulse.  Mi.  Dairell,  many  years  for  yonr  coontiT's' 
service  are  yet  in  these  losty  beats." 

Datrell  breathed  hia  chronic  sigh,  and  taming  back  to 
Waife's  bedside,  said  to  tiie  doctor,  "When  willyoft 
come  again  1  " 

"  Th6  day  aftar  to-morroW." 

When  the  doctor  returned,  Waife  wae  oat  of  imme- 
diate danger.  Nature,  fortified  by  the  "  temperate,  inno- 
cent habitfi  "  which  husband  up  her  powcn^  bad  dislodged, 
at  least  for  a  tamo,  her  enemy;  but  the  attack  was  fol- 
lowed 1^  extreme  debility.  It  was  dear  that  for  days, 
perhaps  even  weeks  to  come,  the  vagrant  must  remain  a 
prisoner  under  Darrell'a  roof-tree. 

Lionel  bad  been  t«o  mindful  of  Sophy'e  anxiet;  to 
select  writing  to  Lady  Montfort  the  day  after  Waife's 
seizure.  But  he  could  not  find  the  heart  to  state  the 
old  maffl'a  danger;  and  with  the  sanguine  tendencies  of 
his  young  nature,  even  when  at  the  worst  he  clung  to 
belief  in  the  best.  He  refrained  from  any  separate  and 
private  communicatioQ  of  Waife's  state  to  Lady  Mont- 
fort,  lest  the  sadness  it  would  not  fail  to  occasion  her 
should  be  perceptible  to  Sophy,  and  lead  her  to  divine 
the  cause.  So  be  contented  himself  with  saying  that 
Waife  had  accompanied  him  to  Mr.  Darrell's  and  would 
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1m  datebad  Own,  bMted  with  dl  kindBMi  and  koDor, 
tat  aome  daya. 

Sophy's  aiiiul  ma  nlievvd  fay  thia  mt«Uig«noe,  btit  it 
filled  her  with  wondar  and  oaojectnn.  That  Waifa, 
who  had  ao  peitinacioaa^  idnaed  to  hnak  Ivead  aa  a 
gnaat  under  any  nun's  roof-tne,  ahonld  be  for  daya  n- 
ouving  the  hoapitality  of  Lionel  Hanf^ton'a  wealtiiy 
and  powerfol  Vitiatna.nj  was  indeed  myatoiiona.  Bat 
whatever  bnnuht  Waife  "^  T^inrmi  thna  in  ouifidMi- 
tial  intaranma,  ooold  not  faot  miav  yet  mora  vividly 
the  hopea  aha  had  been  endeavoring  of  late  to  atiSa. 
And  comlaning  fa^ethei  many  deanUory  leraembranoaa 
of  woida  aacaped  nnawarea  from  Lionel,  fimn  Lady  If  ont- 
fort,  fxHn  Woife  hinuelf ,  the  truth  (of  which  her  native 
acnteneae  had  Iwfore  admitted  glimpaes)  grew  ahnoat 
elear  to  her.  Was  not  Mi.  Damll  ttiat  relatim  to  her 
lost  moUiar  npcai  whom  she  had  daima  not  hitheita 
ooaoededl  Lk>nal  and  Waife  both  wiUi  that  nlalMn 
now.  Siaefy  the  clouds  that  had  reated  on  hei  fntnn 
wsn  admitting  tike  nm  through  their  opening  rent^  — 
and  she  Unified  as  the  caught  its  ray. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

ladhrldMl  coBwmlo—  *n  Uk*  polidcal ;  whn  yoa  ooe*  btfln, 
than  is  DO  tajiag  whan  joa  irill  MopL 

Wai^s's  fint  worda  on  raoovsring  oonacicnuaew  were 
given  to  thoughts  of  Sophy.  He  had  promised  her  to 
tettim,  kt  faitiiert,  the  next  day;  she  would  be  >o  un- 
eMj, — he  must  get  up,  he  msat  go  kt  ones.  When  he 
fonnd  his  ttreogth  would  not  suffer  him  to  rise,  be  ahed 
teaia.  It  wu  only  very  gfadoally  and  at  intorrak  that 
be  became  acquainted  with  th«  length  tnd  Bererity  of 
hia  attack,  or  fully  sensible  that  he  was  in  Darrell's 
house ;  that  that  form,  of  which  he  had  retained  Tagoe, 
dreamy  leminificencea,  banging  over  his  pillow,  wiping 
hia  brow,  and  soothing  him  with  the  sweetest  tones  of 
the  sweet  homan  voice;  that  that  form,  so  genial,  so 
brotherlike,  was  the  man  who  had  ones  commanded  htm 
not  to  sully  with  bis  presence  a  stainless  home. 

All  that  had  passed  within  tha  Isot  few  days  was  ft- 
sally  made  clear  to  him  in  a  short,  unwiteeeaed,  touching 
amversation  ynth  his  host;  after  which,  however,  he 
became  gradually  wotse;  hia  mind  remaining  clear,  tnt 
extremaly  dejected;  hia  bodily  etoength  evidently  sink- 
ing. Dr.  F — —was  again  summoned  in  haste,  ^niat 
great  physician  was,  as  every  great  phyodaQ  should  be, 
a  profound  ^^asopher,  tbtragh  with  a  familiar  ease  ot 
manner,  and  a  light,  off-hand  vein  of  talk,  which  made 
the  philosophy  less  senaibls  to  the  taste  than  any  other 
ingredient  in  hia  pharmacopfflia.  Turning  everybody 
else  out  of  the  room,  he  examined  hia  patient  alone^— 
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aounded  the  old  man'a  vital  organo,  with  ear  and  vitii 
stethoscope,  talked  to  him  now  on  his  feelingB,  now  on 
the  news  of  the  day,  and  then  stepped  out  to  DomlL 

"Something  on  the  heart,  mj  dear  air;  I  can't  get 
at  it;  perhaps  70a  c^'.  tUie  oET  that  Bomething,  and 
Hie  springs  will  react,  and  my  patient  will  soon  recover. 
All'  alxiut  him  sound  as  a  tock  but  the  heart,  that  has 
been  horribly  worried ;  something  worries  it  now.  His 
heart  may  be  seen,  in  his  eye.  Watch  his  aje;  it  ia 
miasing  some  face  itia  accustomed  to  see." 

Danell.  changed  color..  Ha  atok  back  into  Wufs's 
loom,  aod  took  the  old  man's  hand.  Waife  returned 
the  pteaaure,  and  said,  "  I  was  just  praying  for  you, 
and-T-and — I  am  siqkiiig  fast.  Do  not  let  me  die,  sii, 
without  wiabii^  poor  Sophy  a  laat  good-byl " 

Darrell  passed  back  to  the  landing-plaoe  where  Qeoige 
and  Lionel  were  atanding,  while  Dr.  F — : —  was  snatch- 
ing a  hasty  cefi«abment.  in  the  libraiy  befoto  hia  retom 
to  town.     Darrell  laid   bis  hand  on  Lionel's  shoulder. 

".I^ion.el,  jou  must  go  back  to  London  with  Dr.  F . 

loaanot  keep  you  here  longer.     I  want  your  ipom." 

"Sir, "said  Lionel,  aghaat,  "while  Waifa  is  still  >o 
iUI    Yon  cannot  be  thqa  unkind." 

"  Incoqaiderate  ^oliat  t  would,  you  deprive  .the  old  man 
of  a  presence '  dearth  to  bint  than  yonni  Geoijge,  yon 
will  go  too,  but  you  will  return.  Ton  tcdd  me  yester- 
day ^t,  your  wife  was  in  London  for  a  few  days;  as- 
titeatihertoaacompany  you  hither;  entreat  hef  to^brii^ 
with  her  tiie  poor  young  .lady  whom  my  gueat  pinee-  to 
see  at  his  bed^de, —  tite  J\iet  that  Aw  t^e  mimt»," 
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SopHT  is  oome.  She  baa  dosaed  that  iasxoisble  ttuteali- 
old.  8b«  is  a  gueat  in  th«  bouse  which  rejwts  hfr  ^  fli 
danghtei.  She  has  been  theie  some  days.  Waifs  re- 
vived at  the  Gist  sight  of  bet  tsader  face. . .  He  has  left 
hia  bed;  can  moTe  forsomsboura  a  day  ioto  an  adjoiuT 
ing  chamber,  which  has  been  hastily  airangad  for  bix 
loiyate  sittii^ioom;  and^av  walk  its  floon  witba  atep 
that  gfowa  daily  firmer  ia  the  delight  cA  leaaiiig  os' 
Sophy's  ami. 

Since  the  girl's  srriyal,  Daitell  hae  relaxad  bia  watch 
orer  the .  patient.  He  never  now  enters  hia:  {(otBt's 
apartment  withoat  previous  notice;  and,:  by  thstin-: 
oonLBLUiiicablv  iiutinQt  which  paasea  in  households  beri 
tween  one  silent  breast  and  another,  as  by  a  law  eqi|aUy' 
strong  to  attract  or  rspel,  —  here  drawing  together,  there' 
keeping  apart,  though  no  rule  in  either  case  has  beea 
Uid  down,  —  h7  viitae,  I  say,  of  that  stnoge  intalU- 
gence,  Sophy  ie  not  in  the  old  man's  room  when  Darn 
mil  Mitera.  Barely  in  the  tweoty-fboi  hours  do  ttie 
hoetand  tbs  fair  young  guest  enoonnt^.  But  DaireU 
ia  a  quiiok  and  keen  observer.  He  has  seen  enough,  of 
Sophy  to  be  sensible  of  her  charm;  to  penetrat^.into  her 
simple,  natural  lovelinese  of  charscter;  to  feel  a  deep 
interest  in  her,  and  a  atill  deeper  pity  for  Lionel. 
Secluding  himself  as  much  aa  possible  in-  hia  private 
room,  or  ia  his  leafless  woods,  his  Esveriee  inoeaae  ia 
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gloom.  Nothing  nnbenda  bin  moody  brow  like  Fftir- 
thorn'e  flute  or  Fftirthom'e  familiar  aonvwM. 

It  has  been  nid  before  that  Feirtbom  knew  his 
aecreta.  Foirthom  fasd  idoliwd  Caroline  Ljndaa;. 
Fuithom  was  the  only  being  in  the  world  to  wbom 
Gi^  Darrell  could  apeak  of  Carolina  Lyndsay,  —  to 
whom  he  conld  own  the  unconqnerable  but  unforgiving 
love  which  had  twice  driven  him  from  the  social  world. 
Even  to  Fairthom,  of  course,  all  could  not  be  told. 
Darrell  could  not  apeak  of  the  letter  he  had  received 
at  Malta,  npr  of  Caroline's  visit  to  him  at  Fawley;  for 
to  do  so,  even  to  Fairthom,  was  like  a  treaaon  to  the 
dignity  of  the  beloved.  And  Guy  Darrell  might  rail  at 
her  inconstancy,  —  her  heartleasness;  bat  to  boast  that 
ahe  had  lowered  herself  hy  the  piotTete  that  were  dio- 
tit«d  by  tepentULce,  Quy  Darrell  could  not  do  that;  — 
he  was  a  gentleman.  Still  there  was  much  left  to  say. 
He  could  own  that  he  thought  she  would  now  aeoept 
his  hand;  and  when  Fairthom  looked  hi^py  at  that 
thooght,  and  hinted  at  excusee  for  her  former  flcklenen, 
it  waa  a  great  relief  to  Darrell  to  fly  into  a  lage ;  but  if 
the  fluto-player  meanly  turned  round  and  became  himself 
Caroline's  accuser,  then  poor  Fairthom  was  indeed 
frightened,  for  Darrell'a  trembling  lip  or  melancholy 
manner  overwhelmed  the  assailant  with  self-reproach,  and 
sent  him  eidelong  into  one  of  his  hidden  ooveite. 

But  at  this  moment  Fairthom  was  a  support  to  him 
mtder  other  trials,  —  Fairthom,  who  respects  as  he  does, 
ea  no  one  else  ever  can,  the  sanctity  of  the  Darrell  line; 
who  would  shrink  like  himself  from  the  thought  that 
the  daughter  of  Jasper  Losely,  and  in  all  probability 
not  a  daughter  of  Matilda  Danell,  should  ever  be  mis- 
tress of  that  ancestoal  hall,  lowly  uid  ohasnre  and 
Boulderii^  though    it  be,  and   that  ttia  shild  al   a 
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■hupsTi  ft  thisf,  ft  midnight  asniun,  ihoiild  euty  oa 
Ute  liuMgft  of  knights  and  wftmote  in  whoee  atainleaa 
■cutohetuu,  oa  nuny  a  Gothic  tomb  or  orer  the  portali 
of  rained  nstlae,  was  impaled  the  heraldry  of  brides 
ypnmg  from  the  loiiu  of  Lion  Kings.  Darroll,  then, 
doing  fall  jostice  to  all  Sophy's  beauty  and  grace,  purity 
and  goodneM,  waa  more  and  more  tortured  by  the  oon- 
Tiction  that  she  could  never  be  wife  to  the  man  on 
whom,  for  want  of  all  nearer  kindred,  would  devoWe 
the  heriUge  <rf  the  Dsmll  name. 

On  the  other  hand,  Sophy's  feelinga  towards  her  host 
were  almoet  equally  painful  and  embittered.  The  ten- 
derness and  reverence  that  he  had  ahgwed  to  her  beloved 
gnndfather,  the  affecting  gntitude  with  which  Waife 
spok«  of  him,  necessarily  deepened  her  prapoHessioni 
in  bis  bvor  as  Lionel's  kinsman;  and  though  she  saw 
him  so  q)arii^^y,  still,  when  they  did  meet,  she  had  no 
right  to  otmiplftin  of  his  manner.  It  might  be  diatant, 
tacitorn;  but  it  was  gentle,  courteous:  the  manner 
which'  might  be  expected,  in  a  host  of  secluded  habila, 
to  a  youi^  guest  fiom  whose  eympfttbieo  he  was  removed 
by  yean,  but  to  whoee  comforts  he  was  unobtrusively 
considerate,  —  whose  wiahea  wen  delicately  forestalled. 
Yet  was  tiua  all  that  her  imagination  had  dared  to  pic- 
tun  on  entering  tiiose  gray  walls!  Where  was  ttie 
evidence  of  the  relationship  of  which  she  had  dreamed  T 
—  where  a  single  sign  that  she  was  mon  in  that  house 
than  a  mere  guest f  —  when,  alaa!  a  token  that  even 
Lionel  had  named  her  to  his  kinsman,  and  that  for 
Lionel's  sake  that  kinsman  bade  her  welcome!  And 
Litmel,  too,  —  gone  the  very  day  befon  aha  arrived-I 
That  she  learned  incidentally  from  the  servant  who 
showed  her  into  her  room.  Qone,  and  not  addressed 
a  line  to  herself,  though  bat  to  condole  with  hex  cm  hez 
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gtandMhn's  illii«aB,  or  ooi^itBtnlBte  her  tlurt  tiie  illn«§B 
bad  spued  the  life!  She  felt  wounded  to  the  v«ry  eote. 
Ab  Waife's  progreaeiTe  leatoration  allowed  her  dKnighta 
more  to  revert  to  so  many  causes  for  pain  and  pflrpleuty, 
the  myrtet;  of  all  connected  with  her  own  md  Waife's 
aojoom  under  that  roof  baffled  her  attempto  at  coigee- 
tnre.  The  old  man  did  not  Tolunteer  explanations. 
Timidly  die  questioned  him;  but  his  nerves  yet  were 
BO  Unstrung,  and  her  queationa  so  evidently  harassed 
him,  ttiat  she  only  once  made  that  attempt  to  satisfy  her 
own  bewilderment,  and  smiled  as  if  contented  when  he 
said,  after  a  long  pause:  "  Patienoe  yet,  my  child;  let 
me  get  a  little  stronger.  You  see  Mr.  Darrell  will  not 
suffer  me  to  talk  with  him  on  matters  that  must  be  dis- 
cussed with  him  before  I  go;  and  then — and  (hen— 
Patience  till  then,  Sophy." 

Neither  George  nor  his  wife  gave  her  any  clew  to  tiie 
inquiries  that  preyed  upon  her  mind.  The  latter,  a 
kind,  excellent  woman,  meekly  devoted  to  her  husband, 
either  was,  oi  affected  to  be,  in  ignorance  of  the  oausei 
that  had  led  Waife  to  I^wley,  save  very  generally  that 
Darrell  hod  once  wronged  him  by  an  erring  judgment, 
and  had  hastened  to  effikce  that  wrong.  And  then  she 
kissed  3oph7  fondly,  and  told  her  that  brighter  days 
were  in  store  for  the  old  man  and  herself.  George  said 
with  more  authori^, — the  authorify  of  the  prieat, — 
"Ask  no  questions.  Time,  that  aolves  all  riddles,  is 
hurrying  on,  and  Heaven  directs  its  movements." 

Her  very  heart  was  shut  up,  except  where  it  could 
ghsh  forth  —  nor  even  then  with  full  tide  —  in  letters 
to  Xiady  Montfort.  Caroline  had  heard  from  Qeoige's 
wife,  with  intense  emotion,  that  Sophy  was  gammoned 
to  Darrell's  house,  the  gravity  of  Waife's  illness  being 
conaidentely  Buppreesed.      Lady  Montfort   could  but 
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)  fhst  Danell'a  conTiotiona  h&d  been  ^wken,  —•■ 
his  resolutions  softened;  thst  he  soo^t  sn  ezenea  to 
SM  Sopby,  and  judge  of  her  bintMll  Under  Uiie  im- 
pTMuon,  in  parting  wiUi  her  joong  charge,  Caioline 
beaanght  Sophjr  to  write  to  her  eonstantlf  and  fruiklf . 
Sophj  felt  an  inezpreaaible  relief  in  this  coneapondence. 
Bat  Lady  Uontfoit  in  her  replies  was  not  more  com- 
fflonicatiTe  than  Waife  or  the  Morleys,  only  she  se«mad 
more  tboughtfnlly  anxious  that  3o[^y  should  devote 
heraelf  to  titt  task  of  propitiating  bet  boet'a  afieotiona. 
She  urged  her  to  try  and  break  through  his  reserve ;  see 
more  of  him,-'— as  if  that  were  possible  I  J^d  her  let- 
ten  were  more  filled  with'  questions  about  Darrell,  than 
even  with  admonitiana  and  soothinga  to  Sophy.  The 
lettBTB  tiiat  arrived  at  Fawley  were  bron^t  in  a  bag 
which  Darrell  opened;  but  Sophy  noticed  that  it  was 
with  a  peculiar  eompreasion  of  lip,  and  a  mariced 
change  of  color,  that  he  had  ootioed  the  handwriting 
on  Lady  Montfbrt's  flnit  letter  to  her,  and  that  after 
diat  first  time  her  lettera  were  not  enclosed  in  the  bag, 
bnt  came  apart,  and  were  never  again  given  to  bar  by 
ber  boat. 

Thna  passed  days  in  which  Sophy's  time  was  spent 
chiefly  in  Waife's  sick-room.  But  now  he  is  r^aining 
strength  hourly.  To  his  sitting-room  oomes  George 
frequently  to  relieve  Sophy's  watch.  There,  onoe  a 
day,  cornea  Gny  DoitbU,  and  what  then  passed  between 
the  two  men  none  witneeeed.  In  these  home  Waife 
insistMl  upon  Sophy's  going  forth  for  air  and  exercise. 
She  is  glad  to  steal  out  alone,  —  steal  down  by  the  banks 
of  the  calm  lake,  or  into  the  gloom  of  the  moumful 
woods.  Here  she  not  nnfrequentiy  encounters  Fair- 
thom,  who,  having  takaA  more  than  ever  to  the  flute^ 
is  driven  more  than  ever  to  out-door  ramUes ;  for  he  has 
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-beeii  eMttioned  not  to  indulge  in  his  nnlodioQa  naevnt 
irithiii  dooia  leat  he  dieturb  the  patient. 

Fkirthom  and  Soph;  thus  made  aegnalntanee,  distant 
and  dtj  at  flnt  m  both  sides;  bat  it  gradually  becwme 
more  frank  and  ootdial.  Fairtliom  had  an  object  not 
altogether  {riendly  in  enoonnging  tiiis  intimacy.  He 
thoi^ht,  poor  man,  HuX  he  should  be  enabled  to  extoaot 
from  Sophy  some  reTelationa  of  ber  early  life  which 
wonld  elucidate,  not  in  faror  of  ber  aaaerted  olaims,  tbs 
mystery  that  bung  upon  her  paiantago.  But  had  Diek 
Fairthorn  bean  the  astutest  of  diplomatists,  in  tiiifl  hope 
he  would  have  been  equally  disappointed.  Sophy  had 
nothing  to  communioata.  Her  ingeDUousness  utterly 
baffled  Uw  poor  flute-player.  Out  of  an  innoeent,  un- 
oonsoious  kind  of  apite,  on  ceasing  to  piy  into  Sophy's 
descent,  he  began  to  enlarge  upon  &e  dignity  of  Dar- 
rell's.  He  inflicted  on  ber  the  long-winded  genealogical 
memoir,  &&  recital  of  which  had,  on  a  pravious  occssioii, 
■o  nearly  driven  Lionel  Haughton  from  Fawley.  He 
took  h«  to  see  the  antiquaiy's  gnve ;  he  spoke  to  her, 
as  they  stood  there,  of  Darrell'a  ambitions  boyhood,  — 
bis  arid,  laborious  manhood;  his  detormination  to  re- 
store  the  fallen  line ;  the  very  vow  be  had  made  to  the 
father  he  had  so  pityingly  revered.  He  sought  to  im- 
loess  OD  her  the  oonsciooeneBs  that  she  was  the  guest  of 
one  who  belonged  to  a  race  with  whom  spotleas  honor 
was  the  all  in  all ;  and  who  had  gone  through  life  with 
bitter  sorrows,  but  reverencing  that  race,  and  vindioat- 
ing  that  honor.  Fairthotn's  eye  would  tremble;  his 
eyes  flash  on  her  while  be  talked.  She,  poor  child, 
oould  not  divine  why ;  but  she  felt  that  be  was  ai^ty 
with  hsr,  —  ^leaking  at  her.  In  fact,  Fairthom's 
prickly  tongue  was  on  the  barbed  point  of  exclaiming : 
"  And  bow  dare  you  foirt  yourself  into  this  unsullied 
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lineage,  — how  dare  70a  think  Uut  ttw  dead  vonld  &oi 
turn  in  their  gmves,  ere  they  would  nuke  room  in  the 
nnlt  of  the  DBnelle  for  the  dsngbter  of  m  Jaapei 
Loaelyl "  But  though  ahe  could  not  oonoein  the  mu- 
Bieitrn's  oorert  meaning  in  then  heraldic  diaeounes, 
Sophy,  with  a  justneas  of  diacriminatioB  that  must  have 
been  intnitive,  sepaist«d  from  the  more  faatastio  deo- 
lamatione  of  the  grotesque  genealogiat  that  which  waa 
genuine  and  pathetic  in  the  aingte  image  of  the  laat 
descendant  in  a  long  and  gradually-falling  nee,  lifting 
it  up  once  more  into  power  and  note  on  toiling  ahool- 
ders,  and  standing  on  the  verge  of  age,  with  &a  melan- 
choly consciousness  that  the  effort  waa  suoeeasful  only 
tot  his  fleeting  life;  that,  with  all  hie  gold,  with  all  hia 
fame,  the  hope  which  had  achieved  alike  tile  gold  and 
the  fame  was  a  lying  mockeiy,  and  that  name  and  raee 
would  perish  with  himself,  when  the  earth  yawned  for 
him  beside  the  antiquary's  grave.  And  these  ieeitaU 
made  her  conceive  a  more  soft  and  tender  interest  !& 
Guy  Darrell  than  she  had  befme  admittedj  they  ao- 
eounted  for  the  moumfnlness  on  his  brow;  they  Insaened 
her  involuntary  awe  of  that  stateliness  of  bearing  whioh 
before  had  only  chilled  her  as  th«  evidence  of  pride. 

While  Fairthom  and  Bophy  thna  matured  aoqnaint- 
ance,  Darrell  and  Waife  were  drawing  closer  and  closer 
to  each  other.  Oertainly  no  one  would  be  jnedisposed 
to  suspect  any  congeniality  of  taste,  intellect,  ezperienee, 
or  emotion,  between  two  men  whose  lives  hod  been  ao 
widely  diSerent,  —  in  whose  faults  or  merita  Hm  ordi- 
nary observer  would  have  seen  nothing  Im(  antagonism 
and  conbast.  Unquestionably  their  characters  were 
strikingly  dissimilar,  yet  there  was  tint  in  eaeh  whidt 
tile  other  recognised  as  familiar  to  his  own  nature. 
Each  hod  been  the  victim  of  hia  heart;  eaAh  had  pawed 
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OTsr  th«  plough&haie  of  Bslf-sacrifioe.  Durell  had 
offered  ap  liis  youth, — Waife  hie  sgs;  Dazrell  to  a 
Akthet  and  the  ustequiting  dead,  —  Waits  to  a  eon  whose 
life  had  become  his.  tenoi.  To  one  man,  »xmb  had 
been  an  Mol ;  to  the  other,  name  had  been  a  weed  caat 
away  into  the  miie.  To  the  one  man,  nsjoyous,  evan- 
eooent  gkfff,. —  to  the  other,  a  shame  that  had  been 
home  with  a  apwtave  oheerfulneas,  danhed  into  sorrow 
only  when  the  world's  contumely  threatened  to  despoil 
affection  of  its  food.  But  there  was  something  akin  in 
ttwii  joint  experienea  of  earthly  vanities,  —  ao  little 
solace  in  worldly  honors  to  the  triumphant  orator;  m> 
little  of  misery  to  the  vagrant  mime  while  his  conaoienoe 
mutely  appealed  to  Haaven  from  the  verdict  of  hia  kind. 
AAd,  as  beneath  all  the  levity  and  whim  of  the  man 
reared  and  nurtured,  and  fitted  by  his  characteriatic  t«n- 
denaies,  to  view  life  through  its  humors,  not  through  its 
pUeiofla,  there  sMll  ran  a  deep  undereurrent  of  grave 
and  earnest  intellect  and  feeling, —r  so  too,  amidst  tha 
severer  and  statelier  texture  of  the  once  ambitious,  labo- 
rloue  mind,  whiidi  had  conducted  Darrell  to  renown; 
amidst  all  that  gathered-up  intensity  of  passion,  which 
admitted  no  oomedy  into  sorrow,  and  saw  in  love  hut 
the  aspect  of  fate;  amidst  all  this  lofty  seriousness  of 
soul,  there  was  yet  a  vivid  capaci^  of  enjoyment, — 
those  fine  aensibilitiefl  to  the  pleaeuiable  sun-rays  of  life, 
whifih  are  constitational .  to  all  qeniub,  no  matter  how 
giave  ite  vocatitoa.  True,  affliction  at  last  may  duU 
them,  aa  it  dulla  all  else  that  wa  took  from  Xature  when 
she  equi{^>ed.aB  for  life.  Yet,  in  tha  mind  of  Darrell, 
affliction  had  shattered  the  things  most  gravely  coveted, 
even  .more  than  it  had  marred  its  perceptive  acknowl- 
edgment of  the  sympathies  between  fancies  that  move  to 
emiles,  and  tttoughts  that  hequeath   solemn  leaaona,  ei 
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awlt  to  DO  idle  teus.  Had  Darrell  been  plamd  uniAft 
the  eircniiurtuicea  that  make  bappy  the  homes  of  euneU 
men,  Darrell  would  have  been  miithlul;  hsd'Waife 
been  placed  amongst  tiie  ciTcnmstances  that  cono^ntiatB 
talent,  and  hec^  round  life  Witii  trained  thiekaets  and 
belting  laurnls,  Waife  would  have  been  graTa. 

It  iras  not  in  the  earlier  oonferencea  that  took  plaoe 
in  Waife'e  apftrtment'that  the  anlqect  vhioh  had  led  tiie 
old  man  to  Fawlej  was  brou^t  into  dismuaioD.  When 
Waife  bad  sought  to  introdnce  it— when,  after  Sophy's 
anlTal,  he  had  looked  wiettnlly  into  DureU'a'  face, 
striTlng  to  lead  thete  the  impreseion  she  had  cieated 
and,  oneble  to  discorer,  had  begun,  with  tiemnlous 
accents,  to  reopen  the  cftuse  that  weighed  on  him  — 
Danell  stopped  him  at  once.  "Hush, — not  yet;  re- 
member that  it  was  in  the  very  moment  you  first 
broached  this  sorrowful  topic,  on  arriving  here,  and 
perceived  how  different  &o  point  of  view  from  which 
we  two  must  regard  it,  that  your  ilerves  gd<re  way, — 
your  inness  rushed  on  you.-  Wait,  not  only  till  yen 
are  stronger,  bat  till  we  know  each  other  better.  This 
snbject  is  oie  that  it  bectnnee  as  to  treat  with  all  tiie 
strength  of  our  reason;  with  all  the  calm  which  either 
can  impose  upon  the  feelings  that  ruffle  judgment.  At 
present,  talk  we  of  all  matters  except  that,  which  I 
promise  you  shall  be  fairly  discussed  at  last." 

Darrell  found,  however,  that  his  most  effective  diver- 
sion from  the  suliqect  connected  with  Sophy  was  throu|^ 
anotber  channel  in  the  old  man's  affections,  hopes,  and 
fears.  George  Morley,  in  repeating  the  conversation  he 
had  ovBrheard  between  Waife  and  Jasper,  had  naturally, 
while  clearing  the  father,  sobiewhat  softened  the  bravado 
and  cynicism  of  the  son's  language,  and  more  than  some- 
what brightened  the  tonehel  of  natural  feeling  1^  which 


.y  Google 


tn  WHAT  WILL  El  DO   WITH  IT-? 

Ab  bmndo  and  cynioinn  bad  been  aUenutad.  And 
Damll  had  aufScieat  magnanimity  to  conqosr  the  npng- 
nance  with  whioh  he  approached  a  maaa  associated  witti 
io  many  daric  and  hateful  memories,  and,  avoiding  a« 
niiieh  «s  possible  distinot  reference  to  Ja^r's  past  life, 
to  court  a  consultation  on  the  chances  of  saving  from  the 
wont  the  life  that  yet  remained.  With  whom  else,  in- 
deed, than  Jasper's  father  oould  Darrell  so  properly  and 
so  nnieserredlj  disouss  a  matter  in  whioh  tfieir  interest 
and  (heir  feu  wei«  in  common!  As  thongh  he  wei« 
rendering  some  oompensatton  to  Waife  for  tiie  dis^t- 
pointment  ha  would  experience  when  Sophy's  claims 
came  to  bs  discussed,  —  if  he  could  assist  in  relievii^t 
the  old  man's  mind  as  to  the  ultimate  fate  of  the  son  ftn 
whom  he  had  made  bo  grand  a  sacrifice,  Darrell  spoke  to 
Waife  aomewhat  in  detail  of  the  views  with  whioh  he 
had  instructed  Colonel  Morley  to  find  out  and  to  tieat 
with  Jasper.  He  heard  from  the  Colonel  almost  daily. 
Alban  had  not  yet  discovered  Jasper,  nor  even  aucoeeded 
in  trading  Mrs.  Crsne.  Bat  an  account  of  Jasper's  wild 
farewell  visit  to  that  den  of  thieves,  from  wfaioh  he  had 
issued  safe  and  triumphant,  had  reached  the  ears  of  a 
detective  employed  by  the  Colonel,  and  on  toleiably 
good  terms  with  Cutts ;  and  it  was  no  small  oomftnt  to 
know  that  Jasper  had  finally  broken  with  Utoae  mis- 
creant comrades,  and  had  never  again  been  seen  in  their 
hannts.  As  Arabella  had  introduced  herself  to  Alban 
by  her  former  name,  and  neither  he  nor  Darrell  was 
acquainted  with  that  she  now  bore,  and  as  no  questions 
<m  the  subject  could  he  put  to  Waife  during  the  earlier 
stages  of  his  illness,  so  it  was  sevonl  days  before  the 
Colonel  had  socceeded  in  tracing  her  oat  as  Mrs.  Ciane 
of  Podd^  Place,  —  a  disoovery  effected  by  «  distant 
(elation  to  whom  he  had  beeo  Fefened  «t  tbo  bmons 
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Hhool  ot  which  AiabelU  h«d  been  the  pride,  and  iA» 
WW  CO  donbt  the  owner  of  those  eheepeldii  MOftont* 
booka  hj  which  the  poor  grim  wonutn  had  once  Tunlj 
sought  to  bribe  Jasper  into  honest  work.  Bnt  the  house 
in  Fodden  Place  was  shut  ap,  —  not  a  soul  in  ohaige  oi 
it,  The  hoosee  imnwdiatel;  adjoining  it  were  tenant- 
leas.  The  Colmel  learned,  however,  from  a  female  ser- 
Tant  in  an  opposite  house,  tbai  seTeral  days  ago  she  had 
seen  a  tall,  powaifnl-looking  mac  enter  Mrs.  Gnne'a 
street-door;  tiiat  she  had  not  eaen  him  quit  it;  that, 
some  evenings  aftwwaida,  as  this  servant  was  dosing  up 
the  houae  in  which  she  served,  ehe  had  remarked  a  la^ 
private  osiriage  driving  away  from  Hra.  Crane's  dooi ; 
tiiat  it  was  too  dark  to  see  who  were  in  the  carriage,  but 
she  had  notieed  a  woman  whom  she  felt  fully  sure  was 
Mra.  Crane's  servant,  Bridgett  Gregga,  on  the  box  beside 
the  coachman. 

Albon  had  been  to  the  agent  employed  by  Mrs.  Crane 
in  the  letting  of  her  houses,  but  had  not  tibere  ^ined 
any  information.  The  Colonel  believed  that  Mrs.  Crane 
had  aoooeeded  in  removing  Jaqier  from  London,  — 
had,  perhaps,  accompanied  him  abroad.  If  with  her, 
at  all  events  for  the  pnaent  he  was  safe  from  &a 
■tings  of  want,  and  with  one  who  had  sworn  to  save 
him  from  his  own  guilty  ssU.  If,  however,  still  in 
England,  Alban  had  no  doubt,  sooner  or  later,  to  hunt 
'  him  Qp. 

Upon  the  whole,  this  ooqjeatnral  information,  though 
unsatisfactory,  allayed  much  anxie^,  Darrall  made  ttie 
most  of  it  in  his  representations  to  Waifs.  And  the  old 
man,  as  we  know,  wss  ons  not  hard  to  oomfort,  never 
quarrelling  irrevocably  with  hope. 

And  now  Waife  is  rapidly  recovering.  Danell,  after 
■pending  the  greater  part  of  several  d^ys,  intent  upon 
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a^Uiid  «{  study 'from  vliich'he  had  been  estxanged  tot 
manj  yeaiB,  takes  to  frequent  abeencea  for  the  whole 
day;  goea  up  to  London  by  the  earliest  train,  —  comee 
beck  t^  the  latest.  George  Morley  also  goes  to  London 
tea  a  few  hours.  Darreil,  on  returning,  does  not  allude 
to  the  boainess  which  took  him  to  the  metrapolis; 
neither  does  Qeoige,  but  the  latter  seemif  unosnslly 
animated  and  excited.  At  length,  after  one  of  these 
exctusious,  ao  foreign  to  his  liabita,  he  and  Geoi^  enter 
together  the  old  man's  apartment  not  long  before  the 
early  hour  at  wbioh  the  conveleecent  retires  to  rest. 
Sophy  was  seated  on  the  footstool  at  Waife's  knee,  read- 
ing the  Bible  to  him,  hia  hand  resting  lightly  on  her 
bended  head.  The  sight  touched  botli  George  and  Dar- 
reil; but  Darreil  of  the  two  was  the  more  affected. 
What  young,  pare  voice  eball  read  to  Am  the  Book  of 
Hope  in  the  evening  of  lonely  aget  Sophy  started  in' 
some  confusion,  and  aa,  in  quitting  the  room,  she  passed 
by  Darreil,  he  took  her  hand  gently,  and  scanned  her  fea- 
tures more  deliberately,  mote  earnestly  than  he  had  ever 
yet  seemed  to  do;  then  he  sighed  and  dropped  the  hand, 
omrmuring,  "  Pardon  me."  Was  he  seeking  to  read  in 
tiiat  fair  face  some  likeness  to  the  Darreil  lineamentet 
If  he  had  found  it,  what  then}  But  when  8ophy  was 
gone,  Darreil  came  straight  to  Waife  witii  a  cheerful 
brow,  —  with  a  kindling  eye. 

"  William  Losely,"  said  be. 

"  Waife,  if  you  please,  sir,"  interrapted  the  old  man. 

"William  Loeely,"  repeated  Darreil,  'justice  seeka 
to  repair,  so  far  as,  alasl  it  now  can,  the  wrotlgs  inflicted 
on  the  name  of  William  loosely.  Tour  old  friend  Alban 
%[orley  supplying  me  with  the  notes  he  bad  made  in  the 
matter  of  your  trial;  I  arranged  the  evidence  they  fur- 
nibbed,     The  Secretary  for  the  Home  Department  is  one 
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fff  my  moat  intinute  poUfeioil  friends,  — a  tnatl  of 
humaiiity,  of  sense.  I  placed  that  evidence  before  him. 
I,  Qet^e,  and  Mr.  Hartopp,  saw  him  aftei  he  bad 
perused  it  —  " 

"My  — son,  —  Lizzy's  son  I" 

*  His  BAont  vill  be  kept.  The  question  was  not  who 
committed  the  act  for  which  you  suffered,  but  whether 
ytm  were  clearly,  inoontestably,  innocent  of  the  act,  and 
in  pleading  guilty,  did  but  sublimely  bear  the  penalty  of 
another.  There  will  he  no  new  trial,  —  there  are  none 
who  would  prosecute.  I  bring  back  to  you  the  Queen's 
free  pardon  under  the  Great  Besl.  I  should  expldn  to 
you  that  tJiis  form  of  the  royal  grace  ia  so  rarely  giTen 
that  it  needed  all  the  strei^th  and  affecting  ciroumstanca 
of  your  peculiar  case  to  justify  the  Home  8eci;etat7  in 
listening,  not  only  to  the  interest  I  could  taing  to  bear 
in  your  favor,  but  to  his  own  humane  inclinaMcuu. 
The  pardon  under  the  Great  Seal  differs  from  an  ordinaiy 
pardon.  It  purges  the  blood  from  the  taint  of  faloi^, 
—  it  remits  all  the  civil  disabilities  which  the  mere 
expiry  of  a  penal  sentence  does  not  remove.  In  short, 
as  applicable  to  yoor  case,  it  becomes  virtually  a  complete 
and  formal  ^testation  of  your  innocence.  Albon  Morley 
will  take  caie  to  apprise  those  of  your  old  friends  who 
may  yet  survive,  of  that  revocation  of  unjust  obloquy 
which  this  royal  deed  implies,  —  Alban  Morley,  who 
would  turn  his  back  on  the  highest  noble  in  Britain  if 
but  guilty  of  some  jockey  trick  on  the  turfl  Live 
henceforth  openly,  and  in  broad  daylight  if  you  please; 
and  troat  to  us  three,  — the  Soldier,  the  lawyer,  the 
Churchman  to  give  to  this  paper  that  value  which  your 
sovereign's  advisers  intend  it  to  receive." 

"Your  hand  now,  dear  old  friendl"  cried  George. 
'You  remember  I  commanded  you  <aioe  to  take  mine 


.y  Google 


476  WHAT  WILL  BE  DO  WTIH  IT? 

■■  nun  and  gsntlwitBii,  —  u  man  and  gentleinui ,  no v 
hoQor  me  vith  yonn." 

"  Is  it  poaaiUe  t "  {altered  Waife,  one  hand  in  QeoigB's, 
the  other  extended  in  imploring  appeal  to  Dartell  — 
"  is  it  poeaible  t  I  yindimted  —  I  cleared  —  and  yet  no 
felon's  dock  for  Jasper  I  ~-tbe  son  not  criminated  by  tlie 
father's  acquittal!    Tell  me  that  I  —  again,  again  I  " 

"It  IB  ao,  believe  me.  All  that  ceafa  ia  to  foioe  on 
that  eon,  if  he  have  a  human  heart,  the  oonTictioti  that 
he  will  be  iroise  than  a  pairicide  if  he  will  not  aave 
hinuelf." 

"  And  he  will,  —he  shall.  Oh,  that  I  could  but  get 
at  him,"  exclaimed  the  preacher. 

"  And  now,"  said  Danell,  —  "now,  George,  leave  us; 
for  now,  upon  equal  terms,  we  two  fathera  can  diwuia 
family  differences." 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

Bopliy'fl  dftlm  ezimiiiBd  *ft^  cuiTiMsd. 

"  I  TAKB  thie  moment,"  Boid  Darrell,  -wiuta  Utt  slotw 
with  Waife  (ah,  reader,  let  tu  keep  to  that  iamiliai 
nameto  thelaBtl)  — "I  take  this  moment,"  said  Damll, 
"  the  fiiBt  moment  in  which  you  oui  feel  thoroughly 
anured  that  no  prejudice  againat  youtseU  douda  my 
judgment  in  reference  to  her  whom  you  beliere  to  be 
your  giandohild,  to  commence,  and  I  tnist  to  oonolude 
foraTer,  the  eu>^ect  which  twice  brought  you  within 
these  walla.  On  the  night  of  your  recent  airiTal  her*, 
you  gave  me  this  copy  of  a  Frenchwoman's  declaration,  to 
the  effect  that  two  infants  had  been  plaoed  out  with  her 
to  nurse ;  that  one  of  them  was  my  poor  daughter's  in- 
fant, who  was  about  to  be  taken  away  from  her ;  that  the 
othex  was  confided  to  hei  by  its  parent,  a  French  lady, 
whom  she  speaks  of  as  a  very  liberal  and  distinguished 
pweoD,  bat  wfaoae  name  is  not  stated  in  the  papar." 

Waitk.  — "  The  confeiaion  deaoribes  that  lady  as  aa 
artiita;  dietingniahed  artitts  is  the  azpresaion,  — 
namely,  a  profeesional  person,  a  painter,  an  actiow,  a 
ainger,  or  — " 

Daebbll  (dryly). —"An  opera-dancer  I  I  ondet- 
stand  the  French  word  perfectly.  And  I  presume  the 
name  is  not  mentioned  in  the  document,  from  motivea 
ot  delicacy ;  the  child  of  a  dlstlngnished  l^nch  am»t4 
is  not  necessarily  bom  in  wedlock.  But  this  lady  waa 
very  grateful  to  the  nurse  for  Uis  care  shown  to  her 
infant,  who  was  very  sickly;  and  promised  to  take  tiw 
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nnne,  and  the  nnne's  hiuband  also,  into  her  Beiriee. 
The  nuiae  states  that  she  herself  was  veiy  poor;  that 
the  lady's  offer  appeared  to  her  like  a  pennauent  pro- 
visioD;  that  the  life  of  this  arti*te'a  infant  was  of  Uia 
utmost  value  to  her,  —  the  life  of  my  pooi  daughter's 
child  of  oompaiative  inaigniScance.  But  the  infant  of 
the  artiste  died,  and  the  nurse's  husband  put  it  into  his 
wife's  head  to  tell  yoni  son  (then  a  widower,  aad-who 
had  sees  so  little  of  his  child  as  to  be  easily  daoeiTed) 
that  it  was  hia  infant  who  died.  The  nurse  shwtly 
afterwards  renwred  to  Paris,  taking  with  her  to  ttie 
aitiiitt'a  house  tite  child  who  in  reali^  whs  my 
daughter's." 

"  It  seems  very  probable,  does  it  not, — doasitnott" 
■aid  the  ex-comedian,  eagerly. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  replied  the  ex-Uwyer,  *  very  prob- 
able that  a  witness,  entering  intb  court  with  the  confes- 
sion  of  ooe  villaaous  falsehood,  would  hare  little  scruple 
to  tell  another.  But  I  proceed.  This  rich  and  liberal 
artuta  dies;  the  nurse's  consolence  then  suddenly 
awakene, ' — she  sees  Mr.  Hammond,  she  infomu  him  of 
the  fraud  she  has  practised.  A.  lady  of  rank,  who  had 
known  Matilda,  and  had  seen  both  the  infante  when  both 
were  Hying  lUideT  tiie  nurse's  charge,  and  observed  them 
more  attentively  than  your  son  had  done,  oonoborates  the 
woman's  story,  stating  that  the  artiat^t  diUd  had  dark 
eyes  instead  of  blue;  that  the  aftwto  herself  was  never  de- 
oaived,  —  but,  having  taken  a  great  fancy  to  ttte  ^uiioua 
infant,  was  willing  to  receive  and  cherish  it  as  hu  own; 
and  that  die  knows  seveial  persons  who  will  depose  Utat 
they  heard  ttie  artitte  say  that  the  child  was  not  hw 
own.  On  this  evidenoe  your  son  takes  to  himself  this 
child,  —  and  this  child  is  your  Sophy,  —  and  you  wish 
me  to  acknowledge  her  as  my  daughter's  olbpriag.     Do 
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not  look  me  m  emeotl^  in  the  -bee,  my  detr  nttf  re* 
speoted  guest.  It  was  when  you  read  in  my  face,  vhai 
my  lipa  shnnk  from  uttering,  that  your  emotiona  over- 
oame  you  ittength,  and  your  very  mind  deserted  jon. 
TSow,  be  firmer.  Your  Sophy  has  no  need  of  me,  — ohe 
it  under  your  charge,  and  your  name  is  cleared.  Bhe 
has  fomid  a  friend  —  a  protectreas  —  in  her  own  aez. 
Lady  Hontfoit'a  rank  girea  to  her  a  position  in  the 
world  as  high  as  I  could  offer ;  and  as  to  mere  peonnisry 
proriaionfoT  her,  make  your  mind  easy,  —  it  shall  be  se- 
cured.  But  bear  with  me  when  I  add,  resolutely  and 
calmly,  that  this  nurse's  attestation  is  to  me  a  grosser 
and  poorer  attempt  at  imposture  than  I  had  antioipatsd; 
and  I  am  amaced  that  a  sun  of  yoor  abilitiee  should  hare 
been  contented  to  accept  it" 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Darrell,  don't  aay  sol  It  was  such  a  bless- 
ing to  think,  when  my  son  was  lost  to  me,  that  I  might 
fill  up  the  Toid  in  my  heart  with  an  innocent,  loving 
child.  Don't  talk  of  my  abilities.  If  yon,  whose 
abilities  none  can  question,  —  if  you  had  longed  and 
yearned  for  such  a  comforter;  if  you  had  wished  — if 
yoQ  wished  now  this  tale  to  be  true,  you  would  have 
helieTed  it  too ;  you  would  believe  it  now,  —  you  would, 
indeed.     Two  men  look  so  differently  at  the  same  story, 

—  one  deeply  interested  that  it  should  be  tme ;  one  d** 
tennined,  if  possible,  to  find  it  false.     Is  it  not  sot " 

Darrell  smiled  slighUy,  but  oould  not  be  induced  to 
assent  even  to  so  general  a  proposition.  He  felt  as  if  he 
Wer«  pitted  against  a  counsel  who  would  take  advantage 
of  every  concession. 

Waife  continued.  *  And  whatever  seems  most  im- 
probable in  this  confession  is  rendered  probable  at  once 

—  if  —  if  —  we  may  assume  that  my  unhappy  son, 
tempted  by  the  desire  to  —  to  —  " 
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"  Spare  jonnelf;  lunderstand,— if  70111BIH1  wiifaadto 
ctittiii  bU  wife's  fortune,  end  thenfore  connived  at  the 
exohange  of  tiie  io&ntc,  and  wai  theMfora,  too,  enabled 
always  to  corroborate  the  story  of  ttie  ezohange  wheaever 
it  Buited  bim  to  reclaim  the  infanti  I  grant  this, — and  I 
gmnt  that  the  coujectuie  is  enfficiently  plausible  to 
justify  you  in  attaching  to  it  much  weight.  We  will 
allow  that  it  was  bis  interest  at  one  time  to  npreeent 
his  child,  though  living,  aa  no  more ;  but  yon  muat  allow 
also  that  be  would  hare  deemed  it  his  interest,  later, 
to  faaten  npon  me,  as  my  daughter's,  a  child  to  whom 
she  never  gave  birth.  Here  we  entangle  ounelves  in  a 
contxoveray  without  data,  without  facts.  Let  us  doae 
it.  Believe  what  you  please.  Why  should  I  shake 
convictions  that  render  yon  happy  t  Be  equally  for- 
bearing with  me.  I  do  full  justice  to  your  Sophy's 
charming  qualities.  In  herself,  tbe  proudest  parent 
might  rejoice  to  gwn  hei;  but  I  cannot  adcnowledge 
her  to  be  the  daughter  of  Matilda  Damll.  And  the 
stoiy  that  assured  you  she  waa  your  grandchild,  still 
more  oonvincea  me  that  she  is  not  mine  I " 

"  But  he  not  thus  inflexible,  I  implore  yon,  —  yon 
can  be  so  kind,  so  gentle;  she  would  be  such  a  bleanng 
to  you  — later  —  perbapa  —  when  I  am  dead.  I  am 
pleading  for  your  sake,  —  I  owe  you  so  muchi  I  should 
repay  you,  if  I  could  but  induce  you  to  inquire,  and  if 
inquiry  ahould  |nove  that  I  am  right." 

■  I  have  inquired  safBciently. " 

"  Then  I'll  go  and  find  out  the  nuns.  I  '11  question 
her.     I'll  —  " 

"Hold.  Bepersuadedl  Hug  your  belief  I  Inqidra 
no  fartherl " 

"Why,  why!" 

Darrell  was  mute. 


.y  Google 


wfiAf  WILL  Be  Do  Vita  nl  481 

W&ife  patted  and  npaand  hie  hand  omt  hia  bcoW^  and' 
then  cried  enddenly:  "  But  if  I  oouJd  prore  her  not  to  ba 
my  grandchild,  then  aha  might  be  happy!  —  then — then 
— ah,  sir,  yonng  Haughton  telle  me  that  if  she  trera  bat 
tile  daoghter  of  honest  paiente,  — no  child  of  Jasper's, 
no  grandchild  of  mine, — then  you  might  not  be  too 
proud  to  bless  her  at  least  as  his  bridel  And,  sir,  tbe 
poor  diild  loves  the  yoong  man.  Horconldshehelpitl 
And,  at  her  age,  life  witiiout  hope  is  either  reiy  short, 
or  TBty,  very  long!  Let  me  inquiiel  I  ahould  b« 
happy  even  to  knoir  that  she  was  not  my  gimndchild.  I 
should  not  love  her  leas;  and  then  she  would  have 
others  to  love  her  when  I  am  gone  to  Liny  I " 

Dairell  was  deeply  moved.  To  him  there  was  soma- 
thing  in  this  old  man, —  ever  forgetting  himself,  ever  so 
hurried  on  by  his  heart,  ^-aomethiog,  I  say,  in  this  old 
man,  before  which  Sarrell  felt  his  intellect  aabdued, 
and  his  pride  silenced  and  ahaahed. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Waife,  musingly;  "so  let  it  be.  I 
am  well  now.     I  will  go  to  Fiance  to-morrow." 

Darrell  nerved  his  courage.  He  had  wished  to  spar*' 
Waife  the  pain  which  his  own  persaasions  cauaad  to 
himself.  Better  now  to  be  frank.  He  laid  hia  hand  on 
Waife's  shoulder,  and,  looking  htm  in  the  bee,  said' 
solemnly:  '  I  entreat  you  not  I  Do  yon  suppose  that  I 
would  not  resume  inquiry  in  person,  nor  pause  till  the 
truth  were  made  amply  clear,  if  I  had  not  strong  reason 
to  prefer  doubt  to  certainty  t " 

"  What  do  you  mean,  siit  * 

"  There  is  a  woman  whose  career  is,  I  betievv,  at  this 
moment  revived  into  fresh  notoriety  as  the  heroine  of 
some  drama  on  the  stage  of  Paris, — a  woman  who,  when 
years  paled  her  fame  and  reft  her  spoils,  as  a  cooi- 
tesau  renowned  for  the  fools  she  bad  be^fgaied,  for  the 
roi>  n.  — 81 
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ybiug'hMrto  tba  bad  corrupted,  gonght  plunder  still  by 
crimefl  to  whieli  law  ie  Ivta  lenient.  Charged  with 
Bwindliog,  witii  fnnd,  with  foigec;,  and  at  last  more 
than  Buapected  aa  a  practised  poiaonar,  ahe  escaped  by 
suidde  the  judgment  of  human  tribunals. " 

"  I  know  of  whom  you  apeak, —  that  dreadful  Gahrielle 
Deemareta,  but  for  whom  my  sacrifice  to  Jasper's  future 
might  not  have  been  in  vain!  It  was  to  save  Sophy 
from  the  ohanoe  of  Jasper's  ever  placing  her  within 
reach  of  that  woman's  example  that  I  took  her  away." 

"  la  it  not,  then,  better  to  forbear  asking  who  were 
your  Sophy's  parents,  than  to  learn  from  inquiry  that 
she  is  indeed  your  grandchild,  and  that  her  mother  was 
Gabrielle  Deamaiete  T " 

Waife  uttered  a  ory  like  a  shriek,  and  then  sat  voice, 
less  and  aghast.  At  last  he  exclaimed,  "  I  am  certain 
it  is  not  so  I'    Did  you  ever  see  that  woman  1 " 

"  Never  that  I  know  of;  but  George  tells  me  that  he 
heard  yonr  son  state  to  you  that  she  had  made  acquaint- 
ance with  me  under.another  name,  and  if  there  woe  a  de- 
sigD  to  employ  her  in  confirmation  of  his  tale,  —  if  he 
was  then  speaking  truth  to  you,  —  doubtless  this  was  the 
lady  of  rank  referred  to  in  the  nurse's  confesaioD,  doubt- 
less this  waa  the  woman  once  palmed  upon  me  aa 
Matilda's  oonfidonte.  In  that  cose  I  have  seen  her. 
What  then)" 

"Mother  waa  not  written  on  her  facet  She  could 
never  have  been  a  mother.  Oh,  you  may  smile,  ni;  but 
all  my  life  I  hsve  been  a  reader  of  tiie  human  face ;  and 
there  is  in  the  aspect  of  some  women  the  bsrrennesa  aa 
of  atone,  —  no  mother's  throb  in  their  bosom,  no 
motiMr's  kiss  on  their  lips. 

"  I  am  a  poor  reader  of  women's  hoes,"  aaid  Darrell; 
"  but  she  must  be  very  tmlike  women  in  general  who 
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■lloira  yon  to  know  hei  a  bit  better  if  yon  etood  rtnditig 
her  face  jill  doonudaj.  BesideB,  at  the  time  yoc  ww 
Oateielle  Desmarats,  her  mode  of  life  had  perhape  ginn 
to  her  an  aapect  not  originally  in  her  coontenanee.  And 
I  can  only  amnrer  your  poetic  conceit  by  a  poetic  iUna. 
bation,  —  yiobe  turned  to  atone;  bat  ahe  had  a  great 
many  daughters  before  she  petrified.  Faidoa  me,  if  I 
would  turn  off  by  a  jeet  a  thought  that  I  ses  would 
shock  you,  aa  myaelf ,  if  gravely  encouraged.  Enooni- 
age  it  not.  Let  us  euppose  it  only  a  chance  that  inquiry 
might  confirm  this  conjecture;  bat  let  ua  ahun  that 
chance.  Meanwhile,  if  inquiry  ia  to  be  made,  one  more 
likely  than  either  of  us  to  get  at  the  ^th  has  promised 
to  make  it,  and  sooner  or  lat«r  we  may  leam  from  her 
the  reaulta,  —  I  mean  that  ill-fated  Arabella  FoBwtt, 
whom  you  knew  aa  Crane. " 

Waife  was  ailent;  but  he  kept  turning  in  his  hand, 
almoet  disconsolately,  the  document  which  assoiled  him 
from  the  felon's  taint,  and  said  at  length,  as  Darrell  was 
about  to  leaTe,  "  And  this  thing  is  of  no  use  to  km; 
then?" 

Dartell  came  back  to  the  old  man's  chair,  and  said 
softly :  "  Friend,  do  not  fancy  that  the  young  have  only 
one  path  to  happiness.  You  grieve  that  I  oannot  con- 
sent to  Lionel's  marri^  with  your  Sophy.  Dismiss 
from  your  mind  the  deeire  for  the  impoeoible.  Gently 
wean  from  hers  what  ia  but  a  girl's  first  iBocy." 

"It  ia  a  girl'a  first  love." 

*  And  if  it  be,"  said  Darrell,  calmly,  "  no  oomplaint 
more  sure  to  yield  to  change  of  air.  I  have  known  a 
girl  as  affectionate,  aa  pure,  as  full  of  all  womanly  vir- 
taea,  aa  your  Sophy  (and  I  can  give  her  no  higher 
praise) ,—  loved  more  deeply  than  Lionel  eon  love ;  pro- 
itesing,  doubtless  at  the  time  believing,  tiiat  she  also 
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lored  for  life ;  betrothed  too ;  fkitb  nlemnised  by  prom- 
Im;  yet  in  Imb  than  a  year  she  was  anothei'i  wife. 
ChaugQ  of  air,  change  of  heart!  I  do  not  nnderrate  the 
eSect  which  a  young  man,  >o  winning  aa  Lionel,  woold 
naturally  produce  on  the  fancy  or  the  feelings  of  a  girl 
who  as  yet,  too,  has  seen  no  othen;  but  impresBi<KU  in 
youth  ate  chaiactero  in  the  und.  Oiare  tJiem  ever  so 
deeply,  the  tide  lolla  over  them;  and  when  the  ebb 
showB  the  snrface  again,  the  characters  are  goae,  for  the 
sands  are  shifted.  Coniage!  Lady  Montfort  will  i«e- 
sent  to  her  others  with  forms  as  fair  as  Lionel's,  and 
aa  slegantly  dressed.  With  so  much  in  her  own  faror, 
there  are  young  patricians  enough  who  will  care  not 
a  rash  what  her  birth;  youi^  lords  —  I«dy  Montfort 
knows  well  how  fascinating  young  lords  can  bel  Cour- 
age, —  before  a  year  is  out,  you  will  find  new  characters 
written  on  the  saod. " 

"  Yon  don't  know  Sophy,  sir,"  said  Waifs,  simply; 
"  and  I  see  you  are  resolved  not  to  know  her.  But  you 
say  Arabella  Crane  ia  to  inquire ;  and  should  t^  inquiry 
prove  that  she  is  no  child  of  Gabrielle  Deamareta,  — 
that  she  is  either  your  own  grandchild  or  not  mine ; 
that  —  " 

"  Let  me  interrupt  yon.  If  then  be  a  thing  in  the 
world  that  is  cruel  and  treacherous,  it  is  a  fain  hope ! 
Crush  out  of  every  longing  thought  the  belief  that  this 
poor  girl  can  prove  to  be  one  whom,  wiUi  my  conaent, 
my  kinsman  can  woo  to  he  his  wife.  Lionel  Haoghton 
is  the  sole  kinsman  left  to  whom  I  can  bequeath  this 
roof -tree,  —  these  acres,  hallowed  to  me  because  asso- 
ciated with  my  earliest  lessons  is  honor,  and  with  the 
dreams  which  directed  my  life.  He  must  take  with  the 
heritage  the  name  it  represents.  In  his  children,  that 
name  of  Dtirell  osa  alone  live  still  in  the  land.     I  s^ 
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to  yon,  that  even  weie  my  dftnghter  now  in  t 
she  would  not  aocceed  me;  bIw  would  not  inherit  nor 
tiwosmit  that  name.  Why)  — not  becaoM  I  am  inca- 
pable of  a  ChriBtian'-#  foigiTsoeMi  hut  beoanoe  I  am  not 
capable  of  a  gentleman's  treason  to  his  aneeeton  and 
hinuelf;  beeaose  Matilda  Durall  wia  false  and  per- 
fidious; became  she  was  dead  to  honor,  and  therefore 
her  birthri^t  to  a  heritage  of  honor  was  irrerocably 
forfeited.  And  sinee  you  compel  me  to  speak  nidely, 
while  in  yon  I  revere  a  man  above  tba  power  of  law  to 
degmde;  while,  eonld  we  paaa  a  generati<m,  and  Soj^y 
ware  your  child  by  your  Lisiy,  I  du»ild  prondly  wel- 
oune  an  allianoe  that  nnde  yo«  and  me  as  brothersj  yet 
I  cannot  contemplate, —  it  ii  beyond  my  power,  — ~  I  can- 
not c(mt«mplate  the  pictoie  of  Jasper  Loaely's  daughter, 
wren  by  my  own  child,  the  mutnas  in  my  Other's  home, 
—  the  bearer  of  my  father's  name.  Tia  in  vain  to 
aigoe.  Qrsnt  me  the  slave  of  ■  pH^ndioa ;  grant  tbeaa 
ideas  to  be  antiquated  bigotiy,  — I  am  too  old  to  change. 
I  ask  from,  otiiers  no  sacrifice  which  I  have  not'  home. 
And  whatever  be  Licmel's  grief  at  my  resolve,  grief  will 
be  my  eompanifm  long  after  he  has  Angottan  that  he 
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Thk  nszt  miKiuiig  MiUa,  ia  giving  Sophy  a  letfat 
from  Lady  Hontfort,  gBT«  her  also  one  foi  'Waile,  and 
the  lecogniied  Lionel  Haugliton'a  huidwriting  on  the 
addieee.  She  w«it  itraigbt  to  Walfe's  Bitting-roam,  for 
the.  old  man  had  now  resumed  his  euly  habits,  and  waa 
up  and  dreued.  She  placed  the  letter  in  his  hands 
without  a  word,  sod  stood  by  his  side  while  he  opened 
it,  with  a  certain  atill  firmneas  in  the  expieaaian  of  hat 
face,  ai  if  ahe  wete  making  up  har  miivl  to  Boma  graat 
effort.  The  letter  waa  ofitensibly  one  of  coi^ratulatiwi. 
LioBBl  had  aean  Dsirell  the  day  before,  after  the  latter 
had  left  the  Home  Secretary's  office,  and  had  learned 
that  all  which  jostkoa  could  do  to  repair  the  wrong 
inflioted  had  been  doae.  Herd  Lionel's  words,  though 
brief,  fwers  cordial,  and  almoat  joyous;  bat  then  eame 
a  few  sentences  ateeped  in  gloom.  There  was  an  alla- 
sion,  Tagne  and  delicate  in  itself,  to  the  eventful  con- 
versation witi)  Waife  in  reference  to  Sophy,  —  a  aomhre, 
solemn  farewell  conveyed  to  her  an^  to  hope;  a  pas- 
sionate prayer  for  her  happiness;  and  than  an  abrupt 
wrench,  as  it  were,  away  from  a  subject  too  intolerably 
painful  to  prolong,  —  an  intimation  that  he  had  suc- 
ceeded in  exchanging  into  a  regiment  very  shortly  to  be 
sent  into  active  service^  that  he  ahould  set  out  the  next 
day  to  join  that  regiment  In  a  distant  part  of  the  coon- 
try;  and  that  he  trusted,  should  his  life  be  spared  \ij 
war,  that  it  would  be  many  yeois  before  he  should  re- 
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visit  IhigUnd.  The  wnse  of  the  letter  tm  tha  Ubn 
«8eetii^  in  wh&t  wu  ooiioe>led  than  in  what  ms  ax- 
pteaeed.  Endentlj  Lionel  deeired  to  convey  to  Waiie, 
•nd  leaTe  it  to  bim  to  inform  Sophj,  that  she  was  hence- 
forth to  regard  the  writer  as  vaniahed  oat  of  her  exis^ 
enoe, — departed,  aa  irrevocably  as  deport  tbe  dead. 

While  Waife  was  reading,  he  had  tamed  himself 
aside  from  Sophj;  he  had  risen,  —  he  hod  gone  to  the 
deep  recess  of  tbe  old  mullioned  window,  half  sareening 
himself  beside  the  curtain.  Xoiselessly,  Sophy  fol- 
lowed; and  when  he  had  closed  the  latter,  she  laid  her 
hand  oa  his  arm,  and  said  very  qOietly,  "  Qisndfatber, 
may  I  read  that  letter  I " 

Waife  WBB  startled,  and  rapUed  on  the  instant,  "  No, 
my  dear." 

"  It  is  better  that  I  shoold,"  said  abe,  with  the  same 
quiet  flnmws;  and  then  seeing  the  distress  in  bis  face, 
she  added,  with  her  more  accostomed  sweat  docility,  yet 
with  a  fodom  droop  of  the  bead;  "  bat  as  yon  please, 
Grandfather. " 

Waife  hesitated  an  instant  Was  she  not  right  1  — 
would  it  not  be  better  to  show  the  letterT  After  all, 
she  mast  ecNifiont  tbe  fact  that  Lionel  oonld  be  nothing 
to  her  henceforth;  and  would  not  Lionel's  own  words 
wound  her  less  than  all  Waife  ooold  say  t  So  he  put 
tbe  letter  into  her  hands,  and  sat  down,,  watching  her 
oountenanoe. 

At  the  opening  sentenoea  of  congratulation,  she  looked 
up  inquiringly.  Poor  man,  he  had  not  spoken  to  her  of 
what  at  another  time  it  would  hare  been  such  joy  to 
speak;  and  he  now,  is  answer  to  her  look,  sud  almost 
sadly, "Only  aboutflte, Sophy;  what  does  that  matter  t" 
But  before  the  girl  read  a  line  farther,  she  smiled  CD 
him,  and  tenderly  kissed  his  forrawsd  brow. 
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'Don't  raad  on,  Soph;,"  said  be,  quickly.  Shedioolc 
har  h«ad  and  resumed.  His  eyes  still  apon  her  face, 
be  murked  it  changing  aa  the  aenae  of  the  letter  gnw 
upon  her,  till,  aa,  without  a  word,  with  soaroe  a  Tisible 
heave  of  the  boeom,  she  laid  the  letter  on  bis  knees,  tfte 
change  had  become  bo  complete,  that  it  seemed  as  if 
AKOTHEB  stood  in  her  place.  In  very  yonng  and  sen- 
mtJTe  peiBona,  especially  female  (though  I  have  seen  it 
even  in  our  baid  sex) ,  a  great  and  sudden  shook  or  le- 
vnlsion  of  feeling  reveals  itself  thus  in  the  almost  pre- 
ternatural alteration  of  the  countenance.  It  ie  not  a 
mere  paleneee,  — a  skin-deep  loss  of  color:  it  is  as  if  the 
whole  bloom  of  youth  had  nisbed  avay;  hollows,  never 
discernible  before,  appear  in  the  cheek  that  was  so  round 
and  smooth;  the  muscles  fall  as  in  mortal  illneea;  a 
havoc,  as  of  years,  aeems  to  have  been  wrought  in  a 
moment.  Flame  itaelf  doee  not  so  suddenly  rav^e,  so 
suddenly  alter,  leave  behind  it  so  ineffable  an  air  of 
desolation  and  ruin.  Waife  sprang  forward  and  olasped 
her  to  his  breast. 

"You  will  bear  it,  Sophyl  The  worst  is  over  now. 
Fortitude,  my  i^Ml  —  fortitude!  The  human  heart  ie 
wonderfully  sustained  whtai  it  is  not  tiie  consdence  that 
weighs  it  down,  — grisfs,  that  we  think  at  the  moment 
must  kill  us,  wear  themsalves  away.  I  Speak  the  tmtii, 
for  I  too  have  sufferedl " 

"  Poor  grandfather! "  said  Sophy,  gently;  and  she  said 
no  more.  But  when  he  would  have  continued  to  speak 
comfort,  or  exhort  to  patience,  she  pressed  his  hand 
tightly,  and  laid  har  finger  on  her  lip.  He  waa  hushed 
in  an  instant. 

Presently  she  began  to  move  about  the  room,  busying 
herself,  as  usual,  in  those  slight,  scarce  perceptible 
arrangements  by  which  ahe   loved  to  think  that  shjs 
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miniBtered  to  the  old  man's  simple  comforts.  Sbe  plaaed 
the  tuTD-chair  ia  his  &Torite  nook  by  the  window,  and 
before  it  the  footstool  for  the  poor  tune  foot;  and  drew 
the  taUe  near  the  obair,  and  looked  over  the  books  that 
George  had  selected  for  his  perusal  from  Danell's  librai; ; 
and  chose  the  volume  in  which  she  saw  his  mark,  to 
place  neaiest  to  his  hand,  and  tenderly  cleared  the  mist 
from  his  reading-glass;  and  removed  one  or  two  with- 
ered or  ailing  snowdrops  from  the  little  winter  nosegay 
she  had  gathered  for  him  the  daj  before,  —  he  watching 
her  all  the  time,  silent  as  herself,  not  daring,  indeed, 
to  qjeak,  lest  bis  heart  should  overflow. 

These  little  tasks  of  love  over,  she  came  towards  him 
a  few  paces,  and  said :  "  Please,  dear  grandbither,  tell  me 
all  about  what  has  hi^ipened  to  yourself  which  shonld 
make  us  glad,  —  tiiat  is,  by-and-t^;  but  nothing  as  to 
the  rest  of  that  letter.  I  will  just  think  over  it  by  my- 
self; but  never  let  ns  talk  of  it,  Otandy  daar,  never 
more, — never  more." 
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^Ami  that,  like  the  poptar,  lift  upward  all  ttnlT  bonghi,  gire  m 
■hade  and  no  shalter,  whaterer  theli  bdglit.  Tna  the  mot 
larlugt;  aheltet  and  ihade  w,  when,  like  the  willow,  the  bigbei 
•oat  (heit  iDmnuti,  the  lowlier  droop  ttwir  bonghe. 

Ubuallt  when  Sophy  left  Waife  in  tte  ntoming,  she 
would  wander  out  into  Um  gronndB,  and  he  oould  see  h«r 
pUB  before  his  window;  oi  ehe  would  look  into  the 
library )  which  was  almost  exolaaiTely  given  np  to  the 
Horleys,  and  he  could  hear  her  ^ead  on  the  old  creaking 
Btaiis.  But  now  ahe  had  stolen  into  hei  own  room, 
which  oommunioated  with  his  Bitting-room, — a  small 
lobl^  alone  intervening,  —  and  there  she  remained  so 
long,  that  he  grew  uneafly.  He  crept  softly  to  ker  door 
and  listened.  He  had  a  fineness  of  hearing  almost  equal 
to  his  son's ;  but  he  could  not  hear  a  sob, —  not  a  breath. 
At  leng^  he  softly  opened  the  door,  and  looked  in 
with  caution. 

The  girl  was  aeatod  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  quite  still, 
— her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  and  her  finger  to  her 
lip,  just  as  ahe  had  placed  it  there  when  implorii^ 
silence;  so  still,  it  mi(^t  be  even  slumber.  All  who 
have  grieved  respect  grief.  Waife  did  not  like  to  ap- 
proach her;  but  he  said,  from  his  stand  at  the  threshold, 
"  £he  sun  is  quite  bright  now,  Sophy;  go  out  for  a  little 
while,  darling." 

She  did  not  look  round,  she  did  not  stir;  but  she 
answered  with  readiness,  "Yes,  presently." 
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"So'he  eloaad  the  door  and  left  hw.  An  hour  pataBd 
Avny;  he  looked  in  again;  thete  she  waa  still,  —  in  the 
same  place,  in  the  same  attitude. 

"Sophy  dear,  it  is  time  to  take  yoxu  walk;  go, — 
Hia.  Moileiy  is  ia  front,  before  my  window.  I  have 
called  to  hei  to  wait  for  you. " 

"Yes,  presently,"  anewered  Sophy,  and  she  did  not 
move. 

Waife  was  Berioosly  alarmed.  He  paused  a  moment, 
—  then  went  back  to  his  room;  took  his  hat  ami  bis 
staff;  came  bock. 

"  Sophy,  I  should  like  to  hobble  out  and  bieathe  the 
sir;  it  will  do  me  good.  Will  you  give  me  your  aimt 
I  am  still  very  weak." 

Sophy  now  started, — shook  back  her  &ir  cnxls,  roae, 
put  on  her  bonnet,  and  in  lesa  than  a  minute  was  hj  the 
old  man's  side.  Drawing  bis  arm  fondly  into  here,  they 
descend  the  stairs;  they  are  in  the  garden;  Mrs.  Motley 
comes  to  meet  tbem,  —  then  George,  Waife  ezertfi  him- 
eelf  to  talk,  to  be  gay,  to  protect  Sophy's  absti«oted 
silence  by  hie  own  active,  desultory,  erratic  humor. 
Twice  or  thrice,  as  be  leans  on  Sophy's  aim;  she  draws 
it  still  nearer  to  her,  and  presses  it  tenderly.  She 
understands,  —  she  thanks  him.  HarkI  from  some 
undiscovered  hiding-place  near  the  water,  —  Fair- 
thorn's  flutel  The  music  fills  the  landscape  as  with 
a  living  presence;  the  swans  pause  upon  the  still  lake; 
the  tame  doe  steals  through  yonder  leafless  trees; 
and  now,  musing  and  slow,  from  the  same  desolate 
ooverta,  comes  the  doe's  master.  The  music  apells 
tbem  all.  Guy  Darrell  seas  his  guests  where  U»y 
have  halted  by  the  stone  sun -dial.  He  advances, 
joins  them,  congratulates  Waife  on  his  first  walk  as 
a  convaleaeraii     He  quotes  Gray's  well-known  veiaea 
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applicftble  to  that  event,*  sod  vhen,  in  that  voiM 
■wMt  as  the  flute  iteeU,  he  comes  to  the  lines,— 

"  The  common  van,  the  aii,  the  skiGB, 
To  him  ue  opening  pswdiae, "  — 

Sophy ,  as  if  suddenly  struck  with  lemone  at  the  thought 
that  she,  and  she  alone,  was  marring  that  opening  para- 
dise to  the  old  man  in  his  escape  from  the  sick-room  to 
"the  sun,  die  air,  the  skies,"  abruptly  raised  her  looks 
bom  the  ground,  and  turned  them  full  upon  her  guar- 
dian's face,  with  an  attempt  at  gladness  in  her  quirer- 
ing  smile,  which,  whaterer  its  effect  on  Waife,  went 
straight  to  Uie  innermost  heart  of  Quj  Danell.  On  tbe 
instant,  he  recogniied,  as  by  intuitive  sympathy,  the 
anguish  from  which  that  smile  struggled  forth;  knew 
that  Sophy  had  now  learned  that  grief  which  lay  deep 
within  himself ,  — that  grief  which  makes  a  sick-chamber 
of  the  wbola  external  world,  and  which  greets  no  more, 
in  the  common  boons  of  Xature,  the  opening  paradise  of 
recovered  hopel  His  aye  lingered  on  her  face  as  its 
smile  waned,  and  perceived  that  chahqe  which  bad  so 
startled  Waife.  Involuntarily  be  moved  to  her  side; 
involuntarily  drew  her  arm  within  his  own,  —  she  thus 
supporting  &e  one  who  cherished;  supported  by  the  (me 
who  disowned  her.  Guy  Darrell  might  be  stem  in  le- 
Bolves  which  afflicted  others,  aa  he  was  stem  in  afflicting 
himself;  but  for  others  he  had  at  least  compassion. 

Poor  Waife,  with  nature  so  diS^rent,  marked  Dar- 
rell's  movement,  and  ever  ready  to  seiie  on  comfort,  said 
inly, "  He  relents.  I  will  not  go  to-morrow  as  I  had  in- 
tended.    Sophy  must  win  her  way ;  who  can  resist  her  t " 

Talk  languished;  the  wintry  sun  began  to  slope;  the 

air  grew  keen;  Waife  was  led  in ;  the  Morl^s  went  up 

1  "Swtlwwratch  who  Icng  has  tost,"  etc. —Gkat. 
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into  his  nxsa  to  keep  him  companj ;  Bophy  eonped  laek 
to  her  OWD.  Damll  eontiiiaed  hie  valk,  plunging  deep 
into  hie  maze  of  heecfawoods,  followed  by  ^e  doe.  The 
■wane  dip  their  necks  aiaongBt  the  water-weeds ;  the  flute 
has  eeased,  and  drearily  still  is  the  gray  horiion,  seen 
Huongh  the  skeleton  boi^he,  —  seen  behind  the  n^ged 
sky-line  of  shaft  and  parapet  in  the  skeleton  palace. 

Darrell  does  not  visit  Waife's  room  that  dAy;  he  con- 
cludes that  Waifs  and  Sophy  would  wish  to  be  much 
tloaa;  he  dreads  renewal  of  tiie  only  sulgect  on  which 
he  hae  no  cheering  word  to  aay.  Sophy's  smile,  Sophy's 
face,  hatmted  him.  In  vain  he  repeated  to  himself, 
"Tnt,  it  will  soon  pass,  —  only  a  girl's  first  £uiqr." 

But  Sophy  does  not  come  hack  to  Waife's  room  when 
the  Horleys  have  left  it:  Waife  creeps  into  her  room  as 
before,  and,  as  before,  there  she  sits,  —  still  as  if  in 
slumber.  She  comes  in,  however,  of  her  aeoord,  to 
assist,  SB  usual,  in  the  meal  wbiob  he  takes  apart  in  his 
room:  helps  him, — helps  herself,  but  eat«  nothing. 
She  talks,  however,  almost  gsyly;  hopes  he  will  be 
well  enough  to  leave  the  next  day;  wondera  whether 
Sir  Isaac  has  missed  them  very  much;  reads  to  him 
Lady  Honttort's  affectionate  letter  to  herself;  and  when 
dinner  is  over,  and  Waife's  chair  drawn  to  the  fireside, 
she  takes  ber  old  hafaitool  place  on  the  stool  beside  him, 
and  says,  "^ow,  dear  grandfather,  ~ all  about  yourself; 
what  happy  thing  has  chsnced  to  yont  " 

AJaa!  poor  Waife  has  but  little  heart  to  speak;  but 
be  forces  himself ;  what  be  has  to  say  may  do  good  to 

"  Tou  know  ttkat,  on  my  own  account,  I  had  rsesons 
for  aaency, — ehange  of  name.  I  shumied  sll  thoee 
^lom  I  bad  ever  known  in  former  days;  could  take  no 
sailing  in  life  by  which  I  might  be  lecogniied;  deemed 
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it  ■  blesMd  mere;  of  PTOTidenu  tJiat  when,  not  «ble  to 
ntdat  offen  that  would  have  enaUed  me  to  pronde  foi 
yon  OS  I  sever  ot^erwiae  oould,  I  uoented  to  huud  an 
eogagemeat  at  «  London  theatre,-—- trusting  fot  my  in- 
cognito to  an  actor's  arts  of  diflguiee,  —  eame  the  acci- 
dent vhich  of  itaelf  annihilated  the  temptation  into 
which  I  had  mffered  myeelf  to  be  led.  For,  ah,  childl 
had  it  been  knovn  who  and  what  was  the  William 
Waife  whose  stage-mime  tricks  mored  hannless  miith, 
or  tean  as  pleasant,  the  audience  would  have  risen,  not 
to  applaud,  bat  hoot,  'Off,  off,'  from  both  worlds,  —the 
mimic  as  the  nail  Well,  had  I  been  dishonest,  yon, 
— you  alone  felt  that  I  could  uot  have  dared  to  take  yon, 
guiltless  infant,  'by  the  hand.  You  temember  that,  on 
my  return  to  Bute's  wandering  theatre,  bringing  you 
with  me,  I  exaggerated  t^e  effects  of  my  accident;  af- 
fected to  have  loet  voice ;  stipulated  to  be  qiared  appear- 
ing on  his  stage.  That  was  not  the  mere  pride  of 
manhood  shrinkii^;  from  the  display  of  physical  afflic- 
tions. No.  In  the  fint  village  that  we  arrived  at,  I 
rec<^nised  an  old  friend,  and  I  saw  that,  in  qiit«  ot 
time,  and  the  accident  that  had  disfigured  me,  he  recog- 
nized me,  and  turned  away  his  face,  as  if  in  loathing. 
An  old  friend,  Sophy,  — an  old  friendl  Oh,  it  pieicad 
me  to  the  heart;  and  I  resolved,  from  that  day,  to  escape 
from  Rugge's  stage;  and  I  consented,  till  the  means  of 
escape,  and  some  less  dependent  mode  of  livelihood  wen 
found,  to  live  on  thy  earnings,  child;  for  if  I  were  dis- 
covered by  other  old  friends,  and  they  spoke  out,  my 
disgrace  would  reflect  on  you ;  and  better  to  accept  scqt- 
port  from  you,  than  thati  AlasI  appearances  ware  ao 
strong  against  me,  I  never  deemed  they  oould  bs  oleared 
away,  even  from  the  sight  of  my  nearest  friends.  Bat 
Frovidenoe,  yon  know,  has  been  so  kind  to  m  hitikartoi 
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•nd  BO  PioTidanoe  will  bo  Und  to  na  agun^Sofligb 
And  now,  the  rery  man  I  fiifn^t  meet  hud  to  Die,- — 
this  veiy  Gay  Dnrell,  onder  vhoao  roof  we  uet-^hM 
been  the  man  to  make  thOM  whcee  opinion  I  most  value, 
know  that  I  aa  not  dishbneat;  and  Providence  bae 
laieed  a  witnen  on  my  behalf  in  that  Teiy  Mr.  Hartopp, 
who  judged  me  (and  any  one  else  might  hav«  donet^hs 
aame)  too  bad  to  be  fit  company  for  yon  I  And  that  is 
why  I  am  congmtnlated;  and  oh,  Sophy,  thoogh  I  hftve 
borne  it  aa  Heaven  doea  enable  ua  to  bear  what  of  oor- 
selves  we  conld  not,  and  though  one  leama  to  abrog  a 
patient  ahoolder  onder  the  obloquy  which  may  be  heaped 
on  na  by  ttut  crowd  of  mere  atrangeta  to  tu  and  to  each 
other  which  ia  called  'the  wobld,'  yet  to  alink  oat  of 
eight  from  a  friend,  aa  one  more  to  be  ahnnned  than  a 
foe;  to  take  like  a  coward  the  laahings  of  aoom;  to 
wince,  one  raw  aore,  from  iba  kindneaa  of  pity ;  to  feel 
that  in  life  the  sole  end  of  each  shift  and  contrtTanoe 
ia  to  slip  the  view-hallo,  into  a  grave  withoat  epitaph, 
by  paths  as  stealthy  and  aly  aa  the  poor  banted  fox, 
when  hie  last  chance  ~ and  sole  one  —  is,  by  winding 
and  doubling,  to  nm  under  the  earth ;  to  know  that  it 
would  be  an  ungrateful  impoatuie  to  take  chair  at  the 
board,  at  the  hearth,  of  the  man  who,  unknowing  your 
secret,  says,  'Friend,  be  social;'  acceptmg  notacroat 
that  one  doea  not  pay  for,  lest  one  feel  a  swindler  to  the 
kind  fellow-creature  whoee  equal  we  must  not  be  I  All 
this,  — all  thia,  Sophy,  did  at  times  chafe  and  gall  more 
than  I  ought  to  have  let  it  do,  considering  that  there 
was  0ns  who  saw  it  all,  and  would —  Don't  cry, 
Boplqr;  it  is  all  over  now." 
"  Not  cry !  Oh,  it  does  me  so  much  gooi 
"  All  orar  oowl  I  am  under  thia  roof,— without 
shame  or  scruple;  and  if  Guy  Danell,  knowing  all  my 
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{Mfati'bu  piOTod  mj  insoouioe  in  ttt«  eyee  of  Qnm 
whom  aloDB  I  cwed  for,  I  foal  u  if  I  had  the  i^ht  to 
•bud  briore  any  crowd  of  nun  eiect  aad  ahamolBW,  —  a 
nun  onoe  mora  with  manl  Oh,  darlingl  1st  me  hot  lee 
thy  old  happy  amile  agoinl  The  happy  amilea  of  the 
y<Huig  an  the  nmahina  of  the  old.  Be  patient^— be 
flim;  Fnridence  is  so  rety  kind,  Sophy." 
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WaUe  Mucti  from  George  Uotley  the  fnUbnent  of  one  ^  tliam 
promiMW  which  taean  aothing  or  eTeiTtliiiig. 

Thb  next  day  Qeorgs  Motley  virited  Waife's  room 
eaili«i  than  usual.  Waife  had  aeut  for  him.  Sophy 
ires  seated  by  her  grandfather,  —  his  hand  in  hers.  She 
had  been  exeitmg  heiself  to  the  utmost  to  talk  cheer- 
folly,  to  fibake  tiom  her  aspect  evei;  cloud  of  sorrow. 
But  still  THAT  OHuroB  was  there,  — more  marked  than 
even  on  the  previous  di^.  A  few  hours  of  intenar 
stmggle,  a  single  night  wholly  without  sleep,  will  t«Il 
on  the  face  of  early  youth.  Not  till  we,  hard  veterans, 
have  gone  through  such  struggles  as  life  peimite  not  to 
the  slight  responflibilities  of  new  lecruite ;  not  till  sleep- 
leas  nights  have  grown  to  us  familiar,  will  thought  seem 
to  take,  as  it  were,  strengtb,  not  exhauation,  from  nn- 
lelaxing  exerdse,  —  nourish  the  brain,  sustain  the  form  1^ 
ite  own  untiring,  fleshless,  spiritual  imm<»tality ;  not  till 
many  a  winter  has  stripped  the  leaves;  not  till  deep,  and 
&r  out  of  sight,  spread  the  toote  that  support  the  stem, 
—  will  the  beat  of  the  east  wind  leave  no  aign  on  the 
rind. 

George  hsd  not,  indeed,  so  noticed,  the  day  before, 
the  kind  of  withering  blight  that  had  passed  over  the 
girl's  coimtenance;  but  he  did  now,  — ^  when  she  met  his 
eye  more  stead&etly,  and  had  lesumed  something  of  the 
open,  genial,  infantine  grace  of  manner  which  consti- 
tuted her  peculiar  ohatm,  and  which  it  was  difficult  to 
associate  with  deeper  griefs  than  those  of  childhood. 
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"Yoa  miut  acold  my  grandfatiier,"  she  said.     "Ha 
ohooMe  to  fane;  that  he  ia  not  well  enongh  yet  to  leave ; 
and  I  am  rare  that  he  is,  and  wilt  reoovei  more  quickly  . 
at  home  than  here. " 

"  Pooh !  "  said  Waife ;  "  you  young  things  sappoae  we 
old  folks  can  be  as  briak  as  yoniaelvea;  but  if  I  am  to  be 
scolded,  leave  Ur.  G^ige  unawed  by  your  pieaenoe,  and 
go  out,  my  deax,  while  the  sun  lasts :  I  know  hy  the 
ways  of  that  hUckhitd  that  the  day  will  be  overcaat  by 
noon." 

As  soon  as  they  were  alone,  Qeorge  said  ateiptiy; 
"Your  Sophy  is  looking  very  ill,  and  if  yon  are  well 
enough  to  leave,  it  might  he  hett«i  for  her  to  move  from 
this  gloomy  house.  Horemeat  itself  is  a  great  reat«r»> 
tive,"  added  George,  with  emphasis. 

"You  see,  then,  that  she  looks  ill,'  very  ill,"  said 
Waife,  delibetatety ;  "  and  there  ia  that  in  your  manner 
which  tells  me  yon  guess  the  cause." 

"I  do  guess  it,  from  the  glimpse  which  I  canght  of 
Lionel's  face  after  he  had  been  closeted  a  short  time  with 
Mr.  Darrell  at  my  uncle's  house  two  days  ago.  I  gueea 
it  also  from  a  letter  I  hare  received  from  my  nnele." 

"  You  guess  right,  —  very  right, "  said  Waife,  still 
with  the  same  serious,  tranquil  manner,  "  I  showed  her 
this  letter  from  young  Haughton.  Bead  it."  George 
hurried  his  eye  over  the  letter,  and  returned  it  silenUy. 
Waife  proceeded,  — 

"  T  was  frightened  yesterday  by  the  strange  composure 
she  showed.  In  her  face  alone  could  be  read  what  she 
suffered.  We  talked  last  night.  I  spoke  of  myself  — 
of  my  old  nnows — in  oidei  to  give  her  strei^th  to  sapport 
hers;  and  the  girl  has  a  heroic  nature,  Mr.  George,  — 
and  she  !h  resolved  to  conquer  or  to  £e.  But  she  will 
not  conquer." 
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G«otge  began  the  usiul  sbun  of  &  ooiHoIei  in  sacb 
trials.  Waife  stopped  him.  "All  that  you  can  say, 
Mr.  Qeoif[e,  I  know  befotehand ;  and  aha  will  need  do 
exhortation  to  prayer  and  to  fortitude.  I  atole  bata  my 
room  when  it  was  almoBt  dawn.  I  uw  li^it  imdet  the 
door  of  her  chamber.  I  just  looked  in — sofUy  —  unper- 
coived.  She  had  not  gone  to  bed.  8he  was  l^  the  open 
window  —  stare  dying  out  of  the  sky  —  kneeling  on  the 
floor,  ber  face  buried  in  her  hands.  She  haa  pimy«d.  In 
her  soul,  at  this  moment,  be  sura  that  sho  IB  praying 
now.  She  will  devote  herself  to  me;  she  will  be  cheer, 
ful;  yon  will  heai  her  laugh,  Mr.  Oeoige;  but  she  will 
not  oonqner  in  this  world.  Long  before  the  new  year  is 
out,  she  will  be  looking  down  upon  our  grief  witii  her 
bright  smile;  but  we  shall  not  see  her,  Ur.  George.  ]>> 
not  think  this  is  an  old  man's  foolish  terror.  I  know 
Btmow  as  physicians  know  disease;  it  haa  its  aotiaX 
symptoms.  Huehl  heai  me  oat  I  have  one  hc^e,  — 
it  is  in  you," 

"  In  me  t " 

"Yes.  Do  you  remember  that  yon  said,  if  I  ooold 
Bocceed  in  opening  to  your  iutelleot  its  hit  career,  yon 
would  be  the  best  friend  to  me  man  ever  had!  and  I 
said,  '  Agreed,  but  change  the  party  in  tlte  oont^aet;  1» 
friend  my  Sophy  instead  of  me,  and  if  ever  I  ask  yon, 
help  me  in  augbt  for  her  welfare  and  happiness; '  and 
yon  said,  'With  heart  and  souL'  That  was  the  bargain, 
Hi.  Geo^.  Now  you  have  all  that  yon  then  despaired 
of:  yon  hare  the  dignity  of  your  sacred  calling ;  you  hare 
the  eloquence  of  the  preacher.  I  cannot  cope  with  Mr. 
Darrell,  —  you  can.  He  has  a  heart,  —  it  can  be  aoft- 
ened ;  he  has  a  aoul,  —  it  can  be  freed  from  the  wfthee 
that  tether  it  down ;  he  has  the  viitnes  yon  can  appeal  to ; 
and  he  has  the  pride  whioh  you,  as  a  GhristiaD  minister, 
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hare  the  right  to  prove  to  be  a  dn.  I  cannot  aigae  vith 
him ;  I  cannot  repiore  the  man  to  whom  I  owe  bo  much. 
All  Tanks  of  men  and  of  mind  ahould  be  equal  to  jou, 
the  paetor,  the  dirine.  Toa  miniatera  of  the  goapel 
addresa  3>ouiBelves  unabashed  to  the  poor,  the  homble, 
the  nninstructed.  Did  Heaven  give  you  poirer  and  com- 
mandment over  these  alone  1  Gro,  Preacher,  go  I  Speak 
with  the  same  anthority  to  the  gteat^  to  the  hanghtf,  to 
Uie  wise!" 

The  old  man's  look  and  gestore  were  sablime. 

The  preacher  felt  a  Uirill  vibrate  from  his  ear  to  hia 
heart;  bat  hie  reason  was  leas  affected  than  his  heart. 
He  shook  his  head  mootnfully.  The  task  thus  assigned 
to  him  was  beyond  the  limitB  which  custom  prescribes  to 
the  priest  <d  the  English  Church,  — dictation  to  a  man 
not  even  of  his  own  flock,  npon  the  closest  ofbirs  of  that 
man'a  private  hearth  and  home.  Oui  society  allows  no 
soch  privily ;  and  oar  society  ia  right. 

Waife,  watchii^!  hia  countenance,  aaw  at  once  what 
was  passing  in  his  mind,  and  resumed,  as  if  answering 
G^eorge's  own  thought,  — 

"  Ay,  if  yon  were  but  the  oommonplaoe  priesti  Bttt 
yon  are  something  more ;  you  are  the  prieet  spedAlly  en- 
dowed for  all  special  purposes  of  good.  You  hpve  the 
mind  to  reason;  the  tongne  to  persuade;  tbB  mqjeatie 
eamestneea  of  impaeaioned  seal.  Kor  are  ymi  here  ttie 
priest  alone ;  you  are  here  the  friend,  tb9  confidant,  of  all 
for  whom  yon  may  exert  your  powera.  Ob,  George 
Morley,  I  am  a  poor,  ignorant  blunderer  when  presum- 
ing to  exhort  yon  as  Christian  minister;  but  in  your  own 
words  —  I  address  you  as  man  and  gentleman  —  you  de- 
clared that  '  thoi^ht  and  zeal  should  not  stAmmer  when- 
ever I  said.  Keep  your  promise. '  I  say  it  now,  —  keep 
faitli  to  the  child  you  swore  to  me  to  beMendl  " 
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"Ivillgo, — and  &t  once, "  said  Q«orge,  riang.  "Bat 
M  not  wingnini).  I  aea  not  a  chance  of  success.  A  man 
BO  superior  to  myself  in  yean,  trtatioo,  abilities,  repute  I  * 

"  Where  voiild  be  Cbristianity, "  said  Waife,  "  if  the 
earliest  preachers  had  raised  mch  questions  f  Then  is  a 
soldier's  cooiage,  —  is  then  not  a  priest's  1 " 

0«OTge  made  no  answer,  but,  with  abstaaeted  eye, 
gathered  brow,  and  slow,  meditotiTe  step,  quitted  ^le 
Toom,  and  sought  C^  DatielL 
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CHAPTER  L 

"BMb  Sbn  of  tlw  World  ihom  mora  imUfferance  to  (he  tUagi  Hid 
dootTiiHB  of  tha  Wodd  Otan  might  be  mppeaedi  bnt  he  vludi- 
catea  his  chaiactar,  which  might  otherwiie  be  jeopardiied,  by 
the  sdioibieae  with  which,  hanng  neolred  to  roast  eheatonta 
in  the  wbea  of  anoUier  niau'i  heiurth,  he  luudlca  them  when 
hotteet  b]' the  prorr  of  a — Cafi  paw. 

In  ibe  lertter  irtiicli  George  told  Waifs  lie  fcad  teoMved 
frma  Ida  uncle,  Geoige  had  an  excoee  for  the  delicate 
and  sidnous  nuasion  lie  nndortook,  which  he  did  not 
oonfida  to  the  old  man,  lest  it  shoald  coavey  more  hopes 
than  its  natnie  justifled.  In  this  letter,  Alban  nkted, 
Titii  a  degree  of  feelii^  that  he  laiely  manifested,  his 
foiswell  oonTersatioD  with  Lionel,  who  had  just  departed 
to  join  hii  new  rc^meot.  The  poor  young  man  had 
booyed  himself  up  with  delighted  expectations  of  the 
leoilt  of  Sc^hy's  prolonged  residence  under  Jteirell's 
roof;  he  had  persnaded  his  reason  that  whw  Dairell 
had  been  thus  enaUed  to  see  and  judge  of  bee  for  bnn- 
self,  he  would  be  irreostibly  attracted  towards  her; 
that  innocence,  like  truth,  would  be  might;,  and  pre- 
'  Tail:  Darrell  was  engaged  in  the  attempt  to  clear 
William  IjOsely'H  name  and  blood  from  the  taint  of 
felony;  Alban  was  comndssioaed  to  negotiate  with 
Jasper  Losely  on  any  terms  that  wonld  remore  all 
chaoce  of  future  disgrace  from  that  quarter.     Oh,  yes, 
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to  poor  Lionel's  eyea  obstacles  vanialied, — Uw  fotore 
became  dear.  And  thiu,  wben,  after  telling  him  at  hia 
final  interview  with  the  minister,  Darrell  said,  "  I  brut 
that,  in  l»iiiging  to  William  Losely  this  intelligeooe,  I 
ahall  at  least  soften  hia  disappointment,  when  I  make 
it  thoroughly  dear  to  him  how  impossible  it  is  that  bis 
Sophy  can  ever  be  mon  to  me — toiM — tfiaa  a  stranger 
whose  viituBB  oteate  an  interest  in  her  welfare,  "-> 
Lionel  was  stunned  M  by  a  blow.  Scaioely  oonld  he 
muimui, — 

"  Yoa  have  seen  ber,-~aiid  yonr  resolve  remains  the 
same." 

"  Can  you  doubt  it  t "  answered  Darrell,  as  if  in  sur- 
prise. "The  resolve  may  now  give  me  pain  on  my 
aoooont,  as  before  it  gave  me  pam  on  youn.  But  it 
sot  moved  by  yonr  pain,  can  I  be  moved  b7  minel 
That  WOnM  be  a  basenesa." 

The  Colonel,  in  depicting  liond's  state  of  mind  after 
the  young  soldier  had  written  his  farewell  to  Waife, 
and  previous  to  quitting  London,  expressed  very 
^oomy  forebodings.  "  I  do  not  say, "  wrote  he,  "  Hui 
Lionel  will  guiltily  seek  death  in  &e  field,  on  does 
des^  there  oome  more  te  Uioaa  who  seek  than  to  those 
who  shun  it;  but  he  will  go  upon  a  service  exposed  to 
more  ttian  ordinary  sufferin^^  [Kivatiw,  and  dissase, 
without  that  rallying  power  of  hope, —  that  will  and 
desire  to  live,  whidi  oonstitate  the  true  stamina  of 
jaatiL  And  I  bave  always  sst  a  Uat^  mark  upon 
those  who  go  into  war  joyless  and  despcxident.  Send 
a  young  fellow  to  the  camp  with  his  epirite  broken,  his 
heart  heavy  as  a  lump  of  lead,  and  tjie  first  of  thoee 
epidemics  which  thin  ranks  more  than  the  cannon,  says 
to  itael^  'There  is  a  man  for  mel '  Any  doctor  will 
tell  yoa  that,  even  at  home,  the  gay  and  lightliaarted 
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walk  BBfe  thiongh  the  peetilence,  that  settles  on  the 
moping  u  malaria  settles  on  a  marsh.  Conformd  Gay 
Danell's  ftnceeton, —  they  have  spoiled  Queen  Victoria  m 
good  a  yonng  soldier  as  ever  wore  svord  by  his  side  I 
Six  months  ago,  and  how  blithely  Lionel  Hanghton 
looked  forth  to  the  fnturel — all  laurell  —  no  cypieesi 
And  now,  I  feel  as  if  I  had  shaken  hands  with  a  victim 
sacrificed  by  superstition  to  the  tombs  of  the  dead.  I 
cannot  blame  Darrell;  I  danaaj  m  the  same  poeitian 
I  might  do  the  same.  But  no;  on  second  thot^ts,  I 
shonhl  Qotl  If  Darrell  does  not  choose  to  many  and 
have  sons  of  hia  own,  be  has  no  right  to  load  a  poor 
boy  with  benefits,  and  say,  'There  is  bat  (me  way  to 
prove  your  gratitude;  remember  my  ancestors,  and  be 
miserable  for  the  rest  of  your  days  I '  Darrell,  forsooth, 
intends  to  leave  to  Lionel  tha  transmiedon  of  the  old 
Darrell  name;  and  the  old  Darrell  name  most  not  be 
tarnished  by  the  marriage  on  which  Lionel  has  unluckily 
set  hia  hearti  I  respect  the  old  name;  but  it  is  not 
like  the  House  of  Vipont, — a  Bri&h  Institution.  And 
if  some  democratical  cholera,  which  does  not  eare  a 
rush  for  old  names,  carries  off  Lionel,  wnat  oecomes  of 
the  old  name  tbent  Lionel  is  not  Darrell's  son;  Iio> 
nel  need  not,  perforce,  take  the  old  name.  Let  the 
young  man  live  as  Liouel  Hanghton,  and  the  old  name 
die  with  Guy  Darrell  I 

"  As  to  the  poor  girl's  birth  and  parent^e,  I  believe 
we  shall  never  know  them.  I  quite  agree  with  Darrell 
that  it  will  be  wisest  never  to  inquire.  Bat  I  disnusB, 
as  fiu^tched  and  improbable,  his  sappoGition  that  she 
is  Oabrielle  Desmarets'  dangbter.  To  me  it  is  in- 
finitely more  likely,  either  that  the  deposition  of  the 
nurse,  which  poor  Willy  gave  to  Darrell,  and  irtuob 
Darrell  showed  to  me,  is  iroe  (tmly  that  Jasper  was 
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conniTing  at  the  tempoiai;  snapeiisiQii  of  his  child's 
exietenea  vhile  it  eoited  his  purpose), —  or  that,  at  the 
worst,  this  mysterious  young  lady  is  the  daughter  of 
the  artitte.  In  the  fonner  BUppodtiou,  its  I  havB  said 
ov«r  and  over  again,  a  mairiage  between  Lionel  and 
Sophy  is  pteciselj  that  which  Dairell  should  desiro ,  in 
the  latter  cas^  of  couise.  if  Lionel  weie  the  head  of  tiie 
House  of  YipoDt,  the  idea  of  such  a  onion  would  be 
inadmiesfble.  Bat  Lionel,  tntre  naui,  is  the  son  of  a 
ruined  spendthrift  by  a  linen-draper's  daughter.  And 
Dairell  has  but  to  give  the  handsome  young  couple 
five  OT  six  thousand  a  year,  and  I  know  the  world  well 
enough  to  know  that  the  world  will  trouble  itself  very 
little  about  theii  pedigrees.  And  really  Lionel  should 
be  left  wholly  free  to  chooae  whether  he  pnfet  a  gii) 
whom  be  loves  with  his  whole  heart,  five  or  six  thou- 
sand a  year,  happiness,  and  the  chance  of  honors  in  a 
glorious  profession  to  which  he  will  then  look  with 
glad  spirits,-~OT  a  UfeloDg  misery,  with  the  right,  after 
Darrell's  death,—  that  I  hope  will  not  be  these  thirty 
yeare,—  to  bear  the  name  of  Darrell  instead  of  Haughton ; 
which,  if  I  were  the  last  of  the  Haughtwui,  and  had  any 
family  pride, —  as,  thank  Heaven,  I  have  not,—  would  be 
a  painful  exchange  to  me;  and  dearly  bought  by  the 
addition  of  some  additional  thoueands  a  year,  when  I 
had  giown  perhaps  as  little  disposed  to  spend  them  as 
Quy  DsTiell  himself  is.  But,  after  all,  there  is  one  I 
compassionate  even  more  than  young  Haughton.  My 
morning  rides  of  late  have  been  much  tn  the  direction 
of  Twickenham,  visiting  oui  fair  cousin  Lady  Montfort, 
i  went  first  to  lecture  her  foi  letting  these  young  people 
see  BO  much  oi  each  other.  But  my  anger  melted  into 
admiration  and  sympathy,  when  1  found  with  what 
tender^  exquisite,  matchless  friendship  she  had  been  all 
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the  Thile  acheming  foi  Dsrrell's  happiness,  and  wtlih 
what  lemone  ahe  now  contemplated  the  borow  which 
a  fciendahip  eo  grateful,  and  a  belief  so  natnnl,  had 
iimoceuiI]r  occasioned.     That  remoree  is  weazing  her  to 

death.     Dr.  V ,  who  attended  poor,  dear  Willy,  is 

also  attending  her;  and  he  told  me  privately,  that  Ms 
skill  was  in  vain  —  that  her  case  baffled  him;  and  he 
had  Tery  serious  apprehensions.  Darrell  owes  some 
considention  to  such  a  friend.  And  to  think  that  here 
are  lives  permanently  embittered,  if  not  risked,  by  the 
ruthless  obstinacy  of  the  beet-hearted  man  I  ever  metl 
Now,  though  I  hare  already  intimated  my  opinions  to 
Barrell  with  a  candor  due  to  the  oldest  uid  dearest  of 
my  friends,  yet  I  have  never,  of  course,  in  the  Ivtters  I 
have  imtt«n  to  him,  or  the  talk  we  have  had  together, 
spoken  out  as  plainly  as  I  do  In  writing  to  you.  And 
having  thus  written,  without  awe  of  his  gray  eye  and 
dark  brow,  I  have  half  a  mind  to  add,  '  Seize  him  in 
a  happy  moment  and  show  him  this  letter.'  Yes,  I 
give  you  full  leave-,  show  it  to  him  if  you  think  it 
would  avail.  If  not,  throw  it  into  the  fire,  and  pray 
Heaven  for  those  whom  we  poor  mortals  cannot  serve." 

On  the  envelope,  Alban  had  added  these  words: 
"But  of  cooise,  before  showing  the  encloeed,  you  will 
prepare  Darrell's  mind  to  weigh  its  contents."  And 
probably  it  was  in  that  curt  and  simple  injunction  that 
tbe  subtle  man  of  the  world  evinced  the  astuteness  of 
which  not  a  trace  was  apparent  in  the  body  of  his 
letter. 

Though  Alban's  communication  had  much  excited  his 
nephew,  yet  Qeorge  had  not  Judged  it  discreet  to  avail 
himself  of  the  permission  to  show  it  to  Darrell.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  the  pride  of  his  host  would  take 
much  more  offence  at  its  tcsnamission  through  the  hands 
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ai  a  thiid  peraon,  tlian  at  the  frank  tone  of  ite  leanomitgii 
and  sn^estions.  And  George  had  detemuned  to  n- 
Micloee  it  to  the  Colonel,  n^ing  him  to  forward  it  him- 
Mlf  to  Datrell  jtut  as  it  iras,  with  but  a  brief  line  to 
my,  "  That,  on  nflection,  Albon  sabmitted,  direct  to  his 
old  echooUellow,  the  leaaonings  and  appmhensione  which 
be  had  bo  unieeerredly  poured  forth  in  a  letter  com- 
menced without  the  intention  at  which  Uie  writor  ai- 
rived  at  the  close."  But,  now  that  the  preacher  had 
undertaken  the  duty  of  an  advocate,  the  letter  became 
hia  brief. 

QeoTge  pasaed  through  the  library,  through  the  study, 
up  the  narrow  stair  that  finally  conducted  to  the  same 
lofty  cell  in  which  Darrell  had  confronted  the  midnight 
robber  who  claimed  a  child  in  Sophy.  With  a  nervous 
liand  George  knocked  at  the  door. 

Unaccustomed  to  any  intrusion  on  the  part  of  guest 
or  bonaehold  in  that  solitary  retreat,  somewhat  sharply, 
as  if  in  anger,  Darrell's  voice  anawered  the  knock. 

"Who 'a  there r' 

"  George  Morley. " 

Danell  opened  the  door. 
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CHAPTER   n. 

'A  good  ucb«r  In  not  knomi  by  liii  wrom,  bat  bit  aim  '  *  A 
good  man  b  no  more  to  be  feared  than  a  abeep  "  "A  good 
BUrgeoa  mutt  havo  an  eagle'i  eje,  a  lion's  heart,  and  a  ladj'i 
hand."  "  A|toodtongnaiia  goodweapon"  And  daapite  thoaa 
■nggoaUTB  or  ancotiiaging  prorerba,  George  Hoilej  hai  ondei- 
taken  ■omething  ao  oppoaed  to  all  provsrbial  phHoaophj,  that  it 
bscomM  a  grare  qoeation  what  he  will  do  with  it 

"  I  OOHE,"  said  George,  "  to  ask  jou  one  of  the  graat«at 
fftvOTB  a  man  can  confer  upon  anoUier ;  it  will  take  some 
little  time  to  explain.     Are  yon  at  leiaun  t " 

Danell'B  biow  relaxed. 

"  Seat  yoanelt  in  comfort,  mj  dear  George.  If  it  be 
in  my  power  to  serre  or  to  gratify  Alban  Uortey'a 
nephew,  it  is  I  who  receive  a  favor."  Duiell  thought 
to  himself,  "  The  yonng  man  is  ambitions,  —  I  may  aid 
in  bifl  path  towards  a  soe  1 " 

QwiBGE  HoBLBT.  — '  First  let  me  say  that  I  would 
eonsnlt  yoor  intellect  on  a  matter  which  habitnallj 
attracts  and  engages  mine,  —  that  old,  vexed  qoestion  of 
the  origin  and  uses  of  avil,  not  only  in  the  physical,  bot 
the  moral  world  j  it  involves  problems  over  which  I 
would  ponder  for  hoora  aa  a  boy;  on  which  I  wrote 
essays  as  a  schoolman;  on  whidi  I  perpetually  collect 
illnstrations  to  fortify  my  views  as  a  theologian." 

"He  ia  writings  book,"  thought  Danell,  enviously; 
*  and  a  book  on  such  a  subject  will  laat  him  all  his  life, 
Happy  man  I " 

Gbobob  MoRiBT.  — "The  pastor,  yoc  know,  is  fre- 
quently consulted  by  the  auffeTiug  and  oppressed;  fre- 
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qoently  called  upon  to  fuuw«r  that  qaestiou  in  which 
the  ecepticism  of  the  humble  and  the  ignorant  ordinarilf 
hegina:  '  Why  am  I  safferingT  Why  am  I  oppreaaedt 
la  thia  the  Justice  of  Piorideuce  1  Haa  the  Great  Fattier 
that  benign  pity,  that  vatchfiil  care  for  bis  children, 
which  you  preachers  tell  as  t '  Ever  intent  on  deducing 
examples  from  the  lives  to  which  the  clew  haa  become 
apparent,  must  be  the  priest  who  has  to  reason  with 
affliction  caused  by  no  apparent  bult;  and  where,  judged 
by  the  canons  of  human  justice,  cloud  and  darknefis 
obscure  the  Divine, —  still  to  '  vindicate  the  ways  of  God 
to  man. '  " 

Daxbxll.  —  "A.  philosophy  that  preceded  and  will 
outlive  all  other  schools.  It  is  twin-bom  with  the 
world  itself.  Go  on;  though  the  theme  be  inexhaus- 
tible, its  interest  never  flags." 

GdOBOB  MORLBT. — "  Hss  it  struti  you,  Hr,  Darnell, 
that  few  lives  have  ever  passed  under  your  survey,  in 
which  tiie  inexpremible  tendemess  of  the  Omniscient 
has  been  more  visibly  olear  than  in  that  of  youi  guest, 
William  Loselyt" 

Dakrell  (surprised).  — *  Cleait  To  me,  I  oonfess 
that  if  ever  there  were  an  inatanoe  in  which  the  Divine 
tendemess,  the  Divine  justice,  which  I  can  never  pre- 
sume to  doubt,  was  yet  undisoemible  to  my  bounded 
'vision,  it  is  in  the  instanoe  of  the  very  life  yon  refer  to. 
I  see  a  man  of  admirable  virtues  —  of  a  childlike  sim- 
plicity of  ohaiact«r,  which  makes  him  almoat  uncon- 
scious of  the  grandeur  of  his  own  soul  —  involved  by  a 
sublime  self-sacrifice:  by  a  virtue,  not  by  a  fa.vlt,  in  the 
most  dreadful  of  human  calamities,  —  igngminiaus  de- 
gradation j  hurled  in  the  mid-day  of  life  from  the  sphere 
of  honest  men;  a  felon's  brand  on  his  name;  a  vagrant  in 
his  age.    Justice  at  last,  but  tardy  and  niggard, and  glv 
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ing  him  but  little  J07  when  it  amrea ;  becsoM,  erer  tbink- 
ing  only  of  otbeTs,  hie  heart  is  wnpped  in  a  ^ild  whom 
he  cannot  make  happy  in  the  way  in  which  his  hopes 
have  been  setl  Oeotga  —  no,  your  illnatration  mi^t 
be  tamed  by  a  aeeptic  into  an  argument  against  you. " 

Gbokss  Moblbf.  —  "  Not  unless  the  soeptio  lefused 
the  elementary  Btarting-groimd  from  which  you  and  I 
may  reason;  not  if  it  be  granted  that  man  has  a  soul, 
which  it  is  the  object  of  this  life  to  enrich  and  develop 
for  anothei.  We  know  from  my  uncle  what  WilMam 
Losely  was  before  this  calamity  befell  him,  —  a  genial 
boon-companion;  a  careless,  frank  'good  fallow;'  alt 
the  virtues  yon  now  praise  in  bim,  dormant,  unguaaeed 
even  by  himself.  Suddenly  came  calauittI — sud- 
denly arose  the  aoui.  I  De{pndation  of  name,  and  with 
it  dignity  of  natuiel  How  poor,  how  slight,  how  insig- 
nificant William  Losely  the  hanger-on  ot  nual  Thanes 
compared  with  that  William  Waife  whose  entrance  into 
this  house,  you  —  despite  that  felon's  brand  when  you 
knew  it  was  tlie  martyt'a  glory  —  greeted  with  noble 
reverenee:  whom,  when  the  mind  itself  was  sMcken 
down,  —  only  the  sonl  left  to  the  wreck  of  the  body,  — 
you  tended  with  such  pious  care  as  he  lay  on  your 
father's  bedl  And  do  you,  who  hold  nobleness  in  such 
honor, —  do  you,  of  all  men,  tell  me  that  you  cannot 
recognise  that  celestial  tenderness  which  ennobled  a 
spirit  for  all  eternity  I" 

"George,  you  are  right,"  cried  Darrell;  "  and  I  was  a 
blockhead  and  blunderer,  as  man  always  is  when  he 
mistakes  a  speck  in  his  telescope  for  a  blotch,  in  the  sun 
of  a  system." 

GsoRQE  Mqrley.  —  *  But  more  difficult  it  is  to 
recognize  the  mysterious  agencies  of  heavenly  love  when 
DO  great  worldly  adversity  forces  us  to  pause  and  ques- 
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llaiL  Lot  fortoDe  strike  ctown  a  Tiotint,  tad  even  tiw 
hwtiLen  oriM, '  This  is  ths  hand  of  OodI '  Bat  whwe 
fortuns  brings  no  ricissitude;  when  her  wheel  nau 
smooth,  dropping  wealth  or  honon  as  it  tolls ;  wheie 
afflifltion  oantni  its  work  within  the  Mcret,  unnTBaliiig 
heart,  —  there,  even  the  wisest  man  may  not  leadilj  per- 
ceire  hy  what  meana  HeaTen  ia  admoniBhing,  forcing,  or 
wooing  him  neu«r  to  itMlf.  I  take  the  cass  of  s  man 
in  whom  Heaven  acknowledges  a  favored  son.  I  assame 
his  oatwud  life  crowned  with  Buoceeses,  his  mind  stored 
with  (qmlent  gifts,  his  naton  endowed  with  lofty  vir- 
toea;  what  an  heir  to  txaln  through  the  brief  eohool  of 
earth  for  doe  place  in  the  ages  that  roll  on  forever! 
Rut  tiuB  man  has  a  parasite  weed  in  aaoh  bed  of  a  soul 
rich  in  flowers,  —  weed  and  flowers  intertwined,  stem 
with  stem;  their  filwee  uniting  even  deep  down  to  the 
root.  Can  yon  not  o(mceive  with  what  untiring  vigilant 
care  Heaven  will  seek  to  dieeDtangU  the  flower  from  iba 
weed  T  —  how  Qet  me  drop  imtdequate  metaphor)  —  how 
Heaven  will  select  for  its  warning  chastisements  that 
verj  error  which  the  man  has  so  blent  with  hie  virtoes 
that  he  holds  it  a  rirtoe  itself  t  —  how,  gradnallj,  slowly, 
pertinacioosly,  tt  will  gather  this  besntifal  nature  all 
to  itself;  insist  on  a  aacrifioe  it  would  ask  from  do 
other!  To  eomplete  the  tnis  natore  of  poor  William 
Loeely,  Heaven  ordained  the  saorifioe  of  worldly  repute  j 
to  complete  the  true  nature  of  Ooy  Dansll,  Qod  Mdaiiu 
him  the  sacrifice  of  fkiskI  " 

Darrell  started,  —  half  rose ;  his  eye  flashed,  —  hi« 
cheek  paled ;  hut  he  remained  silent. 

*  I  have  approached  the  favor  I  supplicate,"  nsumed 
Qeorge,  drawing  s  deep  breath,  as  of  relief.  "  Greater 
favor  man  osn  scarcely  bestow  uptmhis  fallow.  I  n\- 
teeat  yon  to  believe  that  1  rsspect,  and  lore,  and  hoiwr 
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jrou  Bnfficiently  to  be  for  avhile  m  lifted  vp  into  yoot 
friendship,  that  I  may  claim  the  privilege,  without 
which  friendahip  ia  hut  a  form ;  — just  as  no  freedom  ia 
more  obnoxioos  than  intmaion  on  confidence  withheld, 
80  no  favor,  T  repaat,  mo»  ptecioos  ttian  the  fionfideiiea 
which  a  man  of  worth  vouchiafea  to  him  who  inTitea  it 
with  no  claim  but  the  loyalty  of  hia  motives." 

Said  Darrell,  softened,  but  with  statelineM:  "All 
human  live:*  arc  aa  separate  cirelea;  they  may  touch  at 
one  point  in  friendly  approach,  bnt,  even  where  they 
touch,  each  rounds  itself  from  off  ttte  other.  With  this 
hint  I  am  contented  to  ask  at  what  point  in  my  circle 
you  would  touch  1 " 

(rEOBOK  MoKLKY.  — "  I  thank  you  gratefully;  I  ao- 
cept  your  illustration.  The  point  ia  touched;  I  need 
no  other."  He  paused  a  moment,  as  if  concentrating  all 
his  thoughts ,  and  then  aaid ,  with  moaing  accenta :  "  Tea, 
I  accept  your  illustration;'!  will  even  strengthan  &e 
force  of  the  truth  implied  in  it  by  a  more  homely  illu» 
tottion  of  ray  own.  There  are  small  skeleton  abrtdg- 
menta  of  history  which  we  give  to  childBpn.  In  such  a 
year  a  king  was  crowned,  —  a  battle  waa  fought;  there 
was  some  great  disaater,  or  some  great  triumph.  Of  the 
tine  progress  and  development  of  the  nation  whose  reoord 
ia  thus  epitomiied ;  of  the  complicated  cauaea  which  lead 
to  these  salient  events ;  of  the  animated,  varied ,  multitu- 
dinous life  which  has  been  harrying  on  from  epoch  to 
epoch,  the  abridgment  tells  nothing.  It  is  so  with 
the  life  of  each  individual  man:  the  life  as  it  stands  be- 
fore us  is  but  a  sterile  epitome, — hid  from  our  sight  the 
BHOTTOxs  which  are  the  people  of  the  heart.  In  such  a 
year  occurred  a  visible  something,  —  a  gain,  a  loas,  a 
•acoeaa,  a  disappointment;  the  people  of  the  heart 
onwned  or  depoaed  a  king.  Thia  ia  all  we  know;  aitd 
vol.  n. — S8 
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the  mwt  Tolnminons  bit^tnphy  erer  written  mast  atill 
be  ft  meagre  abridgment  of  all  Uut  really  individualized 
and  formed  a  man.  I  aak  not  joor  confidence  in  a 
single  detail  or  fact  in  your  existence  which  lies  beyond 
my  aigbt.  Fat  from  me  so  curioua  an  insolence;  but 
I  do  ask  you  thia,  —  reflecting  on  your  past  life  as  a 
whole,  have  not  your  chief  sorrows  had  a  common 
idioByncTBByt  Have  they  not  been  strangely  directed 
towards  tbe  frustntion  of  some  one  aii^le  object,  — > 
cherished  by  your  earliest  hopes,  and,  kb  if  in  defiance 
of  fate,  resolutely  clung  to  eTon  now  t " 
"  It  is  true,"  muttered  Darrell.     "  You  do  not  oSend 

"And  have  not  these  bobsows,  in  frustrating  your 
object,  often  aasumed,  too,  a  certain  unifonnity  in  the 
Weapons  thoy  use,  in  the  quarter  thoy  harass  or  invade, 
almost  as  if  it  were  a  strategic  policy  that  guided  them 
when  they  could  most  pain,  or  humble,  or  reject  a  fob 
that  tbey  were  ordered  to  storm  t  Degrade  you  they 
could  not;  Buch  was  not  tbeii  miaaion.  Heaven  left 
you  intact  a  kinglinesB  of  nature,  —  a  loftiness  of  spirit, 
unabased  by  assaults  levelled  not  against  yourself,  but 
your  pride;  your  personal  dignity,  thot^h  singularly 
sensitive,  though  bitterly  galled,  stood  proof.  What 
might  lower  lesser  men,  lowered  not  you;  Heaven  left 
you  that  dignity,  for  it  belongs  alike  to  your  intellect 
and  your  virtues, —  but  suffered  it  to  be  a  source  of  your 
anguish.  Whyt  Because,  not  content  with  adorning 
your  virtues,  it  was  covering  the  fault  against  which 
were  directed  the  sorrows.     Tou  frown, — forgive  me." 

"  You  do  not  transgress,  unless  It  be  as  a  fiatteierl  If 
I  bowned,  it  was  unconsciously,  — the  sign  of  thought, 
not  anger.  Pause  I  —  my  mind  has  left  yon  for  ft 
momsnt;  it  is  looking  into  the  past." 
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The  paati  Waa  it  not  tniel  That  home  to  whon 
porch  came  in  time  the  Black  Hotsee,  in  time  just  to 
save  from  the  last  wont  diahonoi,  hot  not  save  from 
jeara  lacked  by  each  pang  that  can  hanoir  man's  d^jnity 
in  each  daily  asaanlt  on  the  fort  of  man's  pride:  the  aly, 
treacherous  daughter ;  her  terrible  marriage;  the  man 
whoee  di^raoe  ahe  had  linked  to  her  blood,  and  whon 
life  Btill  was  insult  and  thnat  to  his  own  I  True,  what 
a  war  upon  pride  1  And  even  in  that  aecret  and  fatal 
lore  which  bad  been  <^  all  hie  griefs  the  most  influen- 
tial  and  enduring,  had  his  pride  been  less  bitteily 
wounded,  and  that  pride  less  enthroned  in  bis  being, 
wonld  hia  grief  have  been  so  relentless,  his  attempts  at 
its  conquest  so  Tain  f  And  then,  even  now,  what  was 
it  said, "  I  can  blen  "  —  holy  lote  I  What  was  it  said, 
"  bnt  not  pardon  "  — stem  pbidbI  And  so  on  to  these 
last  revolutions  of  sterile  life.  Waa  he  not  misenble  ia 
Lionel's  and  Sophy's  misery  t  Forlorn  in  that  eitadel 
of  pride,  —  closed  round  and  invested  with  sorrows,  — 
and  the  last  hopes  that  had  fled  to  the  fortress,  slain  in 
defence  of  its  outworks.  With  hand  shading  his  <aoe, 
Darrell  remained  some  minutes  silent.  At  last  he  raised 
his  head,  and  hie  eye  was  steadfast,  his  lip  firm. 

"Oeo^  Morley,"  said  he,  "I  acknowledge  much 
justice  in  the  censure  you  have  oonreyed,  wittk  so  artfnl 
a  delicacy,  that  if  it  fail  to  reform,  it  cannot  displeaee, 
and  leaves  much  to  be  seriously  revolved  in  solitary 
self-commune.  But  though  I  may  own  that  pride  is 
not  made  for  man,  and  that  in  the  blindness  of  hnman 
judgment  I  may  often  have  confounded  pride  with  duty, 
and  sufibred  for  the  mistake,  yet  that  one  prevailing 
object  of  my  life,  which  with  so  startling  a  tmtii  yon  say 
it  has  pleased  Heaven  to  fmetiate,  I  cannot  hold  an  error 
in  its^ '  You  have  learned  enough  from  your  uncle. 
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Men  enough  of  ipo  yovrefAt,  to  know  what  that  objeci 
has  been.  Ton  are  sdiolai  enough  to  ocmoede  to  me  that 
it  is  no  ignoble  homage  which  eithei  nations  or  peraons 
mnder  to  Uie  anceBtnl  dead,  —  that  homage  is  an  in- 
ftinet  in  all  but  vulgar  and  sordid  natoiea.  Haa  a  man 
no  anoest^  of  his  own,  —  rightly  and  justly,  if  himself 
of  worth,  he  appropriates  to  hia  lineage  all  the  heroes, 
and  bards,  and  patriots  of  his  fatherland.  A  free  citizen 
has  anoBstora  in  all  Uxe  gloriooa  chiefs  that  have  adorned 
the  state,  on  the  sole  oondition  that  ha  shall  nveie  their 
tomha,  and  guard  their  memory  as  a  son.  And  thus, 
whenever  they  who  speak  tnunpet-tongned  to  grand  de- 
mooiacies,  wonld  rouse  some  quailing  generation  to 
heroic  deed  ta  aacrifioe,  they  appeal  in  the  name  of 
anoestora,  and  call  upon  the  living  to  be  worthy  of  the 
dead.  That  which  is  eo  laudable, — nay,  so  necessary  a 
sentiment  in  the  mase,  cannot  be  a  fault  that  angers 
Heaven  in  ^w  man.  Like  all  high  sentiments,  it  may 
compel  harsh  and  rugged  dutiee;  it  may  need  the  Bt«ni 
suppreeaion  of  many  a  gentle  impulse,  —  of  many  a 
pleasing  wish.  But  we  must  r^aid  it  in  its  merit  and 
canaistenoy  aa  a  whole.  And  if,  my  eloquent  and  subtle 
friend,  all  you  have  hi&ejto  said  be  designed  but  to 
wind  into  pleas  for  the  same  cause  that  I  have  already 
decided  against  the  advocate  in  my  own  heart  which 
sidea  with  Lionel's  generous  love  and  yon  fair  girl's  in- 
genuous and  touching  grace,  let  na  break  up  the  court: 
the  judge  has  no  choice  but  the  law  which  imperiously 
governs  his  judgment. " 

GiOBQs  MoBixT.  —  *  I  have  not  hi&erto  presomed 
to  apply  to  particular  cases  tito  general  atgumeat  yon  so 
indulgently  allow  me  to  nige  in  favor  of  my  theory,  that 
in  the  world  of  the  human  heart,  when  closely  examined, 
there  is  the  same  harmony  of  deaign  as  in  the  external 
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nnimw;  Qiat  is  fmlt  and  in  amov uft  tlw  izioiM,  nd 
poblcms,  and  poetuUtM  of  a  aomroa.  Bmt  witk  bw  « 
little  IoDg«T  if  I  still  pnmae  the  nine  eonne  of  reMon* 
ing.  I  shall  Dot  have  the  anogance  to  aigne  ■  Bpe^ial 
instttioe,  — to  ny , '  Thia  70a  ahould  do,  thia  you  ^old 
sot  do. '  All  I  would  aak  is,  leave  to  proffer  a  few  mora 
■nggestioiu  to  70111  own  Luge  and  candid  experianoe." 

Sud  Darrell,  ineeiBtibl7  alluied  on,  but  with  a  tings 
of  his  giaTO  iton7 :  "  You  have  Uie  bue  geniui  of  the 
pnlpit,  and  I  oonoede  to  70a  iti  righta.  I  will  lirtan 
with  the  wiah  to  profit,  — the  mora  auieeptible  of  aon- 
Tiotion,  because  fraed  from  the  necea8it7  to  rapl7." 

QxoBos  HoBLST.  —  "  YoxL  Vindicate  the  object  which 
has  bean  the  main  ambition  of  you  life.  Ton  waj, 
'Not  an  ignoble  obgeot.'  Truly,  ignoble  ol^ecta  an 
not  for  yon.  The  qaeatkm  is,  an  than  not  olgecU 
noMer,  which  should  have  attained  hi^ier  valoe,  and  lad 
to  larger  results  in  tiie  soul  which  Frovidsnoe  assigned 
to  yon;  was  not  the  proper  place  of  the  object  you  vin- 
dicate that  cd  an  saxiliary,  —  •  suboidinjite,  rattier  than 
that  of  the  all-directing,  self-sufficing  leader  and  auto- 
crat of  auch  various  powen  of  miodt  1  pictnrs  you  to 
myself,  a  lone,  bold-hearted  boy,  in  this  ausieat  hall, 
amidst  theae  primitive  landaoapee,  in  which  old  aaaooia- 
tions  sn  so  little  disturbed  'hij  tiie  modem ;  In  whioh  the 
wild  turf  of  waste  lands,  vanishing  deep  Into  ma«B  of 
solemn  wood,  lends  the  soene  to  drums  of  gone  days,  — 
brings  adventim  and  knighthood,  and  all  the  poetical 
colors  of  Eld,  to  unite  the  hostage  due  to  Ab  anoestal 
dead  wiUi  die  fntun  ambition  of  life:  image  fall  of 
interest  and  of  pathos , —  a  friendless  child  of  a  race  non 
beloved  for  its  decay,  looking  dauntlaaa  on  to  poverty 
and  toil,  with  that  oonviction  of  power  which  is  bom 
d  ooUaoted  puzpcaa  and  earnest  will;  and  nooeding  Ui 


.y  Google 


518  WHAT  WILL  WM  DO  ■WITH  TTI 

■east  vow,  that  aingla-handed  h«  will  nado  the  work  of 
deatfoyit^  tgoB,  and  rettove  his  line  to  ita  plBoe  of  honor 
in  the  land  1 " 

0«orge  paoMd,  and  tean  Btood  in  Durdl's  eye*. 

■  Yob,"  reaomed  the  achoUr,  —  "  yea,  for  Ihe  child,  fi» 
the  yonth,  for  the  man,  in  hta  flist  daring  stride  into  the 
action  of  life,  that  object  commanda  onr  leapeatful  aym- 
pothiee.  Bat  wait  a  few  yeare.  Haa  that  ol^eot  ex- 
panded 1  Has  it  led  on  into  object*  emhtacing  humanity  1 
Bemains  it  alone  and  sterile  in  the  boeom  of  sucoeaafnl 
genius  I  Or  is  it  prolific  and  fraitfnl  of  grander  de- 
signs, —  of  more  wide-epreading  oeea  I  Make  genius 
suocessfal,  and  all  men  have  the  right  to  say,  '  Brother, 
help  lul '  Whatt  no  other  object  still  but  to  build  up  a 
honsel  —  to  recover  a  line  1  What  was  grand  at  one  stage 
of  an  onward  career,  is  narrow  and  small  at  another! 
Aiiibitiaii  limited  to  the  rise  of  a  braily!  Can  our 
aympathies  still  hallow  that/  No!  In  Guy  Darrell 
Buccessful,  —  that  aibbitton  was  treason  to  earth !  Man- 
kind WM  hie  fomily  nowl  Thkb^tobk,  Heaven 
thwarted  the  object  which  opposed  its  own  ends  in 
creating  youf  Thxbbpobk,  childless  you  stand  on 
yoar  desolate  hearUil  Tbbbbfobb,  lot  aide  by  nde, 
—  yon  uncompleted  pile:  yonr  own  nooompleted  life! " 

Darrelt  sat  dumb.     He  was  appalled. 

Gbobqb  Moblby.  —  "  Has  not  that  object  stinted 
your  very  intellectl  Has  it  not,  while  ba&led  in  its 
own  centred  aim,  — has  it  not  robbed  yon  of  tlie  glory 
which  yonth  craved,  and  which  manhood  might  have 
wont  Idolater  to  the  creed  of  an  ancestor's  rave,  haa 
your  own  name  that  bold  on  the  grateful  respect  of  the 
future,  which  men  ever  give  to  that  genius  wboee  ob- 
jects are  knit  with  mankind  t  Suddenly,  in  the  tenith 
of  life,  amidst  cheers,  not  of  genuine  renown,  —  eheen 
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loud  and  brief  u  a  moVa  htinah,  — calBmittM,  M  -of 
which  I  know  not,  nor  conjeetora,  interrupt  your  daner; 
and  when  your  own  life-long  object  ia  arrested,  oi 
nther  when  it  ia  snatched  from  your  eye:,  your  g^ios 
renouncea  all  uses.  Fame,  ever-daring;,  was  before  yoa 
Btill,  had  your  objects  been  those  for  which  genina  is 
given.  Ton  mose.  Heaven  permits  these  mde  worda 
to  strike  homel  G^ny  Darrell,  it  ia  not  too  latel 
Heaven's  warnings  are  always  in  time.  B«flect,  with 
tiie  one  oanow  object  was  fostered  and  fed  the  one 
master  foiling  of  pride.  To  oe  as  Ohristians,  or  as  lea- 
aonera;  it  is  not  in  this  world  that  every  datj  is  to  find 
its  special  meed;  yet  by  that  same  mystical  law  which 
makes  science  of  sorrow,  rewards  are  but  often  &e  nor- 
mal effect  of  duties  sublimely  fulfilled.  Out  of  your 
pride  and  your  one  cherished  object  has  there  grown 
happinesat  Has  the  saocess  which  was  not  denied  yon 
achieved  the  link  with  posterity  that  your  hand,  if  not 
fettered,  would  long  since  have  foigedl  Grant  that 
HeaVen  says, '  Stubborn  child,  yield  at  last  to  the  Warn- 
ings vouchsafed  to  thee  by  my  love!  Fiom  a  Mn  to 
fovored  and  strong,  I  exact  the  most  difScolt  offering! 
Thou  hast  aaorificwJ  much,  but  for  ends  not  prescribed 
in  my  law;  sacrifice  now  to  me  the  thing  tlutu  most 
clingestto, — pride.  I  make  the  pang  I  demand  pur- 
posely bitter.  I  twine  round  the  offering  I  ask  the 
fibres  that  bleed  in  relaxing.  What  to  other  men 
would  ho  no  duty,  is  dnty  to  thee,  because  it  entails  a 
triumphant  self-conqaest,  and  pays  to  humanity  the  ar- 
rears of  just  dues  long  neglected. '  Grant  the  hard  aacri- 
fice  mads;  I  must  think  Heaven  has  ends  for  yottr  joy 
even  here,  when  it  asks  you  to  part  with  the  oauM  at 
your  sorrows;  I  must  think  that  your  evening  of  life 
may  have  annshina  denied  to  its  noon.     Bui  with  God 
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■re  no  iMigaina.  A  virtue,  the  more  fudoous  bemiae  it 
muat  trample  down  what  your  life  haa  exalted  aa  TirtoB, 
ia  befon  you,  —  diBtoatefol,  BTuterB,  repelUat.  The 
meet  iuTlting  uguments  in  ita  fiivor  are  that  it  piofien 
no  bribes;  men  would  aoquit  jou  in  rejecting  it;  judged 
hj  OUT  votld'a  ordinary  rule,  men  would  be  right  in 
acquitting  you.  But  if  on  reflection  you  ny  in  your 
heart  of  hearte,  '  Thia  u  a  virtue,'  you  will  follow  its 
noiselsM  path  up  to  the  amile  of  OodI " 

The  preacher  oeaaed. 

Darrell  breathed  a  long  sigh,  roae  olowlj,  took 
Oeoige'a  hand,  pressed  it  warmly  in  both  his  own,  and. 
tamed  quickly  and  silently  away.  He  paused  in  the 
deep  teowB  where  the  gleam  of  the  wintry  eon  ahot 
Uuongh  the  email  casement,  aslant  and  pale  on  the  maa- 
(rive  wall:  opening  the  lattice  he  looked  forth  on  tho 
old  hereditary  trees,  —  on  the  Gothic  church-tower;  on 
the  dark  eveigreena  that  belted  hia  Other's  tomb.  Again 
he  sighed,  but  this  time  the  sigh  had  a  haughty  sound 
in  its  abrupt  impatience;  and  Qeorge  felt  that  words 
written  muat  remain  to  strengthen  and  confirm  the  eflect 
of  worda  spoken.  He  had  at  least  obeyed  his  uncle's 
wise  injunction,  —  ha  had  prepared  Danell's  mind  to 
weigh  dke  contents  of  a  letter,  which,  given  in  tiie  first 
instance,  would  peibapB  have  rendered  Danell's  resolu- 
tion not  less  stubborn,  by  increasing  the  pun  to  himself 
which  the  resolution  already  inflicted. 

Darrell  turned,  and  looked  towaids  Geoige,  aa  if  in 
surprise  to  see  him  still  lingering  there. 

*  I  have  now  but  to  place  before  you  this  letter  from 
my  uncle  to  myself;  it  enteta  into  those  details  which 
it  woold  have  misbecome  me  specially  to  disonaa.  Be- 
member,  I  entreat  yon,  in  reading  it,  diat  it  is  written 
by  yoQt  oldest  friend,  —  b7  >  nan  who  has  no  dull  dia- 
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oitiuiutioii  in  the  peipleidtieB  of  life,  or  tix  nieetiw  of 

Dunll  bowed  his  head  in  assent,  and  took  the  lettei. 
Qeoige  was  about  to  leave  Hm  room. 

■Stay,"  said  Darrell;  "'tis  best  to  hare  but  one 
interriew,  one  co&Tenstion  on  the  subject  which  has 
been  jnst  enforced  on  me;  and  the  letter  maj  need  a 
eomment  oz  a  message  to  yonr  uncle."  He  stood  hesi- 
tating,  with  the  letter  open  in  his  hand;  and,  fixing 
his  keen  eye  on  George's  pale  and  powerful  oonntenance, 
said,  "  How  is  it  that,  with  an  experieuoe  of  mankind, 
which  yon  will  pardon  me  for  aasiiming  to  be  limited, 
yon  yet  lead  so  wondioualy  the  oomplicated  human 
heartt" 

"If  I  really  have  that  gift,"  said  George,  "I  will 
answer  your  question  by  anofjier:  Is  it  through  experi- 
ence that  we  leani  to  read  the  human  heart,  —  or  is  it 
through  sympathy  1  If  it  be  experience,  what  becomes 
of  the  poett  H  the  poet  be  bom,  not  made,  is  it  not 
becanse  he  is  bom  to  sympathiie  wi&  what  he  has 
neTer  eiqterienoedt " 

*  I  seel    There  are  bom  pieacheisl " 

Darrell  reseated  himself,  and  began  Alban's  letter. 
He  was  evidently  moved  by  the  Colonel's  account  of 
Lionel's  grief,  muttering  to  himself,  "Poor  boy  I  —  but 
he  is  Hxave;  he  is  young."  When  he  came  to  Albaa's 
forebodings,  on  the  eActs  of  dejection  upon  the  stamina 
of  life,  he  pressed  his  hand  quickly  against  his  breast 
as  if  he  had  received  a  shock.  He  mused  a  while  before 
he  resumed  his  task;  then  he  read  rapidly  and  silently 
till  his  face  flushed,  and  he  repeated  in  a  hollow  tone, 
inexpressibly  mournful,  "'Let  &e  young  man  live,  rjid 
the  old  name  die  with  Quy  Darrell.'  Ay,  ay  I  see  how 
the  world  sidee  with  youthl    What  matters  all  else  so 
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that  yontji  bavB  ita  toy  t  "  Agua  hia  e je  homed  on 
impfttiently  till  he  came  to  the  passage  devoted  to  I^dy 
Montfort;  thea  Qeorge  saw  that  the  pspei  trembled 
Tiolently  in  hia  hand,  aod  that  his  reiy  lipe  greir 
white,  " 'Serious  apprehensions,'"  he  mnUered.  "1 
owe  'cooaideratioQ  to  saoh  a  friend.'  Thia  nun  is 
without  a  hearti " 

Hb  clinched  the  paper  in  hia  hand  without  leading 
farther,  "  Leave  me  this  letter,  Oeoi^;  I  will  give  an 
answer  to  that  and  to  you  before  night. "  He  can^t  up 
his  hat  as  he  apoke,  passed  into  the  lifalen  pictore- 
gallery,  and  so  out  into  t^e  open  air.  Qeorge,  dubioos 
and  anxiouB,  gained  the  ac^tnde  of  hie  own  room,  attd 
looked  the  door. 
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OHAPTEB  ra. 

At  Iwt  the  gTMt  QneatioD  b;  Tortoie  U  tiixlj  applied  t» 
GafBajToIL 

What  wUiL  bb  do  with  itT  What  will  Guy  Dar- 
lell  do  with  the  thoi^jht  that  weighs  on  bis  brain, 
raukles  in  Mb  heart,  perplexes  his  dubioiu  oonacieaoel 
What  will  he  do  with  the  law  which  has  governed  his 
past  lifel  What  will  be  do  with  that  shadow  of  jl 
NAKB  which,  alike  in  swarming  crowds  or  in  Ittiely 
biirial-placea,  has  spelled  his  eye  and  lured  his  step  as 
a  beckoning  ghost !  What  will  he  do  with  the  fbisk 
from  whifdi  the  mask  has  been  so  rudely  tomt  What 
will  he  do  with  idols  so  long  iSTeredl  Are  they  idols, 
or  are  they  but  symbols  and  imagea  of  holy  truths  t 
What  will  he  do  with  the  torturing  problem,  on  the 
solution  of  which  depend  the  honor  due  to  oonseciated 
ashes,  and  the  rights  due  to  besting  heutal  There, 
restleas  he  goes,  tjie  arrow  of  that  question  in  his  side, 
—  now  through  the  broad  waste  lands;  now  through 
the  dim  woods,  pausing  oft  with  short  quick  sighy  with 
hand  swept  across  his  hrow  as  if  to  clear  away  a  olond; 
now  snatched  from  our  sight  by  the  evergieens  round  the 
tomb  in  that  atill  ohuiofayaid;  now  emerging  slow,  with 
melaacholj  eyes  fixed  on  the  old  roof -tree  I  What  wil} 
he  do  with  itt  The  question  of  questions  in  which  all 
fnturi^  is  opened,  has  him  on  its  rack.  What  mu, 
Hs  DO  WITH  lit    Let  us  see. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Tmmniiln  uam  at  tetigtt  —"Hf. 

Nan  nimptaoM  blanditn  luMill^ 
UolliTit  arenu  PenatM, 
Taire  pioetHiliontemka.— K>kat. 

It  is  the  gaj  of  the  evening.  Furthom  is  nunterii^ 
samewhat  Bulleulf  along  the  banks  of  the  lake.  Ha 
baa  missed,  the  last  Uuee  days,  his  valk  with  Sophjt  — 
missed  the  pleasing  excitement  of  talking  at  her,  aitd  0/ 
the  bmilf  in  whose  obsolete  glories  be  considen  her 
Tei7  interaat  an  obtnuiTe  impertinence.  He  ha«  misBed, 
too,  hia  mon  habitoal  and  less  irritating  oonTanatictt 
with  Danell.  In  short,  altogether  he  is  put  out,  and 
he  vents  his  spleen  on  the  swans,  who  follow  him  ^ong 
the  wave  as  he  walks  along  the  margin,  intimating  eitiier 
their  afCeotion  for  himaelf,  or  tiieir  anticipation  of  the 
teead-ommba  associated  with  his  image,  by  the  ""imM« 
note,  —  half  snort  and  half  grant,  —  to  which  obange  of 
time  or  climate  has  leduoed  the  vooal  aooomplishmeiita 
of  those  classical  birds,  so  patheticallj  melodiona  in  the 
age  of  MoschuB  and  on  the  banks  of  Cajatec. 

"Kot  a  oramb,  yon  unprincipled  beggars,"  growled 
the  mnsician.  "  Yon  imagine  that  mankind  ar«  to  hare 
no  other  thought  bnt  that  of  supplying  yon  with  loxn- 
riesl  And  if  yon  were  asked,  in  a  competitive  examina- 
tion, to  define  he,  yonr  benefactor,  yon  would  say,  'A 
tiling  very  low  in  the  scale  of  creation,  without  winga 
or  even  featheis,  but  which  Providence  endowed  with 
a  peculiar  instinct  for  afibrding  nutritiona  and  palatable 
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■dditions  to  the  ordiiuuT  aliment  ot  SwunsI '  Ay,  yon 
may  grant;  I  vish  I  had  you,  —  in  a  pie) " 

Slowly,  ont  throngh  the  gap  between  yon  gray  crag 
and  the  thorn-tree,  paces  the  doe,  haltii^  to  drin^  just 
when  the  faint  atu  of  ere  shoots  ita  gleam  alffng  the 
wave.  The  musician  forgets  the  bwana  and  quickens  his 
pace,  expecting  to  meet  the  doe's  wonted  companion. 
He  is  not  diaappotnted.  He  cornea  on  Ony  Darrell 
where  the  twili^t  shadow  Mia  dukeat  between  the 
gray  crag  and  the  thorn-tree. 

"Dear  fellow  hermit,"  said  Danell,  almost  gayly, 
yet  with  more  than  usual  affection  in  hia  greeting  and 
Toice,  "you  find  me  just  when  I  want  yon.  I  am  aa 
one  whose  eyes  have  been  etiained  by  a  violent  conflict 
of  colore,  and  yoor  quiet  presence  is  like  the  relief  of  a 
return  to  green.  I  have  news  for  you,  Fairthom.  You, 
who  know  more  of  my  secrets  than  any  other  man,  shall 
be  the  fiiat  to  leant  a  decision  that  must  bind  you  and 
me  more  together,  —  but  not  in  Uiese  scenes,  Diok. 

*  lUmos — ibimns  I 
....    SapTsmum 
Carpen  iter,  comitM,  paiati  I '" 

"What  do  you  mean,  sirt"  asked  lUrthom.  "Uy 
mind  always  misgives  me  when  I  hear  yon  quoting 
Horace.  Some  reflection  about  the  certainty  of  deatii, 
or  other  disagreeable  eabjects,  is  sure  to  foUnw." 

*  Death !  No,  Dick,  —  not  now.  Marriage-bella  and 
joy,  Dick!     We  shall  have  a  wedding  I " 

"Whatl  You  will  marry  at  last!  And  It  mnat  bo 
that  beautifnl  Caroline  Lyndsayl  It  must,  — it  musti 
Yon  can  never  love  another  I  You  know  it,  my  dear, 
dear  master.  I  shall  see  yon,  then,  hiq^  before  I 
die." 
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"  Tut,  fooluh  old  fri«nd[ "  said  Damll,  le&mng  hia 
um  tenderly  on  Faixthom's  shoalder,  and  walkii^  oq 
slovly  tovuds  the  house.  "  How  often  must  I  tell  yon 
that  no  marriage-beUs  can  ring  for  me!  " 

"  But  you  have  told  me,  too,  that  you  went  to  Twick- 
enham to  steal  a  sight  of  her  again ;  and  that  it  was  tha 
sight  of  hei  that  made  you  leeolre  to  wed  no  one  else. 
And  when  I  bare  railed  against  her  for  fickleness,  hare 
not  yon  nearly  frightened  me  ont  of  my  wits,  as  if  no 
one  might  rail  gainst  her  but  youiself  I  And  now  she  is 
free,  — and  did  you  not  grant  that  she  would  not  rafuae 
your  hand,  find  would  be  true  and  faithful  henceforth  1 
And  yet  you  insist  on  being  —  granite. " 

"  Xo,  Sick,  not  granite ;  I  wish  I  were. " 

"Granite  and  pride,"  persisted  Dick,  courageously. 
"  If  one  chips  a  bit  off  the  granite,  one  only  breaks 
one's  spade  against  the  pride." 

"Pride! — you  tool"  muttered  Danell,  mournfully; 
then  aloud, "  No,  it  is  not  pride  now,  what  ever  it  might 
have  been  even  yesterday.  But  I  would  rather  be  racked 
by  all  the  tortures  that  pious  inquisitors  ever  invented 
out  of  compassion  for  obstinate  heretics,  than  condemn 
the  woman  I  have  so  fatally  loved  to  a  penance  the 
misery  of  which  she  cannot  foresee.  She  would  accept 
me  t  —  certainly  I  Why !  Because  she  thinks  she  owes 
me  tepaistlon,  —  because  she  pities  me.  And  my  heart 
tells  me  that  I  might  become  cruel,  and  mean,  and  vin- 
dictive, if  I  were  to  live  day  by  day  with  one  who 
created  in  me,  while  my  life  was  at  noon,  a  love  never 
known  in  its  mors,  and  to  feel  that  that  love's  sole 
return  was  the  pity  vouchsafed  to  the  nightfall  of  my 
Bge.  ISo;  if  she  pitied,  but  did  not  love  me,  when, 
eighteen  years  ago,  we  parted  under  yonder  beech-trea, 
I  should  be  a  dotard  to  dream  that  woman's  pity  mel- 
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lows  into  lova  u  oar  locki  bMXHue  g»7i  and  youth  tW 
our  TOWS  into  ridionU.  It  is  not  pride  Uikt  qwaki  hen; 
it  is  nthet  humility,  Diok.  Bnt  ve  most  not  now  tdlk 
of  old  age  and  ^^gones.  Youth  and  numage-bella, 
Dick  I  Know  that  I  htirt  be«u  for  houn  pondering 
how  to  reconoile  with  my  otd-iaahioaed  notions  d«ar 
Lionel's  happineai.  Ws  must  think  of  the  living  as 
well  as  the  dead,  Dick.  I  have  solved  the  piobleia. 
I  am  happy,  and  bo  shall  the  young  folks  be. " 
"  You  don't  mean  to  aty  that  you  will  oonaent  to  ~- " 
"  Yes,  to  Lionel's  marriage  with  that  beautiful  girl, 
wboee  panntage  we  never  will  ask.  Great  men  are  their 
own  onoBstors ;  why  not  aometimes  fair  women  T  Enough, 
—  I  ooDsentl  I  shall  of  eonise  seenie  to  my  ^''FtTffftn 
and  his  bride  an  ample  fortune.  Lionel  will  have  tinw 
for  his  honeymoon  before  he  departs  for  the  ware.  He 
will  fight  with  good  heart  now,  Dick.  Young  folks  of 
the  preaant  day  oannot  hear  up  against  soixow,  as  they 
were  trained  to  do  in  mine.  And  that  amiable  lady 
who  has  so  much  pity  for  me,  has,  of  course,  still  mora 
pity  for  a  charming  young  couple  for  whose  marriage  ahe 
■chemed  in  order  to  give  ma\  home,  Diek.  And  rather 
than  she  should  pine  and  iall  ill,  and  —  no  matter;  all 
shall  be  settled  as  it  should  bs  for  the  happiness  of  Ute 
living.  But  something  else  must  be  settled;  we  mist 
think  of  the  deed  as  well  as  the  living;  and  thia  name 
of  Darrell  ahall  be  buried  with  me  in  the  grave  beside 
my  father's.  Lionel  Hangfaton  will  keep  to  his  own 
name.  Live  the  Haughtonal  Perish,  but  with  no  blot 
OS  their  shield,  —  perish  the  Darrellsl  Why,  what  Is 
that  t  Tears,  Dick  1  Pooh  I  —  be  a  man  I  And  I  want 
all  your  strength;  for  yon,  too,  most  have  a  share  in  the 
sacrifice.  What  follows  is  not  the  dictate  of  pride,  if  I 
eon  read  myself  aright.     So;  it  is  the  final  oomplatioii 
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and  aatrandu  of  the  abject  on  which  m  much  of  my  lifc 
hta  been  mated,  — hat  s  surrender  that  oatiafiea  my 
erot^beta  of  honor.  At  aU  events,  if  it  be  pride  in 
diBgnise,  it  will  demand  no  victim  in  otbeTs;  yon  and 
[  may  have  a  aharp  pang, — wa  must  bear  it,  Dick." 

"  What  on  earth  is  coming  new  1 "  aaid  Dick,  dolefully. 

"  The  due  to  the  dead,  Biehaid  Fairthom.  Thia  nook 
of  &ir  England,  in  which  I  learned  from  the  dead  to 
love  h<mor,  —  thia  poor  domain  of  Vawley , — shall  go  in 
beqneet  to  the  ccdlege  at  which  I  was  isarad." 

"3irl- 

"  It  will  serve  for  a  fellowihip  or  two  to  honeet,  hfave- 
hearted,  young  scholaia.  It  will  be  thns,  while  English 
institutions  may  last,  devoted  to  learning  and  honor.  It 
may  sustain  for  mankind  some  ambition  more  generona 
Uian  mine,  it  appears ,  ever  was,  —  settled  thus,  not  in 
mine,  bat  my  dear  Other's  name,  like  the  Danell 
Ifoseimt.  These  are  my  dues  to  the  dead,  Diokl  And 
the  old  house  thus  becomes  useless.  The  new  house  was 
ever  a  tolly.  They  must  go  down  both,  as  soon  ss  ttie 
young  folks  are  married, — not  a  stone  stand  on  stonel 
The  ploughshare  shall  pass  over  their  sites  I  And  this 
task  I  order  you  to  see  done.  I  have  not  strength. 
Tou  will  then  hasten  to  join  me  at  Sorrento,  that  oomer 
of  earth  on  which  Horace  wished  to  breaths  his  last 
sigh. 

'  Die  te  meonm  locns  et  beatv 
Postulant  Bicea  —  ibi — tn  —  "* 

"  Don't  sir,  don^t,  Horace  againl  It  is  too  much. " 
Fairthom  was  choking;  but  as  if  the  idea  presented  to 
him  was  really  too  monstrous  for  belief ,  he  clutched  at 
Darrell  with  eo  uncertain  and  vehement  a  hand  that  he 
almost  caught  him  by  the  throat,  and  aohbed  out,  "  Toa 
must  be  joking. " 
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"Serionely  uid  solemnly,  Richard  Fairthoni,"  auA 
Durell,  gently  disentu^ling  the  fingers  that  threatened 
him  with  atnngnlation ,  — "  aerioualy  and  solemnly  I 
have  uttered  to  yoii  my  deliberate  purpoae.  I  implore 
you,  in  the  name  of  out  lifelong  friendship,  to  face  tfaia 
pain  08  I  do,  —  resolutely,  cheerfully.  I  implore  yoa 
to  execute  to  Uie  letter  the  instruotiona  I  shall  lean 
with  you  on  quitting  England,  vhich  I  shall  do  the  day 
Lionel  is  married;  and  then,  dear  old  friend,  calm  days, 
clear  ooosoiencee:  in  climes  where  whole  races  have 
pasaed  sway,  proud  cities  tliemselTes  sunk  in  graves; 
when  our  pet^  grief  for  a  aqoireardt's  lost  house  we 
shall  both  grow  ashamed  to  indulge, — there  we  will 
moralize,  rail  against  vain  dreamt  utd  idle  pride,  culti- 
vate vines  and  orange-Uees,  witii  Horace, — nay,  nay, 
Dick,— with  the  nvixi" 
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Hon  boiiiit«oiu  ran  riTwa  vben  the  fee  that  locked  thrir  flow 
melti  Into  tfaelr  wsten.  And  when  floe  natniee  lelent,  tb«ir 
Undneee  U  ewelled  b  j  the  thaw. 

Dabbeu.  eacaped  into'  the  hooM ;  Faizthom  rank  apoD 
the  ground,  and  Msigoed  hinuelf  for  some  minntea  to 
onnunl;  Umentationa.  Suddenly  he  started  np;  a 
thought  came  into  bis  brain,  — a  hope  into  his  breast. 
He  made  a  caper,  launohed  himself  into  a  precipitate 
'  signg,  gained  the  halUoor,  plunged  into  his  own 
mTsterious  hiding-place, — and  in  less  than  an  hour  re- 
emerged,  a  letter  in  his  hand,  with  which  he  had  just 
time  to  catch  the  postman,  as  that  functionary  was  strid- 
ing off  from  the  back-yard  with  the  official  bag. 

This  exploit  performed,  Fsirthom  shambled  into  hia 
chair  at  the  dinuei^taUe,  aa  Geo^  Morlej  concluded 
tiie  grace  which  preceded  the  meal  that  in  Fairthom's 
eatimation  usually  made  the  grand  event  of  the  passing 
day.  But  the  poor  man's  appetite  was  gone.  As  Sophy 
dined  with  Waife,  the  Morleys  alone  shared,  with  host 
and  secretary,  the  melancholy  entertainment.  George 
was  no  less  silent  than  FairtJiom;  Darrell's  manner 
perplexed  him.  Mrs.  Morley,  not  admitted  into  her 
husband's  coofldence  in  secrets  that  ciHicemed  others, 
though  in  all  his  own  he  was  to  her  conjugal  aight  pel- 
lueidior  vitro,  was  the  chief  talker ;  and,  being  the  best 
woman  in  the  world,  aver  wishing  to  say  somethiug 
pleasant,  ahe  fell  to  praieing  the  dear  old  family  pie- 
tures  that  scowled  at  her  from  the  wall,  and  informed 
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Fairtboni  ^t  she  h>d  made  great  progius  with  ha 
sketch  of  the  old  house  as  saea  from  the  lake,  and  wai 
in  doubt  whether  she  should  introduce  in  Uie  fore- 
ground some  figures  of  the  olden  time,  as  in  ISfaih'e 
Views  of  Baronial  MansiosB.  But  not  a  word  cooU 
she  coax  out  of  Fairthom ;  and  when  she  tnmed  to  ap- 
peal to  Darrell,  the  host  suddenly  addressed  to  George 
a  qnestioD  aa  to  the  texts  and  authorities  by  which  the 
Fapol  Church  defends  its  doctrine  of  Purgatory.  That 
entailed  a  long,  and  no  doubt  erudite  reply,  which  lasted 
not  only  through  the  rest  of  the  dinner,  but  till  Mrs. 
Uorlej,  edified  by  tbe  discourse,  and  delighted  to  notice 
the  underiating  attention  which  DaneU  paid  to  her  dis- 
tinguished sponae,  took  advantage  of  the  first  full  stop, 
and  retired.  Fairthom  finished  his  botUa  of  port,  and, 
far  from  conTinoed  that  there  was  no  Purgatory,  but 
inclined  to  advance  Uie  novel  heresy  that  Pni^tMy 
sometimes  commMiced  on  tiiis  side  the  grave,  slunk  away, 
and  was  seen  no  more  that  night;  nrnther  was  his  Ante 
heard. 

Then  Darrell  rose,  and  said,  "  I  shall  go  npstoiis  to 
onr  sick  friend  for  a  few  minutes;  may  I  find  yon  here 
when  I  oome  backt     Yoor  visit  to  him  can  follow 

On  entering  Waife's  room,  Darrell  went  straight  for- 
ward towards  Sophy,  and  eat  off  her  retreat. 

"Fair  gueet,"  said  he,  with  a  gmoe  and  tendemen 
of  manner  which,  when  he  pleased  it,  could  be  inefiably 
bewitching,  — "  teach  ma  some  art  by  wluch  in  future 
rather  to  detain  than  to  scare  away  the  presenoe  in 
which  a  duller  age  than  mine  could  still  recognise  the 
charms  Uiat  subdue  the  young."  He  led  her  bock 
gently  to  the  seat  she  hod  deserted;  placed  himself 
next  to  her;  addressed  a  few  cordial  qnenes  to  Waifs 
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aboat  lua  Imlth  and  oomforte,  — and  then  said:  "Yon 
mask  not  leave  me  for  some  days  yet.  I  have  written 
by  this  post  to  my  Irinamanf  Lionel  Haoghton.  I  have 
refuted  to  be  his  ambassador  at  a  court  la  irtiich,  hy 
all  the  laws  of  nations,  he  ia  bound  (a  submit  himself 
to  his  conqueror.  I  caimot  eyen  hope  Ui&t  he  may 
escape  with  freedom.  Ko!  chains  fat  life  I  Thrice 
ha}^,  indeed,  if  that  be  Aa  merciful  aenteiice  you 
inflict." 

He  laised  Sophy's  hand  to  his  lipe  as  he  ended,  and 
before  she  could  even  quite  comprehend  the  meaning  of 
his  words,  —  so  was  she  startled,  confused,  incredulous 
ot  such  sudden  chai^  in  fate,  —  the  door  had  cloeed  on 
Darrell,  and  Waife  had  clasped  her  to  his  laeaat,  mui^ 
muring,  "  Is  not  Fravidence  kind  1 " 

Darrell  tqoined  the  soholtf .  "  (3«oige, "  sud  he, 
"be  kind  enough  to  tell  Alban  tiiat  you  showed  me 
his  letter.  Be  kind  enough  also  to  write  to  Lady  Mont- 
toit,  and  say  that  I  gratefully  aoknowle^  her  wish  to 
repair  to  me  those  losses  which  have  left  me  to  face  age 
and  the  grave  alone.  Tell  her  that  her  old  friend  (you 
remember,  Qeorge,  I  knew  her  as  a  child)  sees  in  that 
wish  the  same,  sweet  goodneea  of  heart  which  soothed 
him  when  his  son  died  and  his  datighter  fled.  Add  ^t 
her  wish  is  gmlafied.  To  that  marriage  in  which  she 
compasdonately  foresaw  &e  beat  solace  left  to  my  be- 
reaved and  baffled  existence,  —  to  that  marriags  I  give 
my  coaaent.*' 

"  You  do!  Oh,  Mr.  Danell,  how  I  honor  youl " 

"  Kay,  I  no  more  deserve  lumor  for  consenting  than 
I  should  have  deeerved  contempt  if  I  had  continued  to 
refuse.  To  do  what  I  deemed  right  ia  not  more  my 
wish  now  tium  it  was  twelve  hours  ago.  To  what  so 
sudden  a  change  of  resolve  in  one  who  changes  resolves 
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Tsiy  mtely,  may  be  due,  whether  to  "LaAj  Montfort,  to 
A11»n,  or  to  Hat  metaphjsica]  skill  with  which  you 
wound  into  my  leason,  and  compelled  me  to  review  kU 
its  jndgmente,  I  do  not  attempt  to  determine;  yet  I 
thought  I  had  no  option  but  the  'coni»  I  had  taken, 
No;  it  ie  &ir  to  yourself  to  give  yon  the  chief  credit; 
you  made  me  desire,  you  made  ma  resoWe,  to  find  an 
option,  —  I  have  found  one.  And  now  pay  your  visit 
where  mine  has  been  just  paid.  It  will  be  three  days, 
I  suppoae,  before  Lionel,  having  joined  his  new  regi* 

ment  at can  be  here.     And  then  it  will  be  weeks 

yet,  I  halieve,  before  hi>  regiment  aails;  and  I  'm  all 
for  short  conrtships.* 
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CHAPTER  VL 

Furthan  bigbtens  Sophy.  —  Sir  Ibuc  it  ioTitod  b;  Dazrell,  and 
toxmt  one  of  A  Funilj  Ciide. 

Such  a  awut  voice  in  singing  breaks  out  from  yon 
leftfless  beediea.  Wftife  heatB  it  at  noon  from  his 
window.     Harkl    Sophy  has  found  eong  onoe  more. 

She  is  seated  on  a  garden  bench,  looking  across  &e 
lake  towaids  the  gloomy  old  manoT-hoose  and  the  tall 
spectre  palace  beside  it,  Mrs.  Morley  is  aleo  on  Uie 
bench,  haid  at  work  on  her  sketch;  Faittbotn  prowls 
through  the  tiiickete  behind,  wandering  reetlese,  and 
wretched,  and  wrathful  beyond  all  words  to  describe. 
He  hears  that  voice  singing;  he  stops  short,  perfectly 
rabid  with  indignation.  "  Singing,"  he  muttend,  — 
"  singing  in  triumph,  and  glowering  at  the  very  house 
she  dooms  to  destruction.  Worse  than  14'ero  striking 
his  l^ie  amidst  tlie  confiagratiOQ  of  Romel" 

By-and-by  Sophy,  who  somehow  or  other  cannot  sit 
long  in  any  place,  and  tires  that  day  of  any  compani<»i, 
wanders  away  from  the  lake,  and  comes  right  upon 
Fairtbom.  Hailing,  in  her  unutterable  secret  bliss, 
the  musician  who  had  so  often  joined  hei  lamblee  in  the 
days  of  unutteied  secret  sadness,  she  sprang .  towards 
him,  with  welcome  and  mirth  in  a  face  that  would  have 
lured  Diogenes  out  of  bis  tub.  Fairthom  recoiled  side- 
long, growling  forth,  "  Don't,  — you  hod  better  not!  " 
—  grinned  the  most  savage  grin,  showing  all  his  teeth 
like  a  wolf;  and  as  she  stood,  muto  with  wonder,  per- 
haps with  fright,  he  slunk  edgeways  off,  as  if  awueof 
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hia  own  morderoiu  incliiutioiu,  tnrtui^;  Ms  hwd  man 
than  once,  and  ahaking  it  at  her;  then,  with  the  wonted 
lUTitei;  which  enveloped  his  exits,  he  wat  gone,  —  van- 
ished behind  a  cng,  or  amidst  a  bush,  or  into  a  hole,  — 
Heaven  knows ;  but,  like  the  lady  in  the  siege  of  Corinth, 
who  warned  the  len^ade  Alp  of  his  approaching  end, 
he  was  "gone." 

Twice  E^in  that  day  Sophy  encdnntored  the  enraged 
musician;  ew^  time  the  same  menacing  aspect  and 
weird  disappearance. 

"  Is  Mr.  Fairthom  ever  a  little  —  odd  t "  asked  Sophy, 
timidly,  of  Geo^  Morley. 

"  Always,"  answered  George,  dryly. 

Sophy  felt  relieved  at  that  reply.  Whatever  is 
habitual  in  a  man's  manner,  however  unpleasant,  is 
seldom  formidable.  Still  Sophy  could  not  help 
saying,  — 

"  I  wish  poor  Sir  Isaac  were  here! "  ' 

"Do  youT"  said  a  soft  voice  behind  her;  "and  pray, 
who  is  Sir  Isaac  ? " 

The  speaker  was  Darrell,  who  had  come  forth  witii 
the  resolute  intent  to  see  more  of  Sophy,  and  make  him> 
self  OB  amiably  social  as  he  could.  Ouy  Darrell  could 
never  be  kind  by  halves. 

"  Sir  Isaac  ia  the  wonderful  dog  you  have  heard  me 
describe,"  replied  George. 

"  Would  he  hnrt  my  doe  if  he  came  here  t "  asked 
Darrell. 

"Oh,  no,"  cried  Sophy;  "he  never  hurts  anything. 
He  once  found  a  wounded  haie,  and  he  brought  it  in 
his  mouth  to  ua  BO  tenderly,  and  aeemed  so  anxious 
that  we  should  cute  it,  which  grandfather  did,  and  the 
hare  would  aometimea  hurt  him,  but  he  never  hurt  the 
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Said  QsoigB,  BonorouBly,  — 

*  logenoM  didicisse  fld«liter  ntM 
Em^lit  moree,  nee  rinit  tmt  fnu." 

Durell  dnw  Sophy's  ana  into  his  own.  "  Will  yon 
walk  back  to  the  lake  with  me,"  said  he,  "  and  help  me 
to  feed  the  swans  t  George,  send  your  servant  expiesa  for 
Sir  Isaac.     I  am  impatient  to  make  his  acqoaintance. " 

Sophy'e  hand  involuntarily  pressed  Darrell's  srm. 
She  looked  itp  into  his  face  with  innocent,  joyoos  grati- 
tude i  feeling  at  once,  and  as  by  magic,  that  her  awe  of 
him  was  gone. 

Darrell  aid  Sophy  lambled  thus  together  for  more 
than  an  hour.  He  sought  to  diaw  out  her  mind,  un- 
aware to  heraelf ;  he  succeeded.  He  was  struck  with  a 
certain  simple  poetry  of  thought  which  pervaded  her 
ideas,  — not  artificial  sentimentality,  hut  a  natural  ten- 
dency to  detect  in  all  life  a  something  of  delicate  or  beau- 
tiful which  lies  hid  from  the  ordinary  oenae.  He  found, 
thanks  to  Lady  Moutfort,  that,  though  fat  from  learned, 
she  was  more  acquainted  with  literature  ihan  he  had 
Buppoeed.  And  sometimes  he  changed  color,  or  breathed 
his  short,  qnick  sigh  when  he  recognised  her  fomiliari^ 
with  panagea  in  his  favorite  authors  which  he  himaelf 
had  commended,  or  read  aloud,  to  the  Caroline  of  oldl 

The  next  day  Waife,  who  seemed  now  iMOvered  as 
by  enchantment,  walked  forth  with  Ghorge,  Darrell 
again  with  Sophy.  Sir  Isaac  arrived,  —  immense  joy ; 
the  doe  butts  Sir  leaac,  who,  retreating,  stands  on  his 
hind  legs,  and  having  poeseesed  himself  of  Waife's 
crutch,  [meente.fire;  the  doe  in  her  turn  retreats;  —  half 
an  hour  aftorwaids  doe  and  dog  ars  friends. 

Waife  is  induced,  without  mooh  persuaeicm,  to  joia 
the   rest  of   the  party  at  dinner.     In  the  eveuinf|,  all 
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(FaiithoTD  «zoepted)  draw  nmnd  the  fire.  WuEb  U 
entreated  b;  Qeorge  to  read  a  aoeae  or  two  out  of  Shake- 
speaie.  He  aelecta  the  latter  portion  of  "  King  Lear." 
Dariell,  who  never  was  a  playgoer,  and  who,  to  Hia 
abame  be  it  said,  had  looked  very  little  into  Shake- 
speare eince  he  left  college,  was  wonder-etmck.  He 
himself  read  beautifully,  —  all  great  orators,  I  sappoee, 
do;  bat  his  talent  was  not  mimetic,  —  not  imitative; 
he  oould  nevBT  have  heeii  bd  actor,  —  never  thrown  him- 
self into  exiatenoeB  whoUj  alien  or  repngnant  to  hia  own. 
Grave  or  gay,  stem  or  kind,  Ghiy  Darrell,  though  often 
Taiying,  was  always  Ony  Darrell. 

But  when  Waife  was  onoe  in  that  magioal  world  of 
art,  Waife  was  gme,  — nothing  left  of  him;  ttte  part 
lived  M  if  there  were  no  aotor  to  it:  it  vnu  the  Fool,— 
it  WAS  Lear. 

For  the  first  time  Darrell  felt  what  a  grand  creatttre 
a  grand  actor  really  is,  —  what  a  lominons,  onoonscioiiB 
critic  bringing  out  beauties  of  which  no  oommentator 
ever  dreamed.  When  the  reading  was  over,  talk  still 
flowed;  the  gloomy  old  hearth  knew  Uie  charm  of  ahoma 
circle.  All  started  incredulous  when  the  clock  struck 
one.  Jujst  as  Sophy  was  passing  to  the  door,  oat  from 
behind  At  window  curtain  glared  a  vindictive,  sfnteful 
eye.  Fairthom  made  a  mow  at  her,  which  'tis  a  pity 
Waife  did  not  eee,  —  it  would  have  been  a  study  for  Cal- 
iban. She  uttered  a  little  scream. 
'    "  What  '■  the  matter  I "  cried  the  host 

"NoUiing,"  said  she,  quickly,  —  far  too  generooa  to 
betny  the  hostile  oddities  of  the  musician.  "  Sir 
Isaac  was  in  my  way,  —  that  was  all. " 

"Another  evening  we  must  have  Fairihom's  Sute," 
said  Danell.  *  What  a  pity  he  was  not  here  to-night  I 
—  he  would  have  enjoyed  such  reading;  no  one  more." 
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Said  MtB.  Morle7,  "  He  was  hen  ooee  or  twice  dnrii^ 
tlte  eveniog;  but  he  vanished." 

"  VaniBhing  seems  his  forte,"  said  Gleoige. 

Dsnell  looked  anaojed.  It  was  his  pecnliari^  to 
naent  any  jest,  however  slight,  againet  aa  abaent  friend; 
and  at  tlut  mcanent  his  heart  was  perhaps  more  wanned 
towards  Dick  Fairthom  than  to  any  man  Jiving.  If  he 
bad  not  determined  to  be  as  amiable  and  mild  towards 
his  guests  as  his  nature  would  permit,  probably  Qeorge 
might  have  had  the  flip  of  a  sarcasm  which  would  have 
tingled  for  a  month.  But  as  it  was,  Darrell  oontented 
himself  wiUi  saying  gravely,  — 

"ITo,  Qeorge;  Fairthom'a  foible  is  vaniehing;  hia 
forte  is  fidelity-  If  my  fortune  were  to  vanish.  Fair 
thorn  would  never  disappear;  and  that's  more  than  1 
would  say  if  I  were  a  king,  and  Fairthom  —  a  bishopl  " 

After  that  eztasordinaiy  figure  of  speech,  '  Good- 
nights"  were  somewhat  hastily  exchanged;  snd  Fair- 
thom was  1^  behind  the  curtain  with  feelii^  towards 
all  his  master's  guests  aa  little,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  like 
those  of  a  Christian  bishop  towards  his  feUow-fireatuna, 
tf  they  possibly  could  ha. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

"Domtu  M  placeni  Uxot." 

(Afathom  finds  nothing  piacmt  in  the  Oxor,  to  vbom  Dewuu  ia 

indebted  for  iti  dMlruulion.) 

AiTOTBKB  dayl  Lionel  is  expected  to  urive  an  houi  or 
two  sfter  noon.  Danell  is  in  hie  room,  —  hia  will  ouce 
moie  before  him.  He  has  drawn  up  a  rough  cnpj  of  the 
codicil  by  which  Tawlej  is  to  paaa  away,  and  the  name 
of  Damll  be  coasigned  to  the  can  of  gratefnl  learning, 
linked  with  prices  tmd  feUowshipe,  — a  public  property, 
lost  foTever  to  private  lepieaentatives  of  ita  sepolchred 
heaieia.  Prepaiationa  for  departnie  from  the  doomed 
dwelling-hoiise  have  began.  There  an  large  boxes  on 
the  flooT;  and  &Torite  Tolmnes  —  chiefly  in  Boience  of 
dassics —  lie  piled  beside  thein  for  seleoMon. 

What  is  really  at  the  bottom  of  Qny  Danell's  heart  I 
Does  he  feel  raocmciled  to  his  dedaion  t  Is  the  viitne 
of  his  new  eeU-sacrifico  in  itself  a  consoling  reward  t  Is 
tiiat  cordial  urbanity,  that  cheerful  kindness,  h^  vhidi 
he  has  been  yet  mora  endearing  himself  to  his  gnests, 
sincere  or  assomedl  As  he  throws  aside  his  pen,  and 
leans  his  cheek  cm  his  hand,  the  expression  of  his  conn- 
tenance  may,  perhaps,  best  answer  tiiose  questims.  It 
has  more  nnmingled  melancholy  than  was  habitoal  to  It 
before,  eTOD  when  in  his  gloomiest  moods;  bat  it  is  a 
melancholy  much  mora  soft  and  sabdaed;  it  is  the  mel- 
ancholy of  remgnation;  that  of  a  man  who  has  ceased  a 
long  straggle;  paid  his  offerii^  to  the  appeased  KemeaiB, 
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[n  oastitig  into  the  sea  the  thing  that  had  been  to  him 
Qie  deaieet. 

But,  in  reaignation,  when  complete,  tbero  is  always  a 
rtran^^  relief.  Despite  that  melancholy,  Danell  ie  leac 
unh^py  than  be  has  been  for  yean.  He  feels  as  if  a 
suspense  had  passed,  —  a  load  been  lifted  from  his 
breast.  After  all,  he  has  secured,  to  the  best  of  his 
judgment,  ike  happiness  of  the  living,  and,  in  lelin* 
quishing  the  object  to  which  his  own  life  has  been  vainly 
devoted,  and  immolating  the  pride  attached  to  it,  he 
has  yet,  to  use  his  own  words,  paid  his  "  dues  to  the 
dead. "  Ko  descendant  from  a  Jasper  Losely  and  a  Oftbri- 
elle  Desmsreta  will  sit  as  mistress  of  the  house  in  which 
loyalty  and  honor  had  garnered;  wi^  the  wrecks  of 
fortune,  the  memories  of  knightly  fame, — nor  perpetuate 
the  name  of  Darrell  through  children  whose  blood  has 
a  source  in  the  sink  of  infamy  and  fraud,  Xor  was  this 
oonsolation  that  of  a  culpable  pride ;  it  was  bou^t  by 
the  abdication  of  a  pride  that  had  opposed  its  prejudices 
to  living  worth,  —  to  living  happiness.  Sophy  would 
not  be  punished  for  sins  not  her  own ;  Lionel  not  baned 
from  a  prise  that  earth  never  might  replace.  What  mat- 
tered to  them  a  mouldering,  old,  desolate  manor-hoiue, 
—a  few  hundreds  of  pitiful  aoesf  Their  children 
would  not  be  less  blooming  if  their  holiday  anmrner- 
nooos  were  not  shaded  by  those  darksome  trees,  —  jux 
less  lively  of  wit,  if  their  school  themes  were  signed  in 
the  name,  —  not  of  Darrell,  but  Haughton. 

A  slight  nervous  knock  at  the  door.  Darrell  has 
summoned  Fairthom;  Fairthom  enters.  Darrell  takes 
up  a  paper;  it  contains  minute  instructions  as  to  the 
demolition  of  the  two  buildings.  The  materials  of  the 
new  pile  may  be  disposed  of,  sold,  carted  away, — any- 
how, any  where.    Those  of  the  old  house  are  sacrad, — not 
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ft  briek  to  be  carried  from  the  pnaiitcl«  uonnd  it  No; 
from  foundation  to  roof,  all  to  be  pionslf  removed,  — to 
leeeive  formal  intarment  deep  in  the  still  boeom  of  the 
little  lake,  and  the  lake  to  be  filled  up  and  tnifed  over. 
The  pietmea  and  antiquities  selected  for  the  Darrell 
Uuaeum  are,  of  conise,  to  be  carefully  transported  to 
London,  —  warehoused  safelf  till  the  gift  from  owner 
to  nation  be  legsll;  istified.  The  pictures  and  artioles 
of  less  value  will  be  eent  to  an  auction.  Bat  when  it 
came  to  the  old  fomily  portraits  in  the  manor-hooee, — 
the  old  homely  furniture,  familiarised  to  sight  and  nae 
and  love  from  infancy,  Darrell  was  at  a  loaa;  hie  inven- 
titm  failed.  That  queation  was  reserved  for  farther 
oonsideiation. 

"And  why,"  saye  Fairthom,  blontly  and  coarsely, 
urging  at  least  reprieve,  —  "why,  if  it  must  be,  not  wait 
till  you  are  no  moraT  Why  must  the  old  house  be 
buried  before  yon  are  t " 

"Because,"  answered  Darrell,  "such  an  order,  left 
by  will,  would  seem  a  reproach  to  my  heirs;  it  would 
wound  Ijionel  to  the  quick.  Done  in  my  lifetime,  and 
juot  after  I  have  given  my  blessing  on  his  marriage,  I 
can  suggest  a  thooeand  reasons  for  an  old  man's  whim; 
and  my  manner  alone  will  dispel  all  idea  of  a  covert 
affh>nt  to  hie  charming,  innocent  bride." 

*  I  wish  she  were  hanged,  with  all  my  heart,"  mat- 
tered Pairthom,  —  "coming  hate  to  do  such  astonishing 
mischief  [  But,  sir,  I  can't  obey  jon;  'tis  no  use  talk- 
ing. You  must  get  eome  one  else.  Parson  Morley  will 
do  it,— with  pleasure  too,  no  doubt;  or  that  hobbling 
old  man  whom  I  suspect  to  be  a  ooQJnror.  Who  knows 
bnt  what  he  may  get  knocked  on  the  head  as  he  ia  look- 
ing on  with  bii  wicked  one  eye ;  and  then  there  will  be  am 
end  of  him,  too,  which  would  be  a  gnat  satis&etionl " 
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"Fabaw,  mj  dear  Dick^  tltere  is  no  6&e  else  I  ou 
uk  but  yon.  The  puson  would  argue ;  I  've  had  enough 
oi  liis  arguings;  aod  the  old  man  U  the  laat  whom  my 
own  fkiguii^  eonld  deceive.     Fiat  juatitia." 

"Don't,  sir,  don't;  you  aie  braaldng  my  heart!  — 
't  is  a  shame,  sir,"  sobbed  the  poor,  faithful  rebeL 

"Well,  Dick,  then  I  must  see  it  done  myself;  s&d 
you  shall  go  on  first  to  Sorrento,  and  hire  some  villa  to 
suit  us.  I  don't  see  why  Lionel  should  nirt  be  married 
nextweek;  then  the  house  will  be  dear.  And — yes — ' 
it  tfoj  cowardly  in  me  to  shrink.  Mine  be  the  task. 
Shame  <m  me  to  yield  it  to  another;  Go  back  to  thj 
flute,  Di«^ 

'  Neque  tibiae 
Euterpe  cohibet,  nee  Polyhymnia 
Lesboum  refogit  tendere  bsibiton  I ' " 

At  that  last  remorseless  shaft  from  the  Hot&tian 
quiver,  "Venenatie  gravida  sagittia,"  Fairthom  could 
stand  ground  no  longer;  there  was  a  shamble,  a  plunge, 
—  and  once  more  the  man  was  vanished. 
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CHAPTER  Vni. 

Hm  FlntfrfJkjrra  ahowg  how  Uttl*  Hone  hath  powei  to  aootha  th* 
Mv«ge  breait  —  of  a  Muildon. 

Faibthobit  found  hinuelf  ou  the  veiy  spot  ia  which, 
more  tiian  five  yean  ago,  Lionel,  stung  by  Fairttom'B 
own  incontineut  prickles,  had  been  discoTered  by  Dar- 
rell.  There  he  iitxBw  himself  on  the  ground,  as  the  boy 
had  done ;  there,  like  the  boy,  he  brooded  moodily,  bit- 
terly, sore  with  the  world  and  himself.  To  that  letter, 
written  on  the  day  that  Darrell  had  so  shocked  him,  and 
on  which  letter  he  had  connted  as  a  last  forlorn-hope,  no 
answer  had  been  given.  In  an  hour  or  so,  XJonel  would 
arrive;  those  hateful  nuptials,  dooming  Fawley  as  the 
nuptials  of  Paris  and  Helen  had  doomed  Troy,  would  be 
finally  arranged.  In  another  week  the  work  of  demoli- 
tion would  commence.  He  never  meant  to  leave  Danell 
to  superintend  that  work.  So;  gmmhle  and  refuse  as 
he  might  till  the  last  moment,  he  knew  well  enough 
Uiat,  when  it  came  to  the  point,  he,  Richard  Fairthom, 
must  endure  any  torture  tiiat  could  save  Guy  Darrelt 
from  a  pang.  .  A  voice  oomes  nngii^;  low  through  the 
grove,  —  the  patter  of  feet  on  the  crisp  leaves.  He 
looks  up:  Sir  Isaac  is  scrutinizing  him  gravely;  behind 
Sir  Isaac,  Darrell's  own  doe,  led  patiently  by  Sophy,  — 
yes,  lending  its  faithless  neck  to  that  female  criminal's 
destroying  hand.  He  could  not  bear  that  tdght,  which 
added  insult  to  injury.  He  scrambled  up,  darted  a  kick 
at  Sir  Isaac,  snatched  the  doe  from  the  girl's  hand,  and 
looked  her  in  the  face  {her,  —  not  Sophy,  but  the  doe) 
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with  s  reproach,  that,  if  ttie  hrnte  had  not  been  lost  to  all 
sense  of  aluune,  would  have  cut  her  to  the  heart;  then, 
turning  to  Sophy,  he  said,  "No,  Miss!  I  reared  this 
deatuie,  —  fed  it  with  my  own  hands,  Mies.  I  gars  it 
up  to  Ouy  Danell,  Mias ;  and  you  sha'n't  steal  this  fKaa 
him,  whatever  else  you  may  do,  Miss. " 

SoPHT,  — "  Indeed,  Mr.  Faiithom,  it  was  for  Mr. 
Dartell's  sake  that  I  wished  to  make  friends  with  the  doe, 
—  as  you  would  with  poor  Sir  Isaac,  if  you  would  but  try 
and  like  me  —  a  little,  only  a  vety  little,  Mr.  FairUiom." 

Faibthobh.  — "  Don't  I  " 

SoFHT.  — ^"  Don't  whatt  I  am  so  aoriy  to  see  I  hare 
annoyed  you  somehow.  Yon  have  not  been  the  same 
peracm  to  me  the  last  two  or  three  days.  Tell  me  what 
I  have  done  wrong;  scold  me,  but  make  it  up." 

Faibthobn.  — "Don't  hold  out  your  hand  to  mel 
Don't  be  nniling  in  my  facal  I  don't  choose  itt  Get 
oat  of  my  sight!  You  are  standing  between  me  and  the 
iM  house,  — robbing  me  even  of  my  last  looks  at  the 
home  which  you  —  " 

SoPHT.  —"Which  I,  —  whatt " 

Faibthobk.  —  "Dmi't,  I  say,  dont, — don't  tempt 
me.  You  had  bett«r  not  ask  qnestions,  —  that  'a  all.  I 
shall  tell  yon  the  truth;  I  know  I  shall:  my  tongue  is 
itching  to  teQ  it.     Please  to  walk  on." 

Despit«  the  grotesque  manner  and  astounding  rudeness 
of  the  flute-player,  bis  diatresa  of  mind  iras  so  evident  -— 
there  was  something  so  gennine  and  earnest  at  the  bot- 
tom of  his  ludicrous  anger  —  that  Sophy  began  to  feel  a 
vague  presentiment  of  evil.  That  she  was  the  mysteri- 
ous cause  of  some  great  suffering  to  this  strange  enemy, 
whom  she  had  unconsciously  provoked,  was  clear;  and 
she  said,  therefore,  with  more  gravity  than  she  had 
before  evinced,  — 
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"  Mr.  Faiitiiom,  tell  me  how  I  hsv«  incntted  jonr  ^v 
pleasan.  I  entreat  yon  to  do  so;  no  nutter  how  painful 
ttte  tnith  may  be,  it  is  due  to  na  both  not  to  conceal  it. " 

A  ray  of  hope  darted  through  Fairthom's  enraged  and 
bewildend  mind.  He  looked  to  the  right,  —  he  looked 
to  die  left;  no  one  near.  Releasing  his  hold  on  the  doe, 
be  made  a  sidelong  dart  towsidfi  Bophy,  and  said,  "  Huah; 
do  yon  really  care  what  becomes  of  Mr.  Sarrell  I  " 

"To  be  stue  I  do." 

"  Yoa  would  not  wish  him  to  die  broken-heortad  in  a 
foreign  land,  —  that  old  bonse  levelled  to  the  ground, 
and  boried  in  the  lake  1     Eh,  Mias,  —  eh  t " 

"  How  can  yon  atk  me  such  qneatioQa  t  "  aaid  Bophy, 
faintly.     "  Do  apeak  plainly,  and  at  onoe. " 

"  Well,  I  will,  Ujsb.  I  believe  yon  are  a  good  young 
lady,  after  all,  —  and  don't  wish  leallj  to  bring  diegrace 
npoD  all  who  want  to  keep  yon  in  the  dark,  and  —  " 

"Disgrace I "  interrupted  Bopby;  and  her  pure  spirit 
rose,  and  Uio  soft,  blue  eye  flashed  a  nty  like  a  shooting- 
■tor. 

"  No,  I  am  sure  yon  wonld  not  like  it;  and  some  time 
or  other  yon  conld  not  help  knowing,  and  yon  would  be 
▼ery  sorry  for  it.  And  that  boy  Lionel,  who  was  as 
proud  as  Qny  Darrell  himnlf  when  I  saw  him  last 
(prouder,  indeed),  — that  he  should  be  so  ungrateful  to 
his  benefactor!  And,  indeed,  ttie  day  may  come  when 
he  may  torn  round  on  you,  or  on  tits  lame  old  gantl»- 
raan,  and  say  he  has  been  disgraced  Should  not  won- 
der at  all  I  Young  folks,  when  they  are  sweet-hearting, 
only  talk  about  roses  and  angels,  and  nich-Iikfli  but 
when  husbands  and  wivee  fall  out,  as  they  always  do 
sooner  or  later,  tbey  don't  minee  their  words  thm,  and 
they  just  take  the  sharpest  thing  that  they  can  find  at 
Uwir  tongue's  end.     So  you  may  depend  on  it,  my  dear 
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TEm,  Uiat  some  6aj  or  other  that  jooiig  Hao^ton  win 
•ay,  '  That  70a  lost  Mm  the  old  numor-hoiue  and  tite  old 
Dairell  name,'  and  have  been  his  disgiace;  that's  the 
very  word,  Miss ;  I  have  heard  huibands  and  wives  say 
it  to  each  other  over  and  over  again." 

Sophy.  — "  Oh,  Mr.  Fairthom,  Mr.  Furtkom,  these 
horrid  words  oannot  be  meant  for  me !  I  wiU  go  to  Ur. 
Darrell;  I  will  aak  him  how  I  can  be  a  die — "  ^r 
lips  could  not  force  out  the  woid. 

Faibthobn.  — "  Ay ;  go  to  Mz.  Darrell,  if  yon  pleaae. 
He  will  deny  it  all;  he  will  never  speak  to  me  again.  Idtmt 
care,  — lamiecklees.  But  it  is  not  the  less  true  that  you 
make  him  an  exile  because  you  may  make  me  a  beggar." 

SoPBT  (wringing  het  hands).  — "  Have  you  no  mercy, 
Mr.  Fairthom  t     Will  you  not  explain  I  " 

Faibthobn.  —  "  Yes,  if  you  will  promise  to  keep  it 
secret  at  least  for  tiie  &ext  six  mcHiths,  —  anything  for 
breathii^  time." 

SoPHT  (impatiently). —  "Ipromiee,  I  promise;  ajwok,- 

And  then  Fairthom  did  speak.  He  did  speak  of 
Jasper  Loeely:  hia  character,  his  debasement, —  even  of 
his  midnight  visit  to  her  host's  chamber.  He  did  apeak 
of  &6  child  fraudulently  sought  to  be  thrust  on  Datrell, 
—  of  Darrell's  just  indignation  and  loathing.  The  man 
was  merciless;  though  be  had  not  an  idea  of  the  anguish 
he  was  inflicting,  he  was  venting  bis  own  anguish.  All 
the  mystery  of  her  past  Ufa  became  clear  at  once  to  the 
unhappy  girl,  —  all  that  had  been  kept  from  her  by 
protecting  love.  All  her  vague  conjectures  now  became 
a  dreadful  certainty,  —  explained  now  why  Lionel  had 
fled  her ;  why  he  had  written  that  letter,  over  the  ctm- 
tents  of  which  she  had  pondered,  with  her  finger  on  her 
lip,  as  if  to  hush  her  own  s^hs,  — all,  alll    She  loaxtj 
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Lionel  now  I  —  impomible  I  She  bring  dJegmce  npoQ  him, 
in  ratara  for  sooh  generous,  magnanimonfi  affection! 
She  drive  his  benetactor,  her  grandsire's  vindicator,  from 
his  own  hearth  I  She  — she  —  that  Sophy  who,  as  a 
mere  in&nt,  had  recoiled  from  the  thought  of  playful 
sabtorfuge  and  tamperii^  with  plain,  hoaeBt  tmthl 
She  toee  before  Fairthom  had  done;  indeed,  the  tot^ 
mentor,  left  to  himself,  would  not  have  ceased  till 
nightfall. 

"  Fear  not,  Mr.  Fairthom, "  she  said  lesolately ;  "  Mr. 
Darrell  will  be  no  exile ;  his  house  will  not  be  destroyed. 
Lionel  Hsughton  shall  not  wed  the  child  of  disgrace  I 
Fear  not,  air;  all  is  safe!  " 

She  shed  not  a  tear;  nor  was  there  writ  on  her  counte- 
nance that  CHAiTos,  speaking  of  blighted  hope,  which 
had  paeaed  over  it  at  her  young  loner's  melancholy  fere- 
well.  No,  now  she  was  supported;  now  there  was  a 
virtue  by  the  side  of  a  sorrow ;  now  love  was  to  aheltsr 
and  save  the  beloved  from  disgiaoe,  — from  diagracel 
At  that  tiiought,  disgrace  fell  harmless  from  herself,  as 
tiie  run  from  the  plumee  of  .a  bird.  She  passed  on,  her 
eheek  glowing,  her  form  erect. 

By  the  porch  door  she  met  Waife  and  the  Morleys. 
With  a  kind  of  wild  impetaodty  she  seized  the  old 
man's  arm,  and  drew  it  fondly,  clingingly  within  her 
own.  Henceforth  they  two  were  to  be,  as  in  years 
gtme  by,  all  in  all  to  each  other.  Oeoige  Morley  eyed 
her  countenance  in  thoughtfnl  sorprise.  Mis.  Morley, 
bent  as  usual  on  saying  something  seasonably  kind, 
borst  into  an  eul<^am  on  her  brilliant  color.  So  they 
passed  on  towards  the  garden  side  of  ttie  house.  'Wheels, 
— the  tramp  of  hoofs,  foil  gallop;  and  George  Morley, 
looking  np,  exclaimed,  "Ha,  here  comee  Iiionell— and 
•ee,  Darrell  is  hastening  out  to  welcome  himl " 


.y  Google 


WHAT  WIU,  HE  DO  WITH  IT  ? 


CHAPTEB  IX. 

Hm  IXtei;  on  which  Richard  PMrChom  nlied  for  th«  itteat  of 
the  coDipinKf  againvt  FaicUf  HMOf-honM.  —  Bad  wp«ct8  for 
UoiUM.  —  The  Houm  of  Vipont  is  threaMned.  — A  PbjBiciMi  aC- 
UmpU  to  medicine  to  a  mind  diseMed-  —  A  atiaiige  commnui- 
cUIon,  wMcb  hurriei  the  leader  on  to  the  next  Chapter. 

It  haa  been  said  that  Fairthom  had  committed  to  a  cer- 
tain letter  his  last  desperate  hope  that  something  might 
yet  save  Fawlef  from  demolition,  and  himself  and  his 
master  from  an  exile's  home  in  that  mailing  nook  of 
earth  to  which  Horace  ioTited  Septimius,  as  uniting  the 
adraBtages  of  a  mild  dimate,  excellent  mutton,  capital 
vine;  and  affoiding  to  Septimius  the  prospective  privi- 
ly of  Bpriitkling  a  tear  over  the  cinder  of  his  poetical 
friend  while  the  cinder  wBs  yet  worm:  indncemeiite 
which  had  no  charm  at  all  to  Fairthoni,  who  was  quite 
satisfied  with  the  Fawley  eonthdowns,  held  in  just  hor- 
ror all  wishy-washy,  light  wines,  and  had  no  desire  to 
see  Dorrell  reduced  to  a  cinder  for  the  pleasure  of  sprink'- 
ling  that  cinder  with  a  tear. 

The  letter  in  queation  was  addressed  to  Lady  Mont- 
fort  Unscrupulously  violating  tiie  sacred  confidence 
of  his  master,  the  treacherous  wretch,  after  accusing 
her,  in  language  little  more  comdstent  witji  the  respect 
duo  to  the  fair  sex  than  that  which  he  had  addressed 
to  Sophy,  of  all  the  desolation  that  the  perfidioua 
nupttala  of  Caroline  Lyndsay  had  hrougfat  upon  Guy 
Duiell,  declared  that  the  least  Lady  Montfort  could 
do  to  repair  the  wrongs  inflicted  hy  Caroline  Lyndsay 
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waa  — not  to  pity  his  masteil  —  that  bei  pity  was  kill- 
ing him.  He  repeated,  with  some  grotesqae  commenta 
of  his  own,  but  on  Hk  whole  not  inacduiately,  what 
Darrell  had  said  to  him  on  the  subject  of  her  pity. 
He  then  informed  her  of  Darrell's  consent  to  Lionere 
marriage  with  Sophy;  in  which  criminal  eaponaols  it 
was  clear,  from  Durell's  words,  that  Lady  Montfort 
had  had  Bome  nefoTiouB  ehaie.  In  the  most  Ingo- 
hriouB  colors  he  brooght  before  her  the  eonsequenoes 
of  that  marriage,  —  the  extingniahed  name,  the  demo- 
lished dwelling-place,  the  renunciatioa  of  native  soil 
itself.  He  called  npon  her,  by  all  that  was  sacrad,  to 
oontrive  some  means  to  nndo  the  terrible  mischief  she 
had  originally  occasioned,  and  had  recently  helped  to 
complete.  His  epistle  ended  hj  an  attempt  to  con- 
dliato  and  coax.  He  lerived  the  image  of  that  wild 
Caroline  Lyndaay,  to  whom  bb  bad  never  refused  a 
&vor;  whoae  earliest  sums  he  had  assisted  to  cast  up; 
to  whose  yonng  idea  he  had  communicated  the  elemen- 
tary principles  of  the  musical  gamut;  to  whom  he  had 
played  on  hie  Ante,  winter  eve  and  sommer  noon,  by 
&e  honr  together ;  —  that  Caroline  Lyndsay  who,  when 
a  mere  child,  had  led  Guy  Dartell  where  she  willed,  aa 
by  a  thread  of  silk.  Ah,  how  Fairthom  had  leaped  for 
joy  when,  eighteen  years  ago,  he  had  thonght  that  Caro- 
line Lyndsay  was  to  be  the  sunshine  and  delight  of  the 
house  to  which  she  had  lived  to  Iffing  the  cloud  and  the 
griefl  And  by  all  these  memories  PeirtJuna  conjured 
her  either  to  break  off  the  marriage  she  had  evidently 
helped  to  bring  about,  or,  failing  ttiat,  to  convince  Guy 
Danell  that  he  was  not  the  object  of  her  remorseful  and 
afiecticmato  compasnon. 

Caroline  was  almost  beside  herself  at  the  receipt  of 
this  letter.     The  picture   of   Guy  Darrell  e&cing  his 
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TMT  life  from  his  natiTe  land,  and  destrojing  the  last 
memonBla  of  hie  biitJuight  and  hia  home,  —  Qm  convio- 
tion  of  the  infiuence  she  atill  retained  over  hia  bleak  and 
•olitar;  eziateDca;  the  experienee  she  had  alieody  ao- 
qniied  that  the  influence  failed  where  ahe  had  so  fcotdly 
hoped  it  might  begin  to  rep&it  and  to  bleM,  —  all  ovei^ 
powered  her  with  emotiona  of  yeaning  tendsmeaa  and 
unmitigated  despair.  What  coold  ahe  dot  She  could 
not  offer  herself,  again  to  be  rejected.  She  could  not 
write  again,  to  force  her  penitence  upon  the  man  who, 
while  acknowledging  his  love  to  he  unconqnered,  bad  so 
resolutely  refused  to  see,  in  the  woman  who  had  once 
deceived  his  tTuat,  —  the  Caroline  of  old.  Alaa,  if  he 
were  but  under  the  delusion  that  ber  pity  was  the  sab- 
atitnte,  and  not  the  companion  of  love,  how  could  she 
undeceive  him  t  How  say,  —  how  write,  "  Accept  me, 
for  I  lova  you  "  1  Caroline  Montfort  had  no  pride  of 
rank,  but  ahe  had  pride  of  sex;  that  pride  had  been 
called  forth,  encounged,  sttengthejfted,  Uiioughout  all  the 
yeara  of  her  wedded  life.  For  Quy  Darrell's  sake,  and 
to  him  alone,  that  pride  abe  bad  cast  away,  —  trampled 
upon;  such  humility  was  due  to  him.  But  whm  the 
humility  bad  been  once  in  vain,  could  it  be  repeated,  — 
would  it  not  be  debasement!  In  the  fint  experiment 
she  had  but  to  bow  to  his  Kpiooch,  — -  in  a  second  ex- 
periment she  might  have  but  to  endure  hia  contempt 
Yet  how,  wi&  her  sweet,  earnest^  affectionate  nature,  — ■ 
how  she  longed  for  one  more  interview,  one  more  ex- 
planation! If  chance  could  but  bring  it  about;  if  she 
had  but  a  pretext,  —  a  fair  reason,  apart  fiom  any  in. 
terest  of  her  own,  to  be  in  his  presence  <»ioe  mote  I  Bnt 
in  a  few  daya  he  would  have  left  JSngtand  forever,  — hia 
heart  yet  more  hardened  in  its  resolves  by  the  last  aacr^' 
fioe  to  what  it  had  so  sternly  reeognixed  to  be  a  due  to 
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rtheiB.  Never  to  see  him  more,  —  neTerl  to  know  how 
much  in  th&t  Bacri£ce  he  was  .auffering  now,  — would 
perhaps  suffbr  mora  hereafter,  in  the  reaetion  that  foUows 
ati  strain  upon  purpose;  and  yet  not  a  word  of  comfort 
from  her,  —  her  who  felt  bom  to  be  his  comforter! 
•  But  this  marriage,  that  ooet  bin  so  much,  must  that 
be  t  Gould  she  dare,  even  for  his  sake,  to  stand  between 
two  such  &ir  young  lives  as  thoee  of  Lionel  and  Sophy ; 
confide  to  them  what  Fairthom  had  declared )  appeal  to 
tiieir  generosity  1  She  shruak  from  inflictii^  such  in- 
tolerable eotrcrw.  Gould  it  he  her  duty  f  In  her  inahilily 
to  solve  this  last  problem,  she  bethought  herself  of 
Alban  Morley;  here,  at  least,  he  might  give  advice,  — 
ofTsr  suggestion.  She  aent  to  hie  house,  entreating  him 
to  call.  Her  messenger  was  some  hours  before  he  found 
the  Golonel,  and  then  brought  back  but  a  few  hasty 
lines  :  "  Impossible  to  call  that  day.  The  CBisis  had 
come  at  last!  The  country,  the  House  of  Vipont,  the 
British  Empire,  were  trembling  in  the  balance.  The 
Colonel  was  engaged  every  moment  for  the  next  twelve 
hours.  He  had  the  Earl  of  Montfort,  who  was  intract- 
able and  stupid  beyond  conception,  to  see  and  talk  overi 
Carr  Vipont  was  luird  at  woHc  on  the  materials  for  the 
new  Calanet,  —  Albon  was  helpii^  Carr  Vipont.  If  the 
House  of  Vipont  failed  England  at  this  moment,  it 
would  not  be  a  gbisib,  but  a  CBA8H1  The  Golonel 
hoped  to  arrange  an  interview  with  Lady  Montfort  far 
a  minute  or  two  the  next  day.  But  perhaps  she  would 
excuse  him  from  a  journey  to  Twickenham,  and  drive 
into  town  to  see  him;  if  not  at  home,  he  would  leave 
.  w<ad  where  he  was  to  be  found." 

By  the  beard  of  Jupiter  Capitolinus,  there  are  c^n  revo- 
Intioas  in  the  heart  of  a  w<Hnan,  during  which  she  is  callous 
to  a  CRISIS,  and  has  not  even  a  fear  for  a  CBASHI 
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The  next  day  csme  George's  letter  to  Caroline,  with 

the  gentle  message  bom .  Durell ;  and  Then  Dr.  F , 

whoee  apprehensions  foi  the  state  of  hei  health  Colonri 
Morley  had  by  no  means  exaggerated,  called  in  the  afte^ 
coon  to  see  the  efi^  of  hifi  last  preacription,  he  found 
hOT  in  snch  utt«r  ptostration  of  nerves  tmd  Bpirite,  tiiat 
he  resolved  to  hoEoid  a  doee  not  much  known  to  great 
ladies,  —  namely,  three  gnins  of  plain-speaking,  with  ■ 
"I'"!'"  of  frigbteoing, 

"  My  dear  lady, "  said  he,  "  yours  is  a  case  in  which 
physicians  can  be  of  very  little  use.  There  is  something 
on  the  mind  which  my  prescriptions  fail  to  reach;  wony 
of  some  sort,  — decidedly  worry.  And  nnless  you  yon> 
self  can  either  cure  that,  or  will  make  bead  agunst  il^ 
worry,  my  dear  Lady  Montfort,  will  end,  not  in  con- 
sumption, —  you  aie  too  finely  formed  to  lei  worry  eat 
holes  in  the  lungs,  —  no ;  but  in  a  confirmed  aDenrism 
of  the  heart,  and  the  fixst  sudden  shock  might  then  bs 
immediately  fatal.  The  heart  is  a  noble  organ :  bears  a 
great  deal,  —  but  still  its  endurance  has  limits.  Heart- 
complaints  are  more  common  than  they  were,  —  oTe^ 
education  and  over-civilization,  I  suspect.  Very  young 
people  are  not  so  subject  to  them;  they  hare  flany,  not 
worry,  —  a  very  different  thing.  A  good  chionic  silent 
grief  of  some  years'  standing,  that  gets  worried  into 
acute  infammation  at  the  age  when  feeling  is  no  longer 
fanivf,  throws  out  a  heartdiseaae  which  sometimes  kills 
without  warning,  or  sometimeB,  if  the  grief  be  removed, 
will  rather  prolong  than  shorten  life  by  inducing  a  pru- 
dent avoidance  of  worry  in  future,  There  is  that  wortl^ 
old  gentleman  who  was  taken  so  ill  at  Fawley,  and 
about  whom  you  were  so  anxious :  in  his  case  there  had 
certainly  been  chronic  grief ;  then  came  acute  wony,  and 
the  heui  could  not  get  through  its  duties.     Fifty  yean 
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ago  doctors  would  hftve  cried  '^loplexyl'  —  nowtdft^s 
ire  know  that  the  heart  saree  the  head.  Well,  he  wu 
more  esaj  in  his  mind  the  last  time  I  saw  him,  and, 
thanks  to  hie  temperance,  and  hia  constitutional  dislike 
to  self-indnlgence  in  worry,  ha  may  jog  on  to  eighty,  in 
spite  of  the  stethoscope!  Ezceea  in  the  moral  emoti<»u 
gives  heart-diMaee ;  abuse  of  ^e  phymcal  powen,  paraly- 
sis; both  mote  common  than  they  were,  —  tjie  first  for 
your  gentle  sex,  the  second  for  onr  rough  one.  Both, 
too,  lie  in  wait  for  their  victims  at  the  entrance  into 
middle  life.  I  have  a  very  fine  case  of  paralysis  now: 
a  man  built  up  by  Mature  to  live  to  a  hundred,  —  never 
saw  soch  a  splendid  formation,  such  bone  and  each 
muscle.  I  would  have  given  Van  Amhurgh  the  two 
best  of  hie  lions,  and  my  man  would  have  done  for  all 
three  in  five  minutes.  All  the  worse  for  him,  my  dear 
lady,  —  all  the  worse  for  him.  His  strengtb  leads  him 
on  to  abuse  the  main  fountoioa  d  life,  and  out  jumps 
avenging  paralysis  and  fells  him  to  earth  with  a  blow. 
T  is  your  Hercules  that  paralysis  loves ;  she  despises  the 
weak  invalid,  who  prudently  shuns  aU  excess.  And  so, 
my  dear  lady,  that  assassin  called  aneurism  lies  in  wait 
for  the  hearts  that  abuse  their  own  force  of  emotion; 
sparing  hearts  that,  less  vital,  are  thrif^  in  waste  and 
supply.  But  you  are  not  listening  to  me  I  And  yet  my 
patient  may  not  be  quite  unknown  to  yonr  ladyship;  for- 
in  happenii^;  to  mention,  the  other  day,  to  the  lady  who 
attends  to  and  nurses  him,  that  I  could  not  call  this 
morning,  as  1  had  a  visit  to  pay  to  Lady  Montfort  at 
Twickenham,  she  became  very  anxious  about  you,  and 
wrote  this  note,  which  she  be^ed  me  to  give  you.  She 
seems  very  much  attached  to  my  patient,  —  not  his  wife 
nor  his  sister.  She  interests  me :  capital  nurse,  — 
deverish  woman  too.     Oh,  here  is  tiie  note." 
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Cuoline,  who  had  given  Inb  IHtk  heed  to  this  ledtal, 
liBtleasly  reoeived  the  not«,  scaioely  looked  at  the  address, 
and  was  about  to  put  it  aside,  when  the  good  doctor, 
who  was  intent  upon  nnising  her  by  any  means,  said: 
"  No,  my  dear  lady,  I  piomised  that  I  wonld  eeo  you 
read  the  note;  besides,  I  am  the  most  curiooB  of  men, 
and  dying  to  know  &  little  moie  who  and  what  is  the 
writer," 

Caroline  broke  the  seal  and  read  as  followa:  — 

"  If  Lady  Montfort  remembers  Aiabella  Foasett,  and  will 
call  at  Clare  Cottage,  Tale  of  Health,  Hampataad,  at  her  lady- 
ship's earliest  leisure,  and  ask  for  Mrs.  Crane,  some  informa- 
tion, not  perh^te  importsnt  to  Lady  Montfort,  but  very 
important  to  Mr.  Darrell,  will  be  given." 

Lady  Montfort  staitled  the  doctor  by  the  alertness  with 
which  she  sptaug  to  her  feet  and  rang  the  bell. 

"Whatisitf"  asked  he. 

"The  carriage  immediately,"  cried  Lady  Montfort aa 
the  servant  entered. 

"  Ah,  yon  are  going  to  see  tiie  poor  lady,  Vba.  Gnoe, 
eht  Well,  it  is  a  charming  drive,  and  jnst  what  I 
ihonld  have  recommended.  Any  exertion  will  do  yon 
good.  AHow  me,  —  why,  your  pulee  la  already  fifty 
per  cent  better.  Pray,  what  relation  is  Mrs.  Crane  to 
my  patient  I" 

"I  really  don't  know;  pny  exonae  me,  my  dear  Dr. 
F ." 

"  Certainly ;  go  while  the  day  is  fine.  Wrap  up,  —  a 
oloee  carriage,  mind;  and  I  will  look  in  to-nuHTOW." 
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CHAPTEB  X. 

Wheiun  ii  InriniMtod  ths  highflst  complimeiit  to  Womni  stbt  paU 
to  her  MX  bf  the  Antboi  of  tUa  work. 

L^DT  MoNTFOKT  liaB  arrived  at  Glare  Cottage.  She  is 
^lown  b;  Bridgett  Greggs  into  a  small  room  apon  the 
first  floor;  folding-dooTs  to  some  other  room  closely  shut, 

—  evidencee  of  sickness  in  the  house:  phials  on  &e 
ohi mney -piece i  a  tray  ^th  a  broth  Twain  on  the  table; 
a  sauce-pan  on  the  hob ;  the  eofa  one  of  those  that  serve 
as  a  bed,  which  sleep  little  Tiaite.for  onewho  may  watch 
throi^fh  the  night  over  some  helplese  sufferer ;  a  woman's 
shawl  thrown  careleaaly  over  ite  hard  narrow  bolster, — 
all,  in  short,  betraying  that  pathetic  untidiness  and  dis- 
comfort  which  says  that  a  despot  is  in  the  house  to  whose 
will  order  and  form  are  subordinate, — the  imperious 
tyranny  of  disease  establishing  itself  in  a  life  that, 
within  those  four  walls,  has  a  value  not  to  be  measured 
by  its  worth  to  the  world  beyond.  The  more  feeble  and 
helpless  the  eufierer,  the  more  sovereign  the  despotism, 

—  the  more  submissive  the  servitude. 

In  a  minute  oi  two  one  of  the  folding-doors  silently 
opened  and  as  silently  cloeed,  admitting  into  Xiady 
Montfort's  presence  a  grim  woman  in  iron  gray. 

Caroline  could  not,  at  the  first  glance,  rec<^ize  that 
Arabella  Fossett,  of  whose  handsome,  if  somewhat  too 
strongly  defined  and  sombre  countenance,  she  had  re- 
tained a  faithful  reminiscence.  But  AiabeUa  had  still 
the  same  imposing  manner  which  had  often  repressed 
the  gay  spirits  of  her  young  pupil;  and  as  she  now 
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motioned  the  great  lady  to  a  wat,  and  placed  herself 
beside,  an  awed  recollection  of  the  Bchoolioom  bowed 
Caroline's  lovely  bead  in  mnte  respect. 

Hbs.  Ckaitk.  — "  Yon,  too,  aie  changed  since  I  MW 
you  last,  —  that  was  more  than  fire  years  ago,  but  yon 
are  not  less  beautiful.  Fox  can  still  be  loved;  you 
would  not  scare  away  l^e  man  whom  yoa  might  d^iie 
to  save.  Sorrow  has  its  paitialities.  Do  yoa  know  that 
I  hare  a  cause  to  be  grateful  to  you,  without  any  merit 
of  your  own.  In  a  very  dark  moment  of  my  life  —  only 
vindictive  and  evil  passions  crowding  on  me — yourface 
came  across  my  sight,  Qoodness  seemed  there  so  beau- 
tiful, — and  in  this  face,  evil  looked  so  haggaid!  Do 
not  interrupt  me.  I  have  but  few  minutes  to  spare  yoa. 
Yes;  at  the  sight  of  that  face,  gentle  recollectioDa  rose 
up.  You  had  ever  been  kind  to  ma;  and  tmthfnl, 
Caroline  Lyndsay,  —  truthful.  Other  thoughts  came  at 
the  beam  of  that  face,  —  as  other  thoughts  come  when  a 
strain  of  unexpected  music  reminds  us  of  former  days. 
I  cannot  tell  how,  but  from  ihal  moment  a  something 
more  like  womanhood,  than  I  had  known  for  yeata, 
entered  inte  my  heart.  Within  that  same  hour  I  was 
sorely  tried,  —  galled  to  the  quick  of  my  aoul.  Had  I 
not  seen  you  before,  I  might  have  dreamed  of  nothing 
but  a  stem  and  dire  revenge.  And  a  purpose  of  revenge 
I  did  form.  But  it  was  not  to  destroy,  —  itwastosavel 
I  resolved  that  the  man  who  laughed  to  scam  the  idea 
of  vows  due  to  me,  —  vows  to  hind  life  to  life,  —  should 
yet  sooner  or  later  be  as  firmly  mine  as  if  he  had  kept 
his  trotii;  that  my  troth  at  least  should  be  kept  to  him, 
as  if  it  bad  been  uttered  at  the  altar.  Hush,  did  yon 
hear  a  moant  Nol  Hb  lies  yonder,  Caroline  Lynd- 
say, —  mine,  indeed,  till  the  grave  us  do  part.  These 
hands  have  closed  over  him,  and  he  resto  in  their  daap, 
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helpleaa  as  an  infant."  InToluntarily  Caroline  nooiled. 
But  looking  into  that  canwom  fftce,  there  was  in  it  to 
wild  a  miztnre  of  melancholy  tendemeee,  witti  a  reaotvad 
and  fierce  expression  of  triumph,  that,  mote  impressed 
hy  the  tendemew  than  b;  the  triumph,  the  woman, 
sympathised  with  the  woman ;  and  Caroline  again  drew 
near,  nearer  than  before,  and  in  her  deep,  soft  eyes  pity 
alone  was  seen.  Into  ^oee  eyes  Arabella  looked  aa  if 
spellbound,  and  the  darker  and  sterner  expression  in  her 
own  face  gradually  relaxed  and  fled,  and  only  &»  mel* 
ancholy  tenderness  was  left  behind.     She  resumed: 

'  I  said  to  Guy  Darrell  that  I  would  lean,  if  possible, 
whattter  the  poor  child,  whom  I  ill-used  in  my  most 
wicked  days,  and  whom  you,  it  seems,  have  so  benignly 
sheltered,  was  the  daughter  of  Matilda  —  or,  as  he  be- 
lieved, of  a  yet  more  hateful  mother.  Loi%  ago  I  had 
conceived  a  euapicion  tiiat  there  was  some  ground  to 
doubt  poor  Jasper's  assertion;  for  I  had  chanced  to  see 
two  letters  addressed  to  him,  —  one  from  that  Qabrielle 
Desmoreta  whose  influence  over  hie  life  had  been  so 
baleful,  in  which  aha  spoke  of  some  guilty  plunder 
with  which  she  was  coming  to  London,  and  invited 
him  ^^in  to  join  his  fortunes  with  her  own.  Oh,  but 
the  coH,  bloodless  villany  of  the  tone !  —  the  ease  with 
which  crimes  for  a  gibbet  were  treated  as  topics  for 
wit  I  "  Arabella  stopped,  —  the  same  shudder  came  over 
her  aa  when  she  had  concluded  the  epistles  abstracted 
from  the  dain^  pocketbook.  *  Bnt  in  Hm  letter  were 
also  allusions  to  Sophy,  to  another  attempt  on  Darrell 
to  be  made  by  Oabrielle  herself.  Nothing  very  clear; 
hat  a  doubt  did  surest  itself,  'Is  she  writing  to  him 
about  bis  own  child  f '  The  other  letter  was  from  the 
French  nurse  with  whom  Sophy  had  been  placed  as  an 
infant.     It  related  to  inquiries  in  person,  and  a  viait  to 
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her  own  house,  which  Mr.  Damll  had  recentl;  mede; 
that  letter  also  seemed  to  imply  some  dec^>tioii,  though 
but  by  a  few  dubious  woids.  At  that  time  the  chief 
eSeet  of  the  mispicioa  these  lettere  caused  was  Irat  to 
make  me  more  bent  oa  repairing  to  Sophj  mj  craaltiee 
to  hei  childhood.  What  if  I  had  been  cruel  to  an  infant 
who,  after  all,  was  not  the  daughter  of  that  false,  blaa 
Matilda  Darrein  I  kept  in  my  memory  the  Freuch 
nurse's  address.  I  thought  that  when  in  France  I 
might  seek  and  question  her.  But  I  lived  only  for 
one  absorbing  end.  9ophy  was  not  then  in  danger; 
and  even  my  suspicionB  as  to  her  birth  died  away.  Pass 
on,  —  Guy  Darrein  Ah,  Lady  MontfortI  his  life  has 
been  embittered  like  mine;  bot  he  was  nun,  and  oonld 
bear  it  better.  He  has  known,  himself,  the  misery  of 
broken  faith,  of  betrayed  affection,  which  he  oonld  pity 
so  tittle  when  its  blight  fell  on  me ;  but  you  have  excuse 
for  desertion, — yon  yourself  were  deceived;  and  I  par- 
don him,  for  he  pardoned  Jasper,  and  we  are  fellow 
sufferers.  You  weep!  Pardon  my  rudeness.  I  did 
not  mean  to  pain  you.  Try  and  listen  calmly,  —  I  must 
hnny  on.  On  leaving  Mr.  Darrell  I  crossed  to  Fiance^ 
I  saw  the  nurse;  I  have  ascertained  the  truth;  hare  an 
the  proofs  in  this  packet.  I  came  back,  —  I  saw  Jasper 
Losely.  He  was  on  the  eve  of  seeking  you,  whom  he 
had  already  so  wronged,-— (d  claiming  the  child,  w 
rather  of  extorting  money  for  the  renunciation  of  a  claim 
to  one  whom  you  had  adopted.  1  told  him  how  vainly 
he  had  hitherto  sought  to  fly  from  me.  One  by  one  I 
recited  the  guilty  scjiemes  in  which  I  had  baffled  his 
purpose,  — all  the  dangers  from  which  I  had  lesoned  his 
life.  I  commanded  him  to  forbear  the  project  he  had 
than  commenced.  I  told  him  I  would  frustrate  that 
project  as  I  had  frustrated  others.     Alas,  alasl  why  ia 
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Ais  tongue  bo  hanh  T  —  why  dow  this  fue  so  belle  ^ 
idea  of  human  kindneu  I  .1  did  bat  ennge  and  madden 
him;  he  felt  but  the  recUesB  Impolse  to  dettroy  the  life 
that  then  stood  between  himself  and  the  objects  to  which 
he  had  pledged  his  own  aelf-deetruotion.  I  thoaght  I 
should  die  bf  his  hand.  I  did  not  quail.  Ah,  the 
ghastly  change  that  came  om  his  face,  —  the  one  glance 
of  amaie  and  eopentitiooa  honor;  his  arm  obejed  him 
not;  his  strength ,  hie  limbe  foreook  him;  he  fell  at  my 
feet,  — one  side  of  him  stricken  deadi  Hist,  that  is 
his  Toice,— pudon  mel  "  and  Arabella  flitted  from  the 
room,  leaving  the  door  ^ar, 

A  feeble  roice,  like  the  treble  of  an  infirm  old  man, 
came  painfully  to  Caroline's  ear. 

"  I  want  to  tnm;  help  me.  Why  am  I  left  al<mel 
It  is  cruel  to  leave  me  so,  — cmel! " 

In  the  eoftest  tones  to  which  that  hanh  voice  eoutd 
be  tuned,  the  grim  woman  apologised  and  soothed. 

"Yon  gave  me  leave,  Jasper  dear.  You  said  it 
would  be  a  relief  to  yon  to  have  her  pardon  as  well  as 
theirs." 

"  Whose  pardon  I "  asked  the  voice,  querulously. 

"  Caroline  Lyndaay's,  —  Lady  Hontfort's. " 

*  Konsense !  What  did  I  ever  do  against  her  I  Oh, 
—  ahl  I  remember  now.  Don't  let  me  have  it  over 
again.  Ym,  —  she  pardons  me,  I  suf^weel  Oet  me  my 
biotti,  and  don't  be  longl " 

Arabella  cune  hack,  closing  the  door;  and  while  she 
busied  herself  with  that  precious  eancepan  on  the  hob,  — 
to  which  the  Marchioness  of  Uontfort  had  beeome  a 
very  aeeondaiy  object,  —  she  said,  looking  towards 
Caroline  from  under  her  iion-gray  ringlets,  — 

"  You  heard,  —  he  mtwss  me  /  He  csn't  beat  me  out 
of  his  sight  now, — me,  mel     Yon  heard!" 
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'  MMklf  lAdy  Montfort  advanced,  Iniiiguig  id  hn 
habd  the  tnj  ^ib  the  broth  huin. 

"  Tes,  I  faeud  I  I  mmt;  not  keep  70a ;  but  let  me 
help  while  I  stay. " 

So  the  broth  was  poured  forth  and  prepared,  and  with 
it  Arabella  disappeared.  She  returned  in  a  few  minuteB, 
beckoned  to  Caroline,  and  nid  in  a  low  voioe,— 

"Gome  in,  —  aa.j  yon  forgive  himi  Oh,  70a  Deed 
not  fear  him)  a  babe  oonld  not  fear  him  now!" 

Caroline  followed  Arabella  into  the  aick^oom.  No 
nntidinees  there ;  all  bo  canfully,  thoaghtfnlly  anaaged. 
A  pleasant  room,  too,  — with  windows  looking  full  on 
the  Bimnisflt  side  of  the  Vale  of  Health  j  the  hearth  so 
cheerily  clear,  swept  so  olean,  — the  yeiy  aAea  ont  oi 
sight;  fiowere  —  costly  exotica  —  on  the  table,  on  the 
mantelpiece ;  the  couch  drawn  towards  the'  window ;  sod 
on  that  couch,  in  the  gay,  rich,  drearing^wn  of  former 
days,  warm  coverlets  heaped  on  the  feet,  snow-wUte 
pillows  propping  the  head,  lay  what  at  first  seemed  a 
vague,  nndistinguishable  mass, -~ lay,  what,  as  the  step 
advanced,  and  the  eye  became  more  accurately  seoiehing, 
grew  into  Jasper  Losely. 

Yes;  there,  too  weak  indeed  for  a  babe  to  fear,  lay  all 
that  was  left  of  the  strong  man  I  No  enemy  but  himself 
had  brought  him  thus  low,  —  spendthrift,  and  awindlei, 
and  robber  of  his  own  priceless  treaeares,  Ibalth  and 
Strength:  those  grand  rent-rolls  of  joy  which  Natore 
had  made  his  inheritance.  As  a  ttee  that  is  crumbling 
to  dust  tinder  the  gnarle  of  its  bat^,  seems,  the  moment 
ere  it  falls,  proof  against  time  and  the  tempeet,  — so, 
within  all  decayed,  stood  that  image  of  strength;  so,  air 
Bcarcely  stirring,  it  fell.  "  And  the  pitcher  was  Im^en 
at  the  fountain ;  and  the  wheel  vm  broken  at  Uie  cutam ; 
vanity  of  vanities,  saith  the  preacher." 
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Jasper  htmod  hit  doll  eye  towaitb  Cuoline,  ■■  vhs 

earns  softly  to  his  side,  aad  looked  at  her  with  a  piteow 
gaze.  The  stroke  that  had  shattered  the  £oim  had  spared 
the  iace;  and  illness  and  compolsary  ahstiaeiioe  from 
habitual  stimulants  had  taken  from  the  aspect  mnch  of 
the  coareenees,  — whether  of  shape  or  cMilor,  that  of  lat« 
years  had  diafi^ied  its  outline,  —  and  sappUed  the  deli- 
cacy that  ends  with  youth  by  the  delfcaoy  that  comes 
with  the  approach  of  death.  So  that,  in  no  small  de- 
gree, the  beauty  which  had  heento  him  so  fatal  a  gift, 
was  once  more  risible,  —  the  features  growing  again  dis- 
tinct, as  wanness  succeeded  to  the  hues  of  intemperance, 
and  emaciation  to  the  bloated  cheeks  and  swollen,  muscle. 
The  goddess  whose  boons  adorn  the  outward  shell  of  the 
human  spirit,  came  back  to  her  bvorite's  death-couch 
as  she  had  come  to  the  cradle,  — not  now  as  the  Venus 
Erycina,  goddess  of  Smile  and  J«Mb,  but  as  the  warning 
Venna  Libitina,  the  goddess  of  Doom  and  the  Funaial. 

"  I  'm  a  very  poor  creature,"  said  Jasper,  after  a 
pause.  "I  can't  rise, —  I  can't  more  without  help. 
Very  strangel  —  anpematural !  She  always  said  that  if 
I  raised  my  hand  against  her,  it  would  fall  palsied  I" 
He  turned  his  eye  towards  Anhella  with  a  glare  of 
angry  terror.  "She  is  a  witch!"  he  said,  and  buried 
his  face  in  the  pillow.  Teais  rolled  down'  ttie  grim 
woman's  cheek. 

Ladt Momtfobt.  — "She  is  mOm  your  good  min- 
istering spirit.  Do  not  be  unkind  to  her.  Over  her 
you  here  more  power  now  than  you  had  when  you  were 
well  and  strong.  She  lires  but  to  serve  you;  command 
her  gently." 

Jasper  was  not  proof  against  that  sweet  voice.  Witti 
difficulty  he  wrenched  himself  ronnd,  and  again  looked 
long  at  Caroline  Ho&tfort,  u  if  the  sight  did  him  good; 
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tben  he  ttude  a  sign  to  Arabella,  who  flew. to  his  dda 
Knd  raiaed  him. 

"  I  h&re  bean  a  aad  dog,"  he  said,  with  a  moamfnl 
attempt  at  the  old  rollicking  tone, — '  a  very  and  dog: 
in  short,  a  Tillain!  But  all  ladies  aie  indn^ent  to 
villains,  —  in  fact,  prefer  them.  Kever  knew  a  lady 
who  could  endure  'a  good  yonng  man,'  — never!  So  I 
am  sure  you  will  forgive  me,  mias,  —  ma'am.  Who  is 
this  ladyt  When  it  oomes  to  forgiveneee,  there  are  so 
man;  of  them!  Oh,  I  remember  now,  — your  ladyship 
will  forgive  me;  'tis  all  down  in  black  and  white  what 
I've  done,  —  Bella  has  it.  You  see  this  hand;  I  can 
write  with  this  hand,  —  this  is  not  paralyced.  This  is 
not  the  hand  I  tried  to  raise  against  her.  But  —  baata, 
hasta  !  where  was  1 1  Hy  poor  head !  I  know  what  it 
is  to  have  a  head  nowl  — ache,  achel— -boom,  boom; 
weight,  weight;  heavy  as  a  ohwch  bell;  hollow  as  a 
church  bell;  noisy  as  a  church  belli  Brandy!  give  me 
brandy,  yon  witdil  —  I  mean  Bella,  good  Bella,  give 
me  brandy  I " 

"Not  yet,  Jasper  dear.  You  are  to  have  it  every 
third  hour;  it  is  not  time  yet,  dearest;  you  must  attend 
to  the  doctor,  and  ^  to  get  well  and  recover  your 
stoeogth.  You  remember  I  told  yoQ  how  kind  Lady 
MonUort  had  been  to  yoor  father,  and  you  wished  to  see 
and  tiiank  her. " 

"Uy  father,  —  my  poor,  poor  Esther!  You've  been 
kind  to  himi  Bless  you,  bless  youl  And  yoa  will  see 
himi  I  mnt  his  pardon  before  I  die.  Don't  forget, 
and — and  —  " 

"  Poor  Sophy!  "  said  Mrs.  Crane. 

"  Ah,  yes!  But  she 's  well  off  now,  yon  tell  me.  I 
can't  think  I  have  injured  her.  And  really  girls  and 
women  are  intended  to  be  a  little  naefnl  to  ooe.    £<uta, 
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'    "Mr.  DmibII  — " 

"Tea,  768,  yeal  I  tmgive  him, or  ho  foigivei  ma-, 
settle  it  u  joa  like.  But  my  fiither'e  pardon,  Lady 
Mmtfort,  70a  will  get  me  tha*?" 

"I  will.I-irill." 

He  looked  at  bet  agftiti,  and  nniled.  Aiftbella  gentlj 
let  his  head  fall  book  open  the  pillow. 

"  Throw  a  haDdkeT<diief  over  my  face,"  he  said  feehly, 
"and  leave  me:  hut  be  in  call;  I  feel  aleepy."  His 
eyei  cloeedj  he  named  asleep  even  befoie  they  atc4e 
from  the  room. 

"  You  will  bring  hia  father  to  himi "  aaid  Arabella, 
when  ahe  and  I^y  Montfort  were  again  alone.  "  In 
this  packet  is  Jaaper'a  confession  of  the  robbei7  for 
which  tJiat  poor  old  man  aufieied.  I  never  knew  of  that 
before.  But  you  aee  how  mild  he  is  nowl  —  how  hia  ' 
heart  ia  changed;  it  is  indeed  obniged  more  than  he 
shows  1  only  7on  have  seen  him  at  the  wont,  —  his 
mind  wandeta  a  little  to<day;  it  does  sometimes,  I 
have  a  favor  to  ask  of  yon.  I  onoe  heard  a  pseacher, 
not  many  months  ago;  he  affected  jne  as  no  preacher 
ever  did  before.  I  was  told  that  he  was  Colonel  Ifor- 
ley'e  nephew.  Will  you  ask  Colonel  Iforley  to  per- 
suade him  to  come  to  Jasper!" 

"My  cousin,  George  Morleyl  He  shall  eome,  I 
promise  you;  so  shall  your  poor  patient's  forgiving 
father.     Is  there  more  I  can  do  I  " 

"  So.  Explain  to  Mr.  Dairell  the  reason  why  I  have 
so  long  delayed  sending  to  him  the  communication  which 
he  will  find  in  the  packet  I  have  given  to  yon,  and 
which  yon  will  first  opest  reading  the  contents  yourself, 
—  a  part  of  them,  at  least,  in  Jasper's  attestation  of  hia 
stratagem  to  break  off  your  marriage  with  Mr.  Darrell, 
may  yet  be  of  some  value  to  you;  you  had  better  also 
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show  the  pftpeiB  to  Colonel  Morlej,  —  ha  may  oomplete 
the  task.  I  had  meant,  on  Tetumiiig  to  England,  or 
before  Boeiog  Hr.  Darrell,  to  make  the  inqoiriea  which 
yon  will  see  are  still  neoeMary.  But  then  cams  this 
teirible  affliction  I  I  have  been  able  to  think  of  nothing 
else  but  Jaspei,  — terrible  to  quit  the  houee  which  oon- 
tains  him  for  an  hour:  only,  when  Di.  F — ~told  me 
that  he  was  attending  yon,  that  yon  were  ill,  and  sofier- 
isg,  I  reeolved  to  add  to  this  packet  Jasper's  own  confes- 
eion.  Ah,  and  be  gave  it  eo  nadily,  and  went  yester- 
day through  the  fatigue  of  writing  with  such  good  heart. 
I  tell  you  that  there  is  a  change  within  him;  thereM)  — 
there  m.  Well,  well,  —  I  reeolved  to  give  yon  the 
packet  to  transmit  to  Mi.  Sanell,  for  somdiow  or  other 
I  connected  yoni  illness  with  your  Tlsit  to  him  at 
Fawleyl " 

"  My  Tiait  to  Mr.  Daitelll " 

"  Jasper  aaw  you  as  your  oaniage  drove  from  the  pack 
gate,  not  very  many  days  sinee.  Ah,  you  change  colorl 
You  have  wKmged  that  man;  repair  the  wmog;  you 
have  the  power  I  " 

"AJasI  00,*^  murmured  Caroline,  "I  have  not  the 
power." 

"Pooh,  —  he  loves  you  still.  Tou  an  not  me  of 
those  whom  men  forget." 

Caroline  waa  silent,  but  involuntarily  she  lowered  her 
veil.  In  an  instant  the  acute  sense  of  the  grim  woman 
detected  the  tnitti. 

"  Ah,  piide, —  pride  in  bothi "  Aa  said.  "  I  under- 
stand,—  I  date  not  blame  him  here.  But  you, — you 
were  the  injurar;  you  have  no  right  to  pride ;  you  will 
sea  him  again, " 

*!No;  never, -~ never!  "  faltored Caroline,  wiULaooeots 
scarcely  audible  under  her  veil. 
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Arabella  va^  silent  for  a  moment,  and  Lady  HonUort 
rose  hastily  to  depart. 

"  You  will  see  him  agun,  I  tell  you;"  and  Arabella 
then,  follawii^  her  to  tiiB  door,— 

"  Stay;  do  you  think  he  will  diet" 

"  Good  HeaTOial  Mr.  DatrelH" 

"  No,  no,  —  Jasper  Loeely  I " 

"Ihopenot     Wh»tdo«Dr.  F Mji" 

"  He  will  not  tell  me.  But  it  ie  not,  the  pftralyais 
alone;  be  mi^t  zeoorer  from  that,  —  so  yoong  etiU. 
There  are  other  symptoms;  that  dreadful  habit  of  stimu- 
lants! He  sinks  if  he  has  tbem  not,  —  they  hasten 
death  if  he  has.     But — but — but — he  u  minb,  and 

MUTKOHLT,    TO  THE  GSAVB^    HOWl  " 
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Lady  MoirrroKr'a  curiage  stopped  at  OoImmI  Hotley't 
door  just  as  Can  Vipont  was  coming  out.  Can,  oatch- 
ing  sight  ol  lier,  bustled  op  to  the  caniags  winilow. 

"Mydeu  LadyUontfortl  — aot  seen  yoafor  an  aget 
What  times  we  live  isl  How  suddenly  thx  obuu  has 
come  upon  usl  Sad  loss  is  poor,  dear  Montfort;  no 
wondei  you  monm  for  himi  Had  his  failings,  tme  — 
who  is  not  mortal t  —  bnt  always  voted  right;  always  to 
he  relied  on  in  times  of  crisis!  Bat  this  crotchety 
fellow,  who  has  so  unluckily,  for  all  but  himself ,  walked 
into  that  property,  is  the  loosest  fish!  And  what  is  a 
House  divided  against  itself  I  Never  was  the  Constitu- 
tion in  such  peril!  —  I  say  it  deliberately  I — and  here  ia 
the  Head  of  the  Viponts  humming  and  haaing,  and  ask- 
ing whether  Gay  Darrell  will  join  the  Cabinet.  And 
if  Qny  Darrell  will  not,  we  have  no  more  obance  of  the 
Montfort  interest  than  if  we  wore  Peop-o'-day  Boys, 
But  excuse  me,  I  must  be  off;  every  moment  is  precious 
in  times  of  citui3.  Think,  if  we  can't  form  a  Cabinet 
bf  to-monow  night, —  only  think  what  may  happen; 
the  other  fellows  will  come  in,  and  then  —  tbm 
dbluqe! " 

Carr  is  gone  to  find  mops  and  Dame  Partingtons  to 
stave  off  the  deluge.  Colonel  Moiley  has  obeyed  Lady 
Montfort's  sununous,  and  baa  entered  tbe  carriage.  Be- 
toie  she  can  speak,  however,  he  has  rushed  into  the  sub- 
ject of  which  he  himself  is  full.     "  Only  think,  —  I 
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knaw  it  would  be  ao  when  the  momieDt  cune:  all  Ae- 
penda  npon  Gd;  Dairell;  Montibrt,  who  Beeiu  slwafB 
in  a  fright  leat  4  newspftper  shoold  ftll  od  his  head  and 
onisb  him,  says  that  if  DHrrell,  whom  he  chooses  to 
favor  just  because  the  uewspapeTB  do,  declines  to  join, 
the  newspapers  will  say  the  cnisis  is  a  jobi  Fsocfl 
A  job — the  cbibibI  Loid  Mowbray  de  I'Arco  and  Sir 
Joeiah  Snodge,  who  are  both  necesaary  to  a  united  gov- 
ernment, but  who  unluckily  detest  each  other,  refuse  to 
sit  in  the  same  Cabinet,  unless  Darrell  sit  between,  —  to 
save  (hem,  I  auppoee,  from  the  fate  of  the  cats  of  Kil- 
kenny. Sir  John  Cantly,  our  ctack  county  member, 
daclarea  that  if  Dariell  does  not  come  in,  'tis  because 
the  CBIBI0  is  going  too  far!  Harry  Bold,  our  most  popu- 
lar speaker,  says,  if  Danell  stay  out,  't  is  a  sign  that  the 
csisis  is  a  retrograde  movementi  In  short,  without 
Darrell  the  cbisib  will  be  a  failure,  and  the  House  ot 
Vipont  smashed,  Lady  Montfort,  —  smashedl  I  aent  a 
telegram  (oh,  that  I  should  live  to  see  such  a  word  intro- 
duced into  the  English  language! -^ but,  as  Carr  says, 
what  times  these  are!)  to  Fawley  this  morning,  entreat- 
ing Guy  to  come  up  to  town  at  once.  He  answen  by  a 
line  from  Horace,  which  means  '  that  he  will  see  m6 
shot  first.'  I  must  go  down  to  him;  only  waiting  to 
know  th»  leenlt  of  certain  negotiations  as  to  meaauTos. 
I  have  hut  one  hope.  There  ia  a  measure  which  Darrdi 
always  privately  advocated,  —  which  he  thoroughly  un- 
derstanda,  —  which,  placed  in  his  hands,  would  be  trium- 
phantly carried;  one  of  those  meaauree.  Lady  Mootfott, 
which,  if  defective,  shipwreck  a  government;  if  framed, 
as  Gny  Darrell  could  frame  it,  immortalize  the  minister 
who  concocts  and  carries  them.  Thia  is  all  that  Darrell 
needs  to  complete  his  fame  and  career.  This  is  at 
length  an  ocoaeion  to  seouie  a  durable  name  la  the  L:^- 
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toy  of  his  conntzy ;  let  him  rajeot  it,  aod  I  shall  tell 
him  fninUy  that  his  life  has  been  but  &  btilliant  failoie. 
Since  be  has  not  b  seat  in  Parliament,  end  naage  reqnirea 
the  aotoal  pasaenion  of  that  qualification  for  a  seat  in 
tho  Cabinet,  we  must  lose  his  roiee  in  the  Commona. 
Bnt  ve  can  arrange  that;  foe  if  Damll  irill  bat  join 
the  gOTsmment,  and  go  to  the  Loida,  Sir  Josiah  Snodge, 
who  has  a  great  deal  of  voice  and  a  great  deal  of  jealousy, 
will  join  too ;  head  the  Vipont  interests  in  the  Commona, 
and  speak  to  the  country,  —  speak  every  night,  and  all 
night,  too,  if  required.  Tea;  Damll  must  take  the 
peerage,  —  devote  himself  for  a  year  or  two  to  this  great 
measure;  to  the  oonsolidation  of  Mi  fame;  to  the  re- 
demptiwi  of  &»  House  of  Vipont,  and  to  the  salvation 
of  the  Empire;  and  then,  if  he  please,  'solve  senesoen- 
tem,'  —  that  is,  be  may  retire  from  harness,  and  browse 
apon  laurels  for  the  leat  of  his  days  I " 

Colonel  Morley  delivered  himself  of  this  long  addien 
withoat  itttermption  from  a  listener  intenat«d  in  every 
word  that  nlated  to  Ornj  Darrell,  and  in  every  hope 
that  oould  nnnite  him  to  the  healthfol  activities  of 
Ufe. 

It  was  now  Lady  Montf<nt'B  torn  to  speak;  thongh, 
after  sabjeote  eo  momentous  aa  tha  obisis  and  its  specii' 
lative  consequences,  private  a&irs,  relating  to  a  poor 
little  girl  like  Sophy,  —  nay ,  the  mere  private  afhirs  of 
Danell  himself,  sermed  a  pitiful  bathos.  Lady  Mont- 
fort,  however,  after  a  few  words  of  womanly  oamment 
upon  the  only  part  of  Hm  Colonel's  discourse  which 
touched  her  heart,  hastened  on  to  describe  her  interview 
with  Arabella,  and  the  melancholy  condition  of  Darrell'a 
once  formidable  aon-in-law.  For  that  last,  the  Colonel 
evinced  no  more  oompasaicmate  feeling  than  any  true 
Englishman,  at  the  time  I  am  writing,  would  demon' 
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■Imte  for  «  mmdenma  Sepof  tied  to  the  montii  of  * ' 

OUIDOII. 

"A  Tery  good  riddanoe,"  said  tbe  Colonel,  Aiy\j. 
"  Gioat  lelief  to  Danell,  and  to  every  one  else  whom 
that  moneter  toiroented  and  preyed  on ;  and  with  his  lifo 
will  Tanieh  the  only  Temaining  obeUcIe  in  righting  poor 
Willy's  good  name.  I  hope  to  live  to  collect,  from  all 
parte  of  the  country,  Willy's  old  friends,  and  give  them 
a  sapper,  at  which  I  euppoM  I  must  not  get  drunk; 
thou^  I  should  nther  like  it,  than  noti  But  I  inter- 
rupt yoQ;  go  on." 

Ledy  Hontfort  proceeded  to  state  the  euhstance  oi 
the  papers  she  had  perused  in  reference  to  the  mystfliy 
which  bad  bean  the  cause  cd  ao  much  disqmetude  and 


The  Colonel  itietched  out  his  hand  eagerly  for  the 
documente  thus  quoted.  He  honied  his  eye  rapidly 
over  the  contents  of  the  first  paper  he  lit  on,  and  then 
said,  pulling  out  hia  watch,  "  Well,  I  have  half  an  hour 
yet  to  spare  in  diBcuesing  these  matters  with  you,  —  may 
I  order  your  coachman  to  drive  round  the  R^ent'a 
Parkf  —  better  than  keeping  it  thus  at  my  dooi,  with 
four  old  maids  for  opposite  neighbors, "  The  order  was 
given,  and  the  Colonel  again  retamed  to  the  papers. 
Suddenly  he  looked  up,  —  looked  fall  iato  Lady  MoDt- 
fort's  face,  with  a  ttionghtful,  searching  gase  which 
made  her  drop  her  own  eyea ;  and  aha  Mtw  that  he  had 
been  reading  Jasper's  confession  relating  to  his  device 
for  breaking  off  hei  engagement  to  Dairell,  which  in 
her  hurry  and  excitement  she  had  neglected  to  ahetaact 
from  the  other  documents.  "  Ob,  not  that  paper,  — you 
are  not  to  read  that,"  she  cried,  quickly  covering  the 
writing  witii  her  hand. 

"  Too  late,  my  dear  cousin.     I  have  read  it.     All  ii 
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naw  dAor.  Lionel  me  right;  &nd  I  waa  right,  too,  io 
my  ooDvictions,  though  Darrell  put  so  coolly  aside  tay 
qneatioDs  when  I  was  laat  at  Fawley.  X  am  justified 
now  in  all  the  pains  I  took  to  seoim  Lionel's  marriage, 
—  in  the  cunnii^  cruelty  of  my  letter  to  George  I  Enow, 
Lady  Montfort,  that  ii  Lionel  had  eachficed  bis  happi- 
ness to  respect  for  Guy's  anceetor-worsibip,  Guy  Dsirell 
would  have  held  Mmself  bound  in  honor  never  to  many 
again.  He  told  me  so;  told  me  he  should  be  a  eheat  if 
he  took  any  st«p  to  lob  one  from  whom  he  had  exacted 
sack  an  offering,  of  the  name,  and  the  heritage  for  which 
the  offering  had  been  made.  And  I  then  reaolTed  tiiat 
County  Guy  should  not  thus  irrevocably  shut  the  door 
on  bis  own  happinessl  Lady  Uontfort,  you  know  that 
this  man  lovea  you,  —  as,  yerily,  I  believe,  never  oUier 
man  in  our  eold  century  loved  woman:  tbroogb  deser- 
tion, through  change;  amidst  grief,  amidst  resentment; 
desinte  pride;  dead  to  all  other  love;  ahriakLng  from 
all  other  ties,  —  on,  constant  on,  carrying  in  the  d«^hof 
his  soul  to  the  verge  of  age,  secret  and  locked  up,  the 
hopelesi  passion  of  his  manhood.  Do  you  not  see  that  it 
is  throi^h  yon,  and  yoa  alone,  tiiat  Gay  Dartell  has  for 
seventeen  years  been  lost  to  the  oonnby  he  was  intended 
to  serve  and  to  adorn  1  Do  yon  not  feel  that  if  he  now 
reject  thie  last  opportunity  to  redeem  years  so  waatod, 
and  achieve  a  bme  that  may  indeed  link  his  ancestial 
name  to  the  honors  of  posterity,  you,  and  you  alone,  are 
the  cause  1 " 

*  AUa,  alas,  —  but  what  can  I  do  I " 

"Do!  —  ay,  true.  The  poor  fellow  is  old  now;  you 
cannotcan  for  him  I  Youstill  young, and  aounluokily 
beaatiful! — you,  for  whom  young  princes  might  vie. 
True ;  you  can  have  no  feeling  for  Guy  Danell,  except 
pi^r 
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'Pityt  I  hate  the  VOKJI "  cried  Lady  Hontfort, 
with  EM  much  petulance  as  if  ahe  had  still  been  the  way- 
wud,  lively  Caroline  of  old. 

Again  the  man  of  the  world  diiectdd  towaids  her  fooe 
his  shrewd  eyes,  and  dropped  out,  "  See  him  I  " 

"Bat  I  have  seen  him.  Yon  lemember  I  went  to 
plead  for  Lionel  and  Sophy, — in  vain  I  " 

'  Not  in  rain.  Qeorge  writes  me  word  that  he  hat  in- 
fonned  you  of  Sarrell's  oooaent  to  their  marriage.  And 
I  am  much  mistaken  if  his  greatest  consolation  in  the 
pang  that  consent  must  hare  oost  him,  be  not  the  thought 
tiiat  it  relievee  you  fiom  the  sorrow  and  remoiae  his 
refusal  had  oooasioned  to  you.  Ah,  there  is  but  one 
person  who  can  leetore  Darrell  to  the  world, — and  that 
is  yourself  1 " 

Lady  Montfort  shook  her  head  drearily. 

*If  I  had  but  an  excuse  —  with  digni^ — withnlf- 
lespect — to — to  —  " 

"An  exonsel  You  have  an  ahaolute  neoeoily  to 
eommunicate  with  Dartell.  Yon  have  to  give  to  him 
these  docnments,  —  to  explain  how  you  came  hry  tiwm. 
Sophy  is  with  himj  you  an  bound  to  see  her  on  a  sub- 
ject of  such  vital  importance  to  herself.  Scruples  of 
pmderyl  You,  Caroline  Lyndsay,  the  friend  of  his 
daughter;  you  whose  childhood  was  reared  in  his  reiy 
bouse;  you  whoae  mother  owed  to  bim  such  obligatituu, 
— you  to  scruple  in  being  the  first  to  acquaint  him  wiUi 
information  afiecting  him  so  nearly  I  And  why,  for- 
sooth t  Because,  agee  ago,  your  hand  was,  it  aeems, 
engaged  to  him,  and  you  were  deceived  1^  false  appear- 
ances, like  a  silly  young  girl  as  yon  were, " 

Again  Lady  fttonliort  shook  her  head  drearily,— 
drearily. 

"  Well,"  said  the  Colonal,  nh^nging  his  tone,  '  I  will 
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giant  that  those  former  ties  can't  be  imowed  now.  The 
iDtTi  nov  is  BB  old  as  the  hills,  and  yon  had  no  right  to 
expect  that  he  would  have  suffered  eo  much  at  being 
very  natoially  jilted  for  a  handsome  young  Marquess." 

"Cease,  sir,  cease,"  cried  Caroline,  angrily.  The 
Colonel  ooolly  peieisted. 

"I  see  now  that  such  nuptials  aie  oat  of  the  question. 
But  has  the  world  come  to  such  a  pass  that  one  can 
nerer  at  any  age  have  a  friend  in  a  lady  nuleas  she 
marty  himt  Scruple  to  accompany  me,  —  me  your 
cousin,  me  your  nearest  mmiring  relation, —  in  order  to 
take  book  the  young  lady  you  have  virtually  adopted  I  — 
scruple  to  trust  yourself  for  half  an  hour  to  ^t  tumble- 
down old  Fawleyl  Are  you  afraid  that  tte  goeeips  will 
Bay  yon,  the  Marchioness  of  Montfort,  are  running  after 
a  gloomy  old  widower,  uid  scheming  to  be  mistress  of 
a  mansion  more  like  a  ghoBt-toap  tlun  a  residence  for 
civilised  beings  t  Or  are  you  afraid  t^t  Guy  Darrell 
will  be  fool  and  fop  enough  to  think  yon  are  come  to 
force  on  him  your  hand}  Pooh,  pooh  I  Such  scruplea 
would  be  in  place  if  you  were  a  portionless,  forward  girl, 
or  if  he  were  a  conceited  yonng  puppy,  or  even  a  suspi- 
oious  old  rotii.  But  Ouy  Darrell,  —  a  man  of  his 
station,  his  character,  bis  yean!  Aud  you.  Cousin  Caro- 
line, what  ore  yout  Surely,  lifted  above  all  such  pitiful 
crotchets  by  a  rank  amongst  the  loftiest  gentlewomen  of 
England:  ample  fortune;  a  beanty  that  in  it«elf  la 
rank  and  wealth;  and,  above  all,  a  chancier  that  has 
passed  with  such  venerated  parity  through  an  ordeal  in 
which  every  eye  seeks  a  spot,  every  ear  invites  a  scandal. 
But  as  you  will.  All  I  say  is,  tltat  Datrell's  futore 
may  be  in  your  hands;  that,  after  to-morrow,  the  occa- 
sion to  give  at  least  noble  occupation  and  lasting  renown 
to  a  mind  that  is  devouring  itaelf  and  stiffing  its  genin% 
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may  be  irrevocably  loet;  and  that  I  do  believe,  if  jon 
said  to-monow  to  Guy  Danell,  'You  refused  to  hear  me 
when  I  pleaded  for  what  you  thought  a  disgrace  to  your 
name,  and  yet  even  that  you  at  last  conceded  to  the 
voice  of  affection  as  if  of  duty,  —  now  hear  me  when  I 
plead  by  the  aide  of  your  oldest  friend  on  behalf  of  your 
honoi,  and  in  the  name  of  your  forefathers,'  — if  tou 
Bay  THAT,  he  is  won  to  his  coontiy.  You  will  have 
repaired  a  wrong;  and,  piay,will  you  have  compromised 
your  dignity  1 " 

Caroline  had  recoiled  into  the  comet  of  the  carriage, 
her  mantle  close  drawn  round  hei  breast,  her  veil  low- 
ered; but  no  sheltering  garb  or  veil  could  conceal  her 
agitation. 

The  Colonel  pulled  the  checkstring.  "  Nothing  so 
natural ;  you  are  the  widow  of  the  bead  of  the  Honse  of 
Tipont.  You  ore,  or  ought  to  be,  deeply  interested  in 
its  fate.  An  awful  cbisis,  long  expected,  haa  occurred. 
The  House  trembles.  A  connection  of  that  House  can 
render  it  an  invaluable  service ;  that  connection  is  the 
man  at  whose  hearth  your  childhood  was  reared;  and  yoa 
go  with  me  —  me,  who  am  known  to  be  moving  heavsn 
and  earth  for  every  vote  that  the  House  can  secure,  to 
canvass  this  wavering  connection  for  his  support  and  as- 
sistance. Nothii^,  I  say,  so  natural;  uid  yet  yoa 
Scruple  to  Bprve  the  House  of  Yipont,  —  to  save  your 
country  I  You  may  well  be  agitated.  I  leave  yoa  to 
your  own  reflections.  My  time  rnns  short;  I  will  get 
lut  here.  Trust  me  with  these  docoments.  I  will  see 
no  the  rest  of  this  long  painful  sahjeot.  I  will  send  a 
special  report  to  you  this  evening,  and  you  will  reply 
by  a  single  line  to  the  prayer  I  have  veatared  to  address 
to  you." 
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CHAPTEE  Xn. 

AND   IiAflT. 

In  which  tlw  Author  endnTon,  to  thebeit  of  UBkUBtj,  toftna 
flual  nplj  to  tha  qocidoD,  "  Wh»t  will  h«  do  wjtl)  it  T  " 

Scene.  — The  banks  of  tlie  lake  at  Fawlej.  George 
is  lending  Ms  aim  to  Wai&j  ilitfs.  Morley,  seated  on 
het  camp-stool  at  the  oppoeito  side  of  the  water,  is  pat- 
ting die  last  toooh  to  her  sketch  of  the  manor-house 
Sir  Isaac,  ledioed,  ie  gravely  contemplating  the  swans; 
the  doe,  bending  over  him,  occasionally  nibbles  his 
Faiithom  has  nncomfortably  edged  himself  into  an 
angle  of  the  building,  between  two  buttresses,  and  is 
watching,  with  malignant  eye,  two  young  forms,  at  a 
distance,  as  they  move  slowly  yonder  side  by  side,  yet 
apart,  now  lost,  now  emerging,  thtough  the  gaps  between 
melancholy,  leafless  trees.  Iferrell,  having  just  quitted 
Waife  and  Qeorge,  to  whose  slow  pace  he  can  iU  time 
his  impatient  steps,  wonders  why  Lionel,  whom,  on 
arriving,  he  had,  with  brief  cordial  words,  refermd  to 
Sophy  for  his  fate,  has  taken  more  than  an  hour  to  ask 
a  simple  question,  to  which  the  reply  may  be  pretty  well 
known  beforehand.  He  advances  towards  those  melan- 
choly trees.  Suddenly  one  young  form  leaves  the  other, 
—  oomes  wiUi  lapid  stride  through  the  withered  fem. 
Pale  as  death,  Lionel  seiies  Guy  Darrell's  hand  witb 
oonvuielre  gratp,  and  says,  "I  most  leave  you,  sir, 
God  bless  yoal  All  is  over.  I  was  the  blindest  fool, 
— she  refuses  me. " 
"Befueesyottl  —  impoesiblel     For  what  leaaont* 


.y  Google 


WHAT  WILL  HI  DO  WITE  IT?  576 

*  She  caimot  love  ms  well  enough  t«  rnxny,"  aoMwerad 
Iiionel,  with  «  quiverii^  lip,  and  ta  attempt  at' that 
irany  in  which  all  axtreme  eugaish,  at  least  in  ooi 
haughty  sax,  delights  to  seek  lefuge  or  djagoiw.  "Likes 
me  as  a  Mend,  a  looUier,  and  ao  forth,  but  nottiing 
mora.  All  a  mistake,  sir, —  all,  except  yotu  mairellous 
kindnesB  to  me  —  to  her,  fbi  which  Hearen  ever  hleas 
you."  . 

"  Yes,  all  B  miatake  of  your  own,  foolish  boy,"  said 
Damll,  tenderly;  and,  turning  sharp,  he  saw  Sophy 
hastening  by,  quickly  and  firmly,  with  her  eyBS  looking 
etraightward,^  on  into  space.  '  He  threw  himaelf  in  her 
path. 

"  Tell  this  dull  kinsman  of  mine  that  '  faint  heart 
nerer  won  fail  lady.'  Tou  do  not  mean  seriously, 
deliberately,  to  reject  a  heart  that  will  never  be  faint 
with  a  meaner  fear  than  that  of  losii^;  yoat " 

Foot  Sophy  I  She  kept  her  blue  eyes  still  on  the 
cold,  gray  space,  and  answered  by  some  scanie  audible 
w<Hd8,  —  words  which  in  every  age  girls  intending  to 
Bay  No,  seem  to  learn  as  Idrda  learn  tlieir  song  —  no  one 
knows  who  taught  them,  but  they  are  ever  to  the  same 
tune.  "  Sefuibla  of  the  honor  " — "  Qiateful "  —  "  Some 
one  mwe  worthy,"  etc,  etc 

Darrall  checked  tills  emharrasBBd  jargon.  - "  My  ques- 
tion, yonng  lady,  is  solemn;  it  involves  the  destiny  of 
two  Uvea.  Do  yon  mean  to  say  that  yon  do  not  love 
Lionel  Hanghton  well  enough  to  give  him  your  hand, 
and  Ktum  iba  teaa  bith  which  is  pledged  with  his 
ownt" 

"  Tes,"  said  Lionel,  who  had  gained  the  aide  of  his 
kinsman;  "  yes,  tiiat  is  it.     Oh,  Sophy,  ■»  Ay  ot  Not" 

"Nol"  fell  from  her  pale,  firm  lips, — and  in  a 
moment  mora  she  was  at  Waifa'e  side,  and  had  drawn 
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hia-amy  frun  Geoige.  "Oraad£aher,  Onud&tberl 
-r-'homa,  homo;  letus  go  hoioe'at  onoa,  or  I  shall  diel" 

DurallhaB  kept  his  keen  sight  upon  ber  moTemfuita, 
— '  upon  hot  countanaiue.  He  sees  her  gesture,  her  look, 
as  she  now  clings  to  her  grandfather.  The  blue  ejes  an 
not  now  coldly  fixed  cai  level  air,  but  raised  upward  as  for 
sttength  fioiQ.  above.  The  yooiig  faoe  ia  sablims  with 
its  woe,  and  with  its  resolve. 

"  Koble  child,"  muttered  Darrell,  "  I  think  I  see  into 
her  hesTt.  If  eo,  poor  Lionel,  indeedl  Jlfy  pzida  has 
yielded,  hers  never  will  I " 

Lionel,  meanwhile,  kept  beating  his  foot  on  the 
ground,  and  checking  indignantly  the  tears  that  sought 
to  gather  to  his  eyes.  Darrell  threw  his  arm  ronnd  the 
young  man's  shoulder,  and  led  him  gently,  slowly  away, 
by  the  barbed  thorn-tree,  — fU  by  tiie  moes-gtown  orsga. 

Waife,  meanwhile,  is  bending  his  ear  to  Sophy's  lip. 
The  detestable  Fairtiiom  emerges  from  between  tiie  but- 
tresBes,  and  shamblea  up  to  Qeorge,  thirsting  to  bear 
his  hopes  confirmed,  and  turning  his  faoe  hack  to  smile 
congratulation  on  the  gloonly  old  honse  Uiat  he  thinks 
he  hae  raved  from  the  lake. 

Sophy  has  at  last  coaviimad  Waife  that  hia  senses  do 
not  deceive  him,  nor  hers  wandai.  She  has  said :  "  Oh, 
Qnmd&ther,  let  us  aver  henceforth  be  all  in  all  to  each 
other.  You  are  not  ashamed  of  me,  I  am  so  prau4  of 
yoo.  But  there  are  cithers  akin  to  me.  Grandfather, 
whom  we  will  not  mention;  and  yon  would  he  ashamed 
of  me  if  I  brought  disgrace  on  one  who  wctnld  confide  to 
me  his  name,  his  honor;  and  should  I  be  as  proud  of 
you,  if  yon  asked  me  to  do  it  f  " 

At  these  words  Waife  nnderatwnds  alt,  and  he  has  not 
an  argument  in  reply;  and  he  suffers  Sophy  to  lead  him 
towuds  the  house.     Yee,  they  will  go  faanoe,  —  yes, 
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then^jAllbenDachAnMottanritigs.  Thtjlaiumlj 
teached  tli»  door,  wh«n  the  door  itself  oponed  vloleatij, 
and  B  mtn  nuUng  forth  caught  Sophy  in  hii  wnu,  and 
kisaed  her  fonheBd,  her  oheek,  with  a  hMittnen  that 
it  is  wril  Lionel  did  not  viteen.  Speechlcea  and  htasUi 
lees  with  leaeiitment,  Sophy  itniggUd,  and  in  Tain, 
when  Waife,  BeiEing  the  man  by  the  collsr,  swong  him 
away  with  a  "  How  dare  yon,  sir,"  that  was  echoed  back 
firom  the  hillocks;  Bummoned  Sir  Isaac  at  full  gallop 
fnm  the  lake;  acusA  Fairthom  back  to  his  boUreaea; 
loOMd  Mrs.  Horley  from  her  Aetoh, — and,  amiting  (he 
mn  o(  Liotiel  and  Danrell,  hurried  'tiMm,  meabanicaUy 
as  it  were,  to  the  apot  itom  vhidi  that  thnnder-ioll  had 
pealed. 

"  How  dare  IT"  aatd  the  ittaa,  leaattiing  tha  flow  id 
his  dinidered  coat,  —  "how  dtMl  kiia  my  own  ia«aaf 
— my  own  alirter'a  orphan  child  t  VeiMnble  Bandit,  I 
haTe  a  mnoh  better  right  than  yon  hsTs.  Oh,  my'dawt 
injured  8ophy,  to  think  that  1  was  aahuaed  of  jont 
poor,  eotton  print;  to  ^ink  that  to  your  pretty  fUs  I 
hare  been  owing  tama  and  fortune, — and  yon,  yon 
wandering  over  the  Ivorld ;  (diild  of  the  sitter  ot  whose 
,  beauty  I  wbbMi  pmod;  of  her  (of  ilrhem,Klaa,  in  ndn! 
I  painted  Watteaue  and  Sreiuea  upon  sareens  and  fansl " 
Again  he  clasped  her  to  his  breast ;  and  Waif e  tfajs  time 
stood  urate,  and  Sopliy  passive!  for'tiie  nan's  tsan  were 
laining  upon  her  face,  and  wadied  away  irety  Unah  of 
shame  as  to  the  kiss  th^  hollowed. 

"But  where  is  my  old  trieuA  Willian  Iioeelyl^— 
where  ia  Willyl"  said  anottm  'voioe,  as  a  toll,  thin 
peraottBge  stepped  out  fiom  tiie  hM,  and  looked'  poor 
Waife  nnoooBciously  in  t}ie  face. 

"Albon  Morleyt"  ftlteMd  Waifli;  "you  oia  but 
litHe  ohaugedt" 
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'Vha  Coltnni  'looked  ■gain,  and  in  theeUody,  lanu, 
oi}»«jbd,  sober-loobiitg  maa,  neogniaed  the  wild,  jovial 
Willj,  irho  hid  Umed  the  most  uproly  fiUieaj  taken 
the  HMMtfniitBC  leaps;  cah^led  forth  ths  blithest  »Mig, 
— >madckp,  good-fallinr,  fioliexxae,  flhjMli^q  darling  of 
gay  and grava,  yoiiBg«nd  oldl 

"  Ehen,  fugaua,  PMtQine,  Poatniae, 

■aid  the  Oolonel^  utBCBaildy  tmbiUjig  (as  of  thoaa 
Hoiatian  paiiioles  that  were  ever  floatisff  in  that  daa- 
ric  atnoqkbeia,  — »to  Damll  isedicinal,  to  F&irUtNn 
nurbifio.  "  Ydara  ilide  away,  Willy,  mutely  as  Inids 
skim  through  air;  Ixit  when  friend  meets  with  friend 
hfter  abaeacey  eash  aeea  Hie  t''''^  °^  theii  crows'  feet 
OB  &e  fue  of  tba  (ftbar^  But  we  are  not  too  old  ye^ 
Willy,  tor  maay  a  meet, — at  the  fireside  I  Nothing 
nhe  in  our  studs,  ve  can  still  noimt  oar  hobbies ;  and 
thorottgh-bied  hobbiae  ocntriTB  tOTbe  in  at  ttie  deatli. 
Bat  you  an  waiting  to  learn  by.  what  title  and  name 
this  stronger  lays  claim  to  ao  peerieaa  a  nieoe.  Know 
then— >-ah,  here  oomea  Surell.  Ouy  Darrell,  in  this 
young  kdy  you  will  weloome  Uis  graudohild  of  Sidney 
Brantlinaite,  our  old  £ton  sfdMwl  friend,  —  a^genitleman 
of  SB  good  blood  aa  any  indie  land  I" 

*  None  better,"  cried  Faiitiiom,  who  bos  sidled  him- 
self into  the  group;  "  then  'a  a  note  on  the  Smntbwaite 
genealogy,  sir,  in  your  iathju's  great  work  upon  'Uona- 
mmtal  RmsiwB  '  "' 

"  Permit  me  to  ooDalade,  Vt,  Fsirthom,''  resumed 
the  Colonel;  " McaidmeDtal  Brnosou  are  painful  sub- 
jects. Yes,  Darrell;  yes,  Lionel;  tiiia  fair  cieatu^, 
whom  Lady  tHoaHott.  might  veil  demn  to  adopt,  is 
tb«  dti^;hter  of  Arthur  Bianthwaite,  by  taarriage  iritb 
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the  Histsr  of  Brank  Tuice,  vbon  name  I  ahnwdly  nu- 
pect  natioiU  will  prue,  uid  iriuMe  vorka  {vinoes  irill 
koaid,  when  many  a  long  gMieaI<^,  all  Uasooed  in 
acoTB  and  or,  will  have  left  not  a  flcrap  for  th«  mothn.  * 

"Ahl"  miumiiied  Lionel,"  was  it  not  I,  8opky,irIio 
tanght  70T1  to  love  youi  father's  geninsl  Do  yon  not 
ninemher  how^  as  we  hent  over  his  ToSune,  it  seemed 
to  trsnalate  to  ns  our  own  feelings  t  —  to  draw  ns  nearer 
tt^Uiwt     He  waa  speaking  to  w  from  hil  giSTe."     , 

Sophy  made  do  answer^  her  face  wm  hidden  <m  the 
breast  of  ttie  old  man,  to  whom  she  still  olung  oloaar 
and  closer. 

"  Is  it  BO  f  la  it  certain  t  Is  there  no  donbt  that  she 
is  ^e  child  of  ^eee  honored  parents  t "  asked  Waiis, 
tiemalonsly. 

"  None,"  onswraed  Alhan;  *  we  bring  witti  as  |Hoofi 
that  will  dear  op  all  my  story." 

The  old  man  bowed  hia  head  otst  Sophy's  fair  looks 
for  a  moment;  then  raised  it,  serene  and  dignified; 
*  Yon'  are  mine  tor  a  moment  yet,  Sophy,"  said  he. 

^  TAofsas  ever,  ~-more  fondly,  gnt^nlly  than  ever," 
cried  Sophy. 

*  There  is  bat  tme  man  to  whom  I  oaa  willingly  yield 
you.     Son  of  Charles  Hanghtonf  take  my  treasnze." 

"  I  consent  to  that,"  cried  Vance,'  "  though  I  am  pat 
aside  like  a  E^monelaas  Baion.  And,  Lionello  mio, 
if  Frank  Vanoe  ia  a  miser,  00  vmiAi-  tiie  better  for  his 
nieoei.''  .        • 

'  But,"  faltemd  LioneL 

Oh,  falter  ikot.  Ijook  into  those  eyes;  read  tbat 
Uush  novl  She  looks  007,  not  Felaetonk  She  bends 
before  him, — adorned  as  for  lore,  by  all  her  uatiTe 
gHMBS.  AiE  seems  brightened  by  her  bloom.  Ho  more 
the  outlaw-child  of  ignomii^  and  band,  but  the- starry 


.y  Google 


fiSQ  vbjlt  will  hi  do  WITE  BTf 

da(q;liter  tt  f^swwr  am»  art  I  Lo,  when  tbc^  glidt 
&v«y  nnder  tba  loaflwM,  aehachoty  teen.  ImaMtta  and 
melBBoholf  1  Ifo!  T«idwe  and  Mowom  ud  the  BMik 
of  spring  tat  upon  tntrj  bongh  t 

"I  BqppoM,"  nid  Albas,  *it  will  noi  now  beak 
Lionel's  heart  to  learn  Ihit  not  an  hoOr  bnfoie  I  Idt 
Ijondoo,  I  heard  from  a  friend  at  the  Hone  Gmida  that 

it  haa  bsen  raaolTed  to  aubHtitute  the  • •  tegimant  for 

Lionel'!}  and  it  will  he  for  some  time  jilt,  I  suapeot, 
that  he  muat  submit  to  be  ingltxiouBlf  happy.  Ome 
this  wajr,  Geoige;  a  woid  in  yov  ear."  And  Alban, 
diawing  his  nephew  aaide,  told  him  of  Jaaper'a  etata, 
and  of  Atabella'a  teqnaat.  "  Hot  a  atoid  to-d^,  <n 
tfaas  mouofnl  bc^aes,  to  poor  Will;.  To-day  let  noth- 
ing add  to  hie  pain  to  have  loat  a  grandchild,  or  dim 
hu  oonaelation  in  the  happinan  and  aevanty  }iie  Sophy 
gains  in  that  lose.  Bub  to-monow  yon  wiU  go  and  mo 
tka  Btriokan-down  alnner,  and  pnpaie  the  t&iimr  f<v  tlie 
wcBtL  I  made  apointot  seeing  Di.  F  «•'  ■  last  ni^it. 
HegaMeJagper  bat  afew  weeks.  He  aompares  him  to 
amoiuitaiii,  not  merely  shattered- by  an  eaithqnaka,  but 
burned  out  by  ito  own  inward  fires." 

"  A  few  weeka  oidy,"  aighad  Gmnge.  "  Wall,  time, 
that  Mama  eTetything  to  man,  has  not  eraa  an  axietanoe 
lathesigh^al  Ood.  To  that  old.  man  I  owe  the  power 
of  speech  to  ar^nej  to  azkiKt,  and  to  oomfoft,—  he  woe 
tmininff  m»to  knaU'b]/  tke.daoMtd  of  Ium  touJ  " 

"  You  believe,"  asked  the  man  of  the  world,  "in  Ute 
efficacy  of  a  deathbed  rapentsnae,  when  a  siimer  has 
sinned  till  the  power  of  siaiunghe  gonet " 

"I  heHeve,"  nplied  the  preaebeT,  "that  in  health 
Utara  is  nothing. *i  unsafe  as  tnut  in  a  deathbed  lapcmb- 
anoa ;  1  beLiara  that  on  the  deathbed  ifc  eannot  be  nnaah 
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Allwn  looked  thoughtful,  and  G«oTge  tunud  to  mjmb 
Wftife,  to  whom  Yanoe  wm  nunting  the  dueoTw;  fil 
Sophy's  pu«ntage;  while  fUrthom,  u  ha  li>tAS«d, 
draw  his  flute  fnnm  his  pocket,  and  bogan  somring  it, 
impatient  to  T«tt  in  delicate  musio  vixat  he  aever  ooold 
have  aet  into  wonls  for  his  blnndeiing  ustunAble  toogiM. 
The  Colonel  joins  Denell,  end  hastens  to  unfold  more 
fully  the  story  vhich  Yanoe  is  leeiting  to  Waife. 

Brief  as  it  can,  be  the  e^lanation  doe  to  the  nadei. 

Yanoe's  Bistei  had  died  in  childbirth.  The  poor 
young  pmt,  tmfitted  to  oope  with  penury;  his  seositiTe 
natore  oombiiied  with  a  frame  that  oould  feeUy  resist 
the  stnin  of  exhausting  emotions ;  disappointed  in  fame ; 
despairii^  of  fortima ;  dependent  for  bnad  on  his  wife's 
boyish  brother ;  and  hsraased  by  petty  debts  in  a  foraiga 
laodi^hod  been  fast  pining  away,  even  before  an  afflic 
tion  to  which  all  the  rest  seemed  as  noo^L  With  that 
afflietim  he  broke  down  at  once,  and  died  a  few  days 
after  his  wife,  leariog  an  infant  not  &  week  old.  A 
Trench  female  singer,  of  some  repute  in  the  theatres, 
and  making  a  provincial  tour,  was  lodging  in  the  same 
honse  as  the  young  oouple.  She  had  that  eompSBsionate' 
heart  which  is  more  common  than  prudence  or  very  striot 
prinoifde  with  the  tribes  who  desert  tlie  prosaic,  tme 
woridforth&light,  sparkling  blse  one.  She  had  assisted 
ttte  young  eonple,  in  their  later  days,  with  parse  a&d  kind 
offloes;  had  been  present  at  the  birth  of  the  infimt, 
— the  death  of  the  mother;  and  had  promised  Axtiiur 
Bianthwalte  that  she  wonld  take  eare  of  hia  ehild,  until 
she  could  safely  convey  it  to  his  wifs's  ralatioiu;  while 
he  wept  to  own  that  they,  poOT  ae  himself,  must  regard 
sueh  a  cha^^  as  aboiden. 

The  singer  wrote  to  <q>prisft  Mis.  Yanoe  of  the  deattt 
ol  her  dasf^tet  and  aaano'law,  and  the  iixth  d  the 
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in&Dt  wbom  she  undertook  iboitlj  to  aend  to  TinglaAil 
Bab  tbe  Ixbe,  whom  mMawhile  she  took  to  herself,  got 
hold  of  her  affectiooe ;  irith  thst  yeunlng  foe  chiidien 
whioh  mskes  so  lenuurkable  and  aliooat  oniiorm  a  char- 
admstio  of  Frenoh  women  (if  themselves  ohildlees)  in 
Qm  mndering  Bohemian  class,  that  sepaiatea  them  &om 
tiie  ordinary  faoosetiold  affeetiohs  never  dead  in  the  heart 
of  woman,  till  womanhood  itself  be  dead,  —  the  singer 
dODg  to  tiie  orphan  littJe  one  to  whom  she  was  for  the 
moment  rendering  the  oares  of  a  mother.  She  oonld 
not  bear  to  part  with  it;  she  leaoiTed  to  adopt  it  as  her 
own.  The  knowledge  of  Mrs.  Vance's  citoamstsnoes 
—  the  idea  that  the  orphan,  to  herself  a  hieeaing,  would 
be  an  anweloome  enoumbranoe  to  its  own  relations  — 
removed  every  scrapie  from  a  mind  nnaocuatomed  to 
suffer  reflection  to  stand  in  the  way  of  an  impulse.  She 
wrote  word  to  Mis.  Vanoe  tint  the  ohild  was  dead.  She 
trusted  that  her  letter  wonld  sofitee,  without  other  evi- 
dence, to  ielati(ms  so  poor,  and  ^o  oonld  have  no  sne- 
picion  of  any  interest  to  deceive  them.  Her  trust  was 
well  founded.  .  Mrs.  Vance  and  the  boy  Frank,  whose 
full  confidence  and  gratitude  had  been  already  secured 
to  tikeir  comspondent  for  her  kind  offices  to  ^e  young 
parents,  aooeptod,  Without  a  demur  or  a  questiui,  tiie 
news  that  the  infant  was  no  more.  The  singer  moved 
on.  to  the  next  town  at  whioh  she  was  professionaily 
engaged.  The  iiifant,  hitherto  brought  up  by  hand, 
bsoame  ailing.  The  medical  adviser  called  in  recom- 
mended tiA  natural  food,  and  found,  ina  village  dose 
by,  the  nurse  to  whom  a  little  time  before  Jasper  Losely 
had  conefigned  fais  own  danghtec  The  latter  died ;  the 
nurse  then  removed  to  Paris  to  reside  with  the  singer, 
who  had  obtained  a  lucrative  appointment  st  one  of  the 
metropolitan  'bheatreB.    In  leas  tbaa  two  yeab  tlie  singer 
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henelf  fell  a  riotim  to  &  prevailing  epidemio.'  8h6  bid 
lived  withgnt  thought  of  tiie  morrow ;  hei  debts  exceeded 
bar  means)  her  efieota -were  sold.  The  nune,  who  bad 
meoavhilR  become  a  widow,  oame  foradviee  and  lefnge 
to  her  sister,  who  was  in  the  BervMe  of  Gabrielle  Dee- 
maieto.  -  Gabrielle  being  naturall;  appealed  to,  saw  the 
infant,  heard  the  etoi;,  looked  into  the  statement  which, 
I^  way  of  confession,  the  ainger  had  drawn  np,  and 
signed,  in  a  notary's  preeenoe,  before  she  died;  looked 
into  the  letters  from  Mn.  Vance,  and  the  schoolboy 
aonwls  from  Ftank.bothto  the  singer  and  to  ^  child'a 
parents,  which  the  actieas  had  carefully  preserved;  con- 
vinced henelf  of  the  povwty  and  obecuri^  of  the  in* 
fant's  natural  guardians  and  next  at  kin;  and  said  to 
Jasper,  who  was  jost  dissipatiiig  the  fortune  handed 
over  to  him  as  survivor  oi  his  wife  and  diild,  "There 
fs  what,  if  well-managed,  may  retain  your  hold  ob  a 
rich  father-in-law,  when  all  else  baa  failed.  Yon  ban 
but  to  say  that  this  infant  is  his  grandchild;  tbe  nurse 
we  can  easily  bribe  or  persuade  to  confirm  the  tale.  I, 
whom,  he  abeady  knows  as  that  respectable  baroness, 
your  Matilda's  friend,  can  give  to  the  story  some  prob- 
able touches.  The  lone,  childless  man  must  reJMoe  to 
think  that  a  tie  is  left  to  hiuL  The  infant  is  exquisitely 
pretty:  her  &oe  will  plead  for  her.  His  heart  will 
favor  the  idea  too  much  to  make  him  very  rigorous  in 
his  investigationB.  Take  the  infant.  Doubtless  in 
your  own  eountry  yon  can  find  some  one  to  rear  it  at 
little  or  no  expense,  until  the  time  come  for  a[^>eal  to 
your  father-in-law,  when  no  ottier  claim  on  Ms  pune 
remains." 

Jasper  assented  wi A  th«  ifwouefant  dMilityby  whidi 
he  always  acknowledged  Oabrielle's  astuter  intellect. 
He  saw  tiie  none;  it  was  dear  ttiat  she  had  nothing  to 
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pan  b^  tttlcing  the  child  to  Enf^ish  relations  eo  poor. 
Tbftjr  miglit  Kfuae  to  believe  her,  and  cetteinly  ooold 
Bot  raward.  To  rid  hetself  of  the  infant,  uid  obtun 
tte  nUMM  to  ratam  to  hei  natiTs  village  with  a  few 
bimdiad  fmm  in  her  pnne,  Uwre  wbb  oo  promiM  ah* 
ms  not  williag  to  make;  no  tiarj  ahe  waa  kx>  faoueat 
to  tell ;  oo  paper  ahe  waa  too  timid  to  aiga.  Joaper  waa 
going  to  London  on  aome  adrentiira  of  his  own.  He 
took  the  infant,  ohauced  on  Arabella,  —  the  reader 
fcnowa  tiie  rest.  The  indifFeiencc  ever  manifested  I7 
Jaspar  to  a  child  not  hie  own ;  the  haidnesa  with  whidi 
he  had  oontempiated  aod  planned  hie  father'a  aepantian 
from  one  whom  he  had  impoaad  b;  false  ptetezte  on  the 
old  man'a  lore,  and  whom  he  iml;  ngarded  aa  an  alien 
enomnbiancs  upon  fits  aosn^  meana  of  her  delnded  pro- 
taetor;  the  iltfal  and  deaoltory  mode  in  which,  when 
(conimry  to  the  reaaoninga  whioh  Qalxielle  had  based 
upon  a  very  large  experience  of  the  crednlitiea  of  homaa 
natmre  in  general,  bat  in  utter  ignonnce  of  the  natora 
peonliar  to  Darrell)  hie  firat  attempt  at  imposition  had 
been  ho  acomfolly  resiated  by  hia  indignant  father-in- 
law,  he  had  played  faat  and  loose  witlL  a  means  of  extor- 
tion which,  though  lotii.to  abandm,  he  knew  would  not 
bear  any  attict  inToatigatitm,  — ail  thia  is  now  clear  to 
the  roader.  And  the  leader  wilt  also  oomprehend  why, 
partly  from  fear  that  hia  fathor  might  betray  him,  partly 
from  a  oonqiaaaioaate  unwilliagoeea  to  dapriTe  the  <dd 
man  of  a  belief  in  whioh  William  liOaely  said  he  bad 
found  inch  eolaoe,  Jasper,  in  hie  last  iaterriew  with 
hia  fatiier,  shrank  from  aayiog, "Bat  she  is  urt  your 
grandchild  I "  The  idea  of  recurring  to  the  thie  ralt- 
ttona  of  tha  ohild  natnmlly  never  entared  into  Jaaper's 
brun.  He  considered  them  to  be  as  poor  aa  himself. 
Th4if  buy  tasta  him  tha  oUld  of  pannta,  whom  thqy 
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had  erideDtly,  }>j  their  letten,  t&xed  tiMBuelTCt  to  A* 
ntmoflt,  and  in  -vain,  to  cave  from  sbwdate  wantl  So 
wild  wemed  th«  notidn  that  he  had  long  siaee  foe. 
gotten  that  nlationa  ao  naeleea  existed.  Portnnataly:, 
the  none  had  preaerrMl  the  written  atateraent  of  the 
ainger;  the  letters  by  Mn.  Vanee  and  Ftank;  the  cer- 
tificate of  the  infant's  hiith  and  haptiam;  aome  poor 
relics  of'  Sophy's  ill-fated  pannta;  manuacripta  of  Ar- 
thur's poems;  bahy-eapi,  with  initials  and  armorial 
ereote,  wrought,  before  her  confinement,  bj  the  young 
wife, — all  of  which  hod  been  conaigned  hj  the  singer 
to  the  nurse,  and  whJoh  ttie  nurse  willingly  disposed 
of  to  Mn.  Crane,  with  her  own  formal  depoeition  of  the 
tuts,  confirmed  by  her  sister,  Ghbrielle'a  old  oonfiden- 
Mai  attendant;  and  who,  more  favored  tiion  her  mistceaa, 
was  living  peaceably  in  the  rural  loenee  of  her  earli«r 
innocence,  upon  the  interest  of  the  gains  she  had  nved 
in  no  innocent  aerrioe, — ooulirmed  yet  more  byiafar* 
enoes  to  many  whoae  testiaioniee  oonld  trace,  step  hf 
step,  the  child's  reoord  from  its  birth  to  its  tronafai 
to  Jasper,  and  by  the  Ixief  but  diatinct.  avowal,  in 
tremulous  lines,  writ  hy  Jasper  himself.  Aa  a  skeia, 
crossed  and  tangled,  when  the  last  knot  is  loosaned^ 
slips  suddenly  free,  so  tMs  long,  hewilderiog  my^iy 
now  became  clear  as  a  oommonplaoe.  What  yaors  of 
suffering  Darrell  might  hare  been  saved  had  ha  *ii«ttlf 
seen  and  examined  the  nurae;  had  his  inquiry  been  less 
bounded  by  the  fears  of  his  pride;  had  the  great  lawyer 
not  had  himself  for  a  olientl 

Damn  silently  returned  to  Alban  Kmley  the  papeia 
over  which  he  had  cast  his  eye  as  they  walked  slowly 
to  and  fro  the  sloping  banks  of  the  lake. 

"It  is  well,"  said  ha,  glancing  fondly,  aa  Tairthcm 
had  glaneed  befk»e  him,  towarda  the  cid  booaa,  mm 
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faacd  ftom  doom,  and  p«niutted  to  laat  ito  tiiiM.  *  U 
is -wall,"  he  npeatodn  looking  avay  towards  Hat  put  of 
the'  Undecape  wheN  be  eonld  jiut  otoh  a  glimpse  of 
Si^hf's  light  foim  beyood  the  barbed  tbom-4xee.  -  'It 
is  w^,"  he  rapeated  -thrioe  vith  a  aigh.  "  Poor  hmnan 
natttiel  Alban,  can  you  eoueeire  itt  I,  who.oooe  bo 
dreaded  that  that  poor  child  diould  piOTe  V>  be  of  my 
bldod,  now  in  knowing  that  she  is  not,  feel  a- void,  a 
losB'I  To  Jjionel  I  am  so  distanta  kinsmanl  —  to  hia 
wife,  to  his  ohildien,  whai  can  I  bel  A  rich  old  man; 
the  sooner  he  is  in  his  gmre  &e  better.  A  £ew  tean, 
and  then  tiM  will!  Birt,M  jaai .  atfheiw  says,  'This 
life  is  but  a  school ; '  tiie  naw-cotner  in  the  last  fom 
thinks  the  bead-boy  just  leaving  so  oldl  And  to  us, 
looking  back,  it  aeema  bat  the  same  yesterday  whether 
we  wera  Uie  last  oomer  ot  the  bead-boy. " 

'  I  thought,"  said  Alban,  pUintirely,  "that,  for  a 
short  time  at  least,  I  had  done  with  'painful  subjects.' 
You  level  in  themi  Coon^  Cruy,  you  have  not  I^ 
■ohool  yet:  leare  it  with  ocedit;  win  &M  best  prise.* 
And  Albea  plunged  at  once  into  ihb  obism.  He  grew 
eloquent;  the  party,  the  oountry,  the  great  measure  to 
be  int7UBt«d  to  Danell,  if  he  would  but  undertake  it  aa 
a  member  of  the  Oabinet;  the  Feenge,  the  House  of 
Vipcmt,  and  immortal  glory  1  —  eloquant  aa  TJiyases 
harangaing  Um  aonof  Pelbua  in  "Troilus  aodCieeaida.'' 

Darrell  listened  ebldly;  only  while  Albui  dwelt  on 
"  ^ht  meaanre,"  in  whidh,  when  it  was  yet  too  unripe 
for  practical  statesmen,  he  had  attaohfld  his  faith  »a  a 
thinker,  the  (»ator'B  6y«  flashed  wiUi  yooug  fire.  A 
gtmt  truth  is  etwaally  dear  to  a  great  heart  th«t  has 
once  nourished  its  germ  and  tomaoea  its  fruits.  But, 
when  Alban  quitted  tiiat  part  oi  his  theme,  all  the  rest 
•eened  wearisome  to  his  listener.    They  had  now  wouid 
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their  valk  to  the  oi^matts  ade  ot  the  lake,  and  pfttiAed 
near  the  think  beeoh-traes,  haUoved  and  eaddeaad  hj 
aucJh  secret  oaeooiatiMis  to  the  moiLcnful' owner. 

"  Noi  my  deu  Albftn,"  said  DukU;  "  I  caamot  nua- 
moD  up  Mifficiant  youth  and  ireahoeu  of  apirit  toie- 
eoter  the  turbuleoit  arena  I  hare  left.  Ah,  hxik  yonder 
vhera  Lionel  and  So|ihy  move  I  Gire  ine,  I  do  not  say 
Uonel's  years,  bat  LioBel's  wealth  of  hope,  and  I  might 
Itill  have  a  wiih  for  famB  and  a  voice  for  England;  hnt 
it  is.  a  snbtls  trut^ytfaat  whore  a  man  misBes  a  horns, 
a  link  between  hia  eoontary  and  himaeU  ie  gone. '  Vulgai 
•inbUiDn  may  exist,  —  the  selfish  desire  of  power;  they 
were  uevei  very  strong  in.  me,  and  now  lass  strong  than 
tha  dwiie  of  rest;  but  that  beantifnl,  genial,  gloritnu 
union  of  all  tha  atkctaimB  of  social  tatizen,  which  be- 
gina  at:the  heartii  and  widens  round  tkaland,  ianotioi 
the  iMrmit'e  cell. "  ' 

Alban  was  about  to  give  up  tha  argmnent  in  initaUe 
daefNiir,  when,  h^pening  tO' turn  hie  eye  towUds  the 
fiu^er  deptit  of  the  bee^^iove,  be  caught  a' i^impaei 
—  no  matter  what  of;  but  quickenii^  Ue  atop  in  the 
diieotioa  to  which  his  gjanoe  had  wandered,  he  seated 
faimeeU  on  the  gnarled  toots  of  a  tree  that'  aeemed  Uie 
monarch  of  the  wood,  Wideqneading  as  that  ander  which 
Tityrus  reclined  of  old;  and  tltere,  out  of  sight  bf  ttte 
groapa  on  the  oppoeito  banks  of  the  lake,  ~  tli4re,  as  if 
he  bad  sought  the  gloomieet  and  most  secret  spot  for 
wbathfrhadyet  to  ny,  he  let  fall,  in  the- moat  distinct 
yet  languid  tones  of  his  thorough-bred,  cultured  enau' 
ciation,  "f  have  a  measage  to  you  from  Lady  Uont- 
forL  Kcatleae  man,  do  come  nearer,  and  stand  still. 
I  am  tared  to  death."  Darrell  ^piooched,  luid,  leaning 
;  the  trunk  of  the  giant  tree,  said,  With  folded 
B  and  compressed  lipa, —  -   ■ 
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"  A  mmtffi  ttom  Lftdy  Uontfsrtl " 

"Tea,  I  ahoold  taftve  told  you,  by  the  by,  that  tt 
wu  she  who,  being  a  womui,  of  eanna  saooMded  iriun 
J,  beibg  a  man,  despite  imnedible  paine  and  tranUe, 
sign^y  failed ;  diaooyend  Aiabella  Foeeett,  aiiat  Ciane, 
and  obtuned  from  her  &•  dooaneDti  irhioh  frae  y<Mii 
life  forever  from  a  batmtiog  end  Uutoring  fear.  I 
urged  bar  to  aooompuiy  me  biUiar,  and  plaoe  the  doe«' 
moits  heraelf  in  your  hnnd.  9he  tofoaed;  yoa  ware  not 
worth  so  mooh  trouble,  my  dear  Qny.  I  tequeatad  her 
at  laut  to  suffer  me  to  show  to  you  a  paper  oontafning 
Jasper  LoMly's  oonfasBiaa  of  a  (XHUpiraey  to  poison  her 
mind  against  you  aomeyeanago,— sconspinM^eoTJl- 
laaonaly  i&gaiiioiiB,  that  it  would  haYe  eomidetaly  eX* 
onerated  say  delicate  and  pcood  young  girl  from  tte 
ehai^ge  of  flokleneaB  ia  yielding  to  aa  in^ulse  of  piqna 
and  despair.  But  Lady  Montfort  did  not  wiah  to  bs 
extweratedj  your  good  opinion  baa  oaaaed  to  be  of  tiie 
■lightest  value  to  her.  But  to  come  to  the  point.  She 
bade  me  toll  yon  tiiat,  if  you  persist  in  sheltering  yoor* 
self  in  a  hermit's  oell  from  the  fear  of  meeting  her,  —  if 
•be  be  so  dangerana  toyour  peace,— yon  may  dianda 
snob  absurd  i^rebension.  She  is  going  atawkd,  sad, 
between  yon  and  me,  my  dear  fellow,  I  have  not  a  doabt 
that  she  will  marry  again  before  six  months  are  out.  I 
spoke  of  your  sofibrings ;  she  told  me  she  had  not  the 
smallest  compassion  for  them. " 

"  Alban  Morley,  yon  presumed  to  talk  thus  of  msf  " 
eried  Danell,  livid  with  lage. 

*  Striks,  but  bear  ms.  It  is  troe  yon  would  not  own, 
when  I  was  last  at  fawley,  that  she  vaa  tile  auee  of 
your  secluded  life,  of  your  blighted  cecreerf  bat  I  knew 
better.  Howerar,  let  me  go  on  before  you  atrao^Ma 
Lady  Moutfort's  former  feelings  of  frieodahip  for  ym 
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%tb  etidontlj  qmte  cbAnged ;  tmd  ttha  diutgtA  me  to  WM, 
'tint  she  nalty  hoped  tb«t  yc»  would  exeit  yourgood 
Mme  uid  prido  (of  whioh  Hskwd  knom  you  hxn 
plenty)  to  endinte  an  atond  and  romantie  aanttniMit^ 
BO  displeasing  to  her,  and  so — " 

'  It  is  &lsel  it  is  falael  WM  hai«  I  done  to  yon, 
'Oc4onel  Morley,  that  yon  sboold  slutder  me  thm  1  /send 
you  ueMsges  of  brant  and  inaolt,  Mr.  Svmlll  I-^ 
J/— you  cannot  beliere  It,— yon  osnnoti " 

Gatoline  Montfort  stood  totmwn  the  two,  as  if  she 
had  dtopped  from  heaTsc. 

A  raule,  hidf  in  trium^,  half  in  irony,  «im«d  the 
Up  <rf  the  fine  gentieman.  It  faded  inatantly  ae  his  eye 
"turned  Inm  tiiefaoe  of  tiie  eantest  iroman  to  that  oftiM 
Mtneat'  man.  Alban  Votlsj  involuntarily  bowed  his 
head,  mumiuted  some  -troida  tmheaid,  and  pwwd  from 
ttte  place,  nnheeded. 

Kot'by  concert  nor  premeditation  iras  Caroline  Mont- 
fort  on  that  spot.  She  had  oonaented  to  aeonnpany  'ha> 
oousin  to  Fawley,  but  hafne  reaching  the  park  gatea  her 
oourtge  failed  her;  she  woald  remain  witbiii  the  carrli^e. 
The  Colonel ,  wanted  in  London  as  soon,  as  poaaibU, 
whatever  the  resnlt  of  his  political  mission  to  Damll, 
«oiild  not  stay  long  at  T^wley;  she  would  retain  with 
him,  Tance's  presence  and  impatient  desire' to  emteaoe 
his  niece  did  not  allow  the  Colonel  an  occasion  tor  altgU- 
neat  and  parley.  Chafed  at  this  fresh  ezperienee  of  tlw 
caprioious  uncertainty  of  woman,  he  had  walked  on  with 
Vance  to  tbn  manor-house.  Loft  alone,  Caroline  could 
not  endure  the  atilbteas  and  inaction  whi^  incrcsMd 
the  tumult  of  her  tiloQghta ;  she  would  at  least  have  one 
more  look — it  might  be  tiie  last  —  at  the  scenes  in  which 
faer  childhood  had  sported;  her  youth  known  its  first 
happy  dreams.     But  a  few  yards  across  those  oamnai- 
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Mtibed  dettMau*,  im  tliroagt)  tboH  shadowy,  aenial 
giDTeB  and  she  should  stcAl  lupeneiTed  ia  -new  td  the 
house,  the  belored  lake,  psifaBpa  eTea  (hum  more  catoh  a 
pasBiDg  glin^we  of  ths  owner.  She  leaolved,  she  glided 
on;  she  gained  the  beech-gtore,  wlian,  1^  the  tfarapt 
wind  of  the  bonks,  Dftttell  and  Albaa  oame  suddenly  on 
the  very  spot.  The  flatter  ot  i»t  robe,  as  she  ttuaed  to 
retieat,  oftoght  Alban's  ^e;  the  i«ader  oomprehends 
with  what  wily  intent,  oonoeived  on  the  moment,  that 
nnsoKipulous  scbeioer  shsped  the  wolds  which  ohained 
her  footstep,  and  then  stung  her  on  to  BBU*diBclosim. 
TiemUini!  and  blushiiig,  she  now  stood  befoie ,  the 
startled  man,  —  he  startled  out  of  eTOry  other  sentiment 
and  feeling  than  that  of  inetEable,  azquisite  delight  to 
be  oQoe  moie  in  her  pieaeooe ;  she)  after  her  fii«t  passioa* 
ate  outbont,  hastening  oo,  in  oanfnaed,  broken  words,  to 
explain  that  she  was  tJiere  but  by  aooidwit,  —  tij  ehanoe; 
confusion  growing  deeper  and  deeper,  — -  bow  explain  the 
motive  that  had  charmed  her  steps  to  the  spcdit 

Budd^^  from  the  oi^nsita  bank  came  the  music  of 
the  magio  flute,  and  her  Toioe  as  suddenly  stopped  and 
foiled  her, 

"Again;  —  again,"  eaid  Darrell,  dreamily.  "The 
same  musicl  the  same  airl  and  this  the  same  plaoe  aa 
whieh  we  two  stood  together  when  I  flzst  dared  to  say, 
'I  loTsI '  Lookl  we  are  under  tha  very  toeel  Lookl 
there  is  the  date  I  earred  oo  the  bark  when  you  wen 
gone,  but  had  left  hope  beluod.  Ah,  Caroline,  why 
ofan  I  not  now  resign  myself  to  age  1  Why  is  youth, 
while  I  speak,  rushing  back  into  my  heart,  into  my 
soul}  Why  cannot  I  say,  '  Qratefully  I  aeeept  your 
tendsr  friendship;  let  the  past  be  fiMgotten;  thiou^ 
what  rests  to  me  of  the  future  while  on  earth,  be  to  aw 
as  a  child.'     I  oaoaot,  —  I  canootl    Gol  " 
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Slie  dnw  neaiei  to  him,  gently,  timidly.  ^Eveti 
that,  Dan«ll,  —  even  that;  something  iu  youi  life,  — let 
me  be  something  still  I "  • 

"Ay,"  be  said,  with  melancholy  bittemees;  "yon 
deceive  me  no  longer  now !  You  own  thai,  when  here 
we  stood  lut,  an^  exchanged  oar  troth,  yon  in  Hie  blos- 
som, and  I  in  the  prime,  of  life,  —  you  own  that  it  was 
no  womaa'B  lore,  deaf  to  all  ealonmy,  proof  to  all  ciaft 
that  Gonld  wrong  the  absent;  no  woman's  love,  worm 
as  the  heart,  undying  as  the  soul,  that  you  pledged  me 
thent" 

"  Danell,  U  was  not,  —  though  then  I  thought  it 
wae." 

"  Ay  ,1^,"  he  continued  with  a  smile,  as  if  of  triiimph 
in  hie  own  pangs;  *  so  that  truth  is  confeeaed  at  laatl 
And  when,  onee  more  free,  you  wrote  to  me  ttie  letter  I 
returned,  rant  in  fragments,  to  your  hand,  —  or  when, 
forgiving  my  mde  outrage  and  fierce  reproach,  you  spoke 
to  me  eo  gently  yonder,  a  few  weeks  since,  in  these 
lonely  Hhadas,  then  what  were  your  sentimAite,  your 
motives  i  Were  tbsy  not  those  of  a  long-suppressed  and 
kind  remotM  1  —  of  a  charity  akin  to  that  which  binds 
rich  to  poor,  bows  happiness  to  sufferingt  some  memo- 
ries of  gratitude,  nay,  perhaps  of  child-like  affedionT — ■ 
all  amiable,  all  generous,  all  steeped  in  tiiat  sweetness 
of  nature  to  which  I  nnconaciously  rendered  justice  in 
the  angoleh  I  endured  in  losing  you;  but  do  not  t«U  me 
that  even  then  you  were  under  the  influence  of  woman's 
love." 

■Darrell,  I  was  not." 

"  You  own  it,  and  you  auSer  me  to  see  yon  againi 
Trifler  and  cruel  (me.  Is  it  but  to  enjoy  the  senaa  oi 
joat  undiminished,  unalterable  power  T " 

"A^iSarrelll  alaalwhy aralheret — wigrsoyMrn' 
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ing,  7et  ■(>  abmid  to  come  1  Wh^  did  nj  hewrt  fitU 
vben  tlieae  tewa  lose  in  eight  againat  Uie  ^y1  —  iriiy, 
why,  whj  was  it  drawn  hither  by  the  ejftiil  I  oould  not 
lesistT  AIab,  Damll,  alaal  I  am  a  womui  now  — 
and — and  this  is  —  "  She  lowered  hei  rail,  and  tamed 
away;  her  lips  could  not  utter  the  word,  becaass  tha 
wozd  waa  not  pity,  not  remoise,  not  lemembianee,  not 
eTea  affection;  and  the  woman  loved  now  too  well  to 
subject  to  the  haxard  of  rejection  lotb  I 

"  Stay,  oh,  stay  I  "  cried  DarraU.  "  Oh,  that  I  ooilhl 
dare  to  ask  you  to  complete  the  Beat«noel  I  know — I 
know  by  the  myatenoas  aympathy  of  my  own  aoul,  ibai 
you  oould  never  deceive  me  moiel  le  it — iait —  "  Hii 
lipa  falter  too ;  but  her  hand  ia  claaped  in  hia ;  her  head 
is  reclined  upon  bis  breast;  the  veil  ia  withdrawn  bom 
%B  sweet,  downcast  face;  and  softly  on  her  ear  steal  ths 
munnnied words,  "Again  and  now,  till  the  grave;  oh* 
by  this  hallowing  kiaa,  again,  —  the  Caroline  of  oldl  " 

Fuller  and  fuller,  spreading,  wave  after  wave,  through- 
out the  air,  till  it  seem  int«rfuBed  and  commingled  with 
tiu  Iweatii  which  &»  listeners  breathe,  the  Ante's  mallow 
gosh  stoeama  along.  The  sun  slopes  in  paaoe  towsrda 
the  west ;  not  a  dood  in  those  akies,  cleaiei  seen  through 
yon  bongha  stripped  of  leaves,  and  rendering  auaa  vivid 
the  eveigieen  of  the  arbute  and  laoiel. 

Litmel  and  Sophy  ue  now  seated  on  yon  moss-giovn 
trunk;  cm  either  side  the  old  gray-haiied  man,  as  if 
agreeing  for  a  while  even  to  forget  each  other,  that  they 
may  make  him  feel  how  fondly  he  is  remembered. 
Sophy  is  resting  both  her  hands  on  the  old  man's  shoul- 
der, looking  into  hia  faoe,  and  murmuring  in  his  sar 
with  voice  like  the  ooo  of  a  happy  dove.  Ahl  fear  not, 
Sophy;  A«  is  happy  too,  —  ha  wbo  never  thinks  of  him- 
sell,     Look)  —  the  playful  smile  round  his  arch  lips; 
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